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A Rifleman' s-Eye View of the activities on the Island of Gua- 
dalcanal, in the Solomons , during the elimination of the 
Japanese Forces there by the American Army under 
General Patch whose troops included the 132nd In- 
fantry of the Illinois National Guard, a combat 
unit of the Americal Division — in which or- 
ganization the Author served while encoun- 
tering the experiences described herein 
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APOLOGY 



To the men of our Navy, who shot the Japanese out of the water, 
and who escorted our transports safely through the Islands, I hum- 
bly kneel. To the flyers who contributed so much to victory in 
Europe, and who forced the surrender of Japan before a single 
Doughboy set foot on Honshu, I do the same. To the supply troops 
who kept us from starving, I offer my sincere thanks. To the Ord- 
nance Department, who sent us into the field better armed than 
our enemy, I owe my very life. 

The men who served in all of the above-enumerated agencies 
deserve an explanation of some of the quotations and views ex- 
pressed in this text; without such an explanation, I am afraid much 
of what I have written would seem unreasonable. And, as a brother 
gun-nut, I would like to qualify my writings to other members of 
the clan who, fortunately or otherwise, had to fight the war in 
organizations other than Infantry Combat Units. 

This book is a partial account of the early overseas experiences 
of a rifleman-soldier in World War II. It is intended to present the 
viewpoint of the Doughboy or Doughboy Officer who has just fin- 
ished his first period of combat. I have made no attempt, in the 
writing, to modify or change this narrow angle of approach. The 
Infantryman in combat looks at the rest of the world with hyper- 
critical vision; he is inclined, to a certain extent, towards a uni- 
versal feeling of contempt for men who fight a less dangerous or 
more comfortable war than he. 

He envies the Artilleryman, a thousand yards to his rear, the 
additional safety and comforts back there. He growls at the sight 
of Air Corps installations, where men are usually sure of a cot to 
sleep on and warm food to eat. He hates the Quartermaster Corps, 
who always seem to feed and clothe their own troops better than 
the combat units for whose supplying they are responsible. Every 
supply shortage, each failure of artillery or air support, the Dough- 
boy takes as a personal affront, seldom considering the force of 

ix 
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Apology 



circumstance which could have made it impossible for the QM or 
the Air Corps to do their part of the job. The individual Infantry- 
man is concerned with nothing but results and he will accept no 
excuses. And because results in war are seldom gratifying, and be- 
cause supply shortages are frequent, it is not unusual for the front 
line Infantryman, who himself must atone for all of the mistakes 
along the line, to despise his service troops, his high command, 
and his home front only slightly less than the enemy. 

This attitude of prejudice and narrow intolerance remains with 
the Infantryman for a long time. It is only after years of service 
or after extensive observation of the non-combatant elements, that 
he finally develops a rationalizing attitude, so that he takes his 
own hard knocks for granted, and ceases to begrudge the rear-area 
troops their greater comforts and security. Only through such ob- 
servation can a Doughboy fully appreciate the importance of the 
other services, combat and non-combatant. 

If the Doughboy in question happens to be an officer, and is 
later transferred to high-echelon staff jobs, he will obtain an op- 
portunity to look at the “big picture” and be able to make sense 
of the confused and chaotic pattern of large-scale military opera- 
tions. And he will in time come to realize that the trials facing the 
front line soldier, the heartbreaking disappointments, the priva- 
tions, the inordinate casualty rates, even the appearances of stu- 
pidity from above, are generally unavoidable. 

So, if I wanted, I could take the sting out of much that you will 
read in this book. I could look back on the old months of bitter 
annoyance and apparently pointless tragedy through the rose- 
tinted glasses of an Army Group or a Theater staff officer, and I 
could paint for you a precise picture of the overall conduct of the 
Guadalcanal fight, making it seem to be a well-organized and co- 
ordinated triphibious invasion. 

But this book is written mainly for my rifle-enthusiast and gun- 
owning friends. Their interest will probably be in the grooved- 
barrel weapons and the men who used them. The viewpoints and 
ideas they will want to hear are those of the riflemen — not the 
staff officers. The Doughboy who fires a rifle and his immediate 
associates, his non-coms and officers, are, in their own minds, the 
only people who really fight wars. On the battlefield, where emotion 
often governs, where hysteria replaces contemplation, there is little 
chance for a soldier to see the non-combatants’ side of things. A 
Doughboy’s weapon is broken or worn out — so the Ordnance is no 
good; he is short of food — so the QM is a bunch of fat-butted, 
useless deadheads; his head is tight and buzzing with fever, so the 
Medical Corps — other than his own Infantry medics — is an ag- 
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gregation of military drones. The soldier sees himself the victim 
of a huge conspiracy, with the enemy, the elements, and even 
his own countrymen allied against him. If he lives through his 
ordeal of combat without becoming a confirmed cynic, he is lucky. 

So this book is written as it would have been written in 1943, 
when I was an Infantry lieutenant. The personal bias and sym- 
pathies portrayed were real — my standard attitude at the time. 
If I had not been “bitter” in 1943, if I had not been hopping mad, 
ready to take a pot-shot at the Ordnance repair man who botched 
up my machine guns, or the QM sergeant who failed to deliver 
our rations, I would not have been an Infantryman. In fact, I 
would not have been human! 

So here is the story of a large part of my rifle-shooting life. It 
has been fun to relate it to my beer-drinking companions in the 
Chicago Rifle Club, and it has been fun — albeit laborious — for me 
to write this story. The writing is not good, but that does not keep 
me from hoping that the Shooting Fraternity will enjoy the tales 
I have to tell. 



Major John B. George 
Military Intelligence Section 
General Staff , Far East Command 
Tokyo , Japan 
May, 1947 
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July 25, 1947 

In 1942-43, during the Battle of Guadalcanal, John B. George, 
now a Lieutenant Colonel, served as a junior officer in the Second 
Battalion of the 132nd Infantry Regiment. As commanding officer 
of that battalion I came to know him well. 

Johnny George is a fine officer and an able Infantryman. As a 
leader he was always capable and aggressive; as an individual rifle- 
man he never lost an opportunity to kill or harass the enemy. 

Colonel George F. Ferry 
Commanding Officer 
132nd Infantry Regiment 
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I. RIFLE RANGE DAYS 



. . As the possession of this last village u>as important to our 
future operations ... I directed that it might be occupied by a de- 
tachment consisting of four companies of riflemen. . . 



The Duke of Wellington 
August 16, 1808 



Digitized 



^ Google 



Original from 

UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



ioi ic uomain, uoogie-aigmzea / ntup://www.natnitrusi:.org/access_use3Fpa-googie 



Digii 




Original from 

UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 

n l . . i i i i 



ioi ic uomain, uoogie-aigmzea / ntup://www.natnitrusi:.org/access_use3Fpa-googie 



A HOBBY 

My fondness for rifle shooting began at the age of seven, when 
I was first allowed to borrow my brother’s rifles and go out from 
our house, on the outskirts of a small midwestern town, to shoot 
squirrels. Squirrel shooting, I know, is a sport that rates very highly 
with me to this day, because I have at this writing just returned 
from a squirrel hunt on the reservation here at Camp Blanding, 
Florida. It was a great pleasure to find that the sniping and rifle 
shooting experiences of a war, and the killing of many head of big 
game, had in no way dimmed my appreciation of that delightful 
woodland pastime. My pulse quickened in the same old way each 
time I cracked down on one of the seven fat grays I bagged; and 
my mouth waters now as I anticipate a supper of fried young gray 
squirrel. 

Competitive rifle shooting began for me on the 50-foot gallery 
in the basement of the Lake View High School, in Chicago, Illi- 
nois. My family had moved to the city while I was still of grammar 
school age, taking me away from my cherished Missouri hills and 
woodlands. From that time on, my hunting in the States was held 
to short trips and visits to relatives in the country. But I found the 
sport of punching holes in paper targets almost made up for the 
loss. I became involved in all sorts of small-bore rifle competitions, 
shooting on both indoor and outdoor club and state teams before 
my eighteenth birthday. The big-bore bug also took hold about 
that time, and I had obtained a National Match rifle when I was 
fifteen, and had dryfired and practiced with the enthusiasm only a 
school boy can enjoy. 

In due time, I enlisted in the Illinois National Guard, shooting 
my way onto the State Rifle Team each year that I was able to 
attend the National Rifle Matches at Camp Perry, Ohio. The Chi- 
cago Rifle Club — affectionately and otherwise known as “The 
S.O.B’s” by neighboring organizations, afforded an excellent me- 
dium for competitive rifle shooting in and around Chicago, and it 
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Shots Fired in Anger 



was a pleasure to be able to fire on their .30 caliber team. This 
Chicago Rifle Club had a decided aversion to small-bore shooting. 
So I also became a member of the Winnetka Rifle Club, in order 
to participate in .22 caliber shooting too. It kept me very busy get- 
ting around to all the necessary shoots — but it paid great dividends 
in pleasure. By the time I was inducted as a second lieutenant in 
the newly federalized 132nd Infantry in March, 1941 , 1 had become 
thoroughly wrapped up in rifle shooting. 

At odd times during our rifle matches, the inevitable conversa- 
tions concerning the possible military application of our markman- 
ship schooling would come up among the small groups of club mem- 
bers formed behind the firing line. As a patriotic youngster, I was 
incapable of seeing eye to eye with some of my fellow competitors, 
who failed to connect civilian rifle competition in any way with 
national defense or preparedness. I seemed to see, in what we were 
doing, a sport made more enjoyable because it did have a definite 
end and purpose. 

To me it seems that there is something a little noble about the 
use of modern weapons in sport — a quality not found today in any 
hobby not associated with the handling of firearms. The tiltyard 
and the archery ranges traditional in British history are gone as a 
recreational adjunct to military training and a means of making a 
people able to defend their nation and their ideals. However, our 
modern writers still give these sites of ancient competitive sports 
more color and glamour than is ever accredited to the rifle and 
pistol ranges which have replaced them. When rifle shooting as a 
national defense measure is discussed in writing by a layman, it is 
nearly always in reference to the exploits of Daniel Boone or David 
Crockett — as though the days of rifle shooting had become a thing 
of the past. 

Actually, more men carried rifles in this war just past than in 
any war before. Their experiences in the primitive jungles of the 
Pacific — and in many other areas — have surpassed anything which 
has been honestly recorded in the early history of our continent’s 
settlement. These men knew the same great dangers that faced our 
early settlers: savage enemies, disease, starvation, isolation, and 
death by torture; and, in addition, the soldiers of our recent war 
have had to suffer the nerve-racking and maiming blast of weapons 
which men fighting during the 18th Century were never called 
upon to endure. 

Before the war, I had an idea that we did not have adequate 
appreciation of our chosen sport and hobby, and I often voiced 
that belief to other “gun-nuts” during friendly readyline conver- 
sations. In the light of my experiences in the war I have become 
certain that our sport suffers that moral defect, and that our coun- 
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try’s national defense potential is lessened incalculably thereby. 

As riflemen, should we look only into the past for the thrill of 
warlike achievement? Why can’t we make ourselves see its exist- 
ence in the present — before our very eyes? To enjoy his sport to 
the fullest, the rifleman should know — as he stands with sling tight 
on his arm, waiting for the targets to rise from the pit — that his 
own sport has the same glamour that is conceded by history to the 
medieval archer drawing his long bow, or to Daniel Boone taking 
aim with his groove-barrelled flintlock at a painted savage. If an 
attractive presentation of the spirit of military rifle shooting could 
be given to the public through newspaper, radio and screen pub- 
licity, with particular emphasis on the element of national defense 
— it could make rifle shooting a national pastime. At the same time 
it would do patriotism a great service, gain for our sport the recog- 
nition it truly deserves and would get a lot more people out-of- 
doors in the pursuit of the most enjoyable hobby in the world. I 
have been at this hobby for more than fifteen years, and I hope to 
keep up this enthusiastic pursuit until the day I die. 

For many months I was to utilize the knowledge and skill ac- 
quired during pleasant days spent in rifle practice and competition, 
in the direct and terrible business of killing people. I hope now that 
I shall never again be forced to apply this deadly knowledge; but, 
should my freedom and my life ever again be placed in jeopardy 
by aggressors, my rifle is hanging ready on the wall. 
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FORT SHERIDAN, JULY ’38 

It was a typical July Sunday on the range at Fort Sheridan, Il- 
linois. It was one of those sun-boiling days when onlooking laymen 
come to regard the rifle enthusiast as a damn, stupid fool. Some 
200 big-bore riflemen were shooting out the final day for the Illi- 
nois State Championships and a berth on the State Civilian Team. 
Remarks along the line indicated that if the competition itself 
wasn’t hot, the damn weather more than made up for it. 

I felt uncomfortably happy that day. I was uncomfortable be- 
cause I could never get into a bearable prone position without 
wearing a sweatshirt beneath my shooting jacket to pad my poorly- 
fleshed ribs. On this account I was faced with a choice of either 
roasting alive or suffering another torture of the damned — that of 
having my spare midriff and pectoral surfaces lacerated by the 
tough northern sod. Because the laceration would adversely affect 
my score as well as my health, I chose to wear the sweatshirt (cer- 
tainly an appropriately-named garment) and endure the roasting, 
which, I believed would affect only my health. 

I was happy because through the early stages I had been getting 
reasonably good scores — nothing phenomenal, but the long run of 
not-too-bad performances which leads toward a good total in the 
grand aggregate. 

The matches were being fired on two Sundays in July and all of 
the separate stages comprised the equivalent of twice across the 
National Match service rifle course, less io shots at 1,000. The 
first Sunday’s firing had found me far down on the list. At the end 
of that day the championship had looked like a cinch for a National 
Guard team mate of mine, Captain Aurand E. Linker. But the 
Captain had suffered bad luck early in the second day’s firing at 
the short ranges, and he was now well out of the running. The 
match was now nip and tuck among several members of the fa- 
mous (and infamous) Chicago Rifle Club. Ralph Izard, veteran .30 
caliber shot and 1929 winner of the Wimbledon Cup, was in the 
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Fort Sheridan, July ’38 7 

lead when we wearily picked up our kits at the 600-yard line and 
trudged back through the heat to the 1,000-yard point. As we made 
this walk, carrying our heavy loads of shooting kit and weapons, 
we were stared at in open-mouthed amazement by people sitting 
in parked convertibles on the sidelines. They were waiting for us 
to get the match finished to permit them the use of the range, 
which was also the polo field. On observing their somewhat under- 
standable consternation, I thought of the cliche concerning a rifle 
shooter’s mental qualifications — “You don’t have to be crazy, but 
it sure as hell helps!” 

We got back to the 1,000-yard mark and regained our breath 
while the range sergeant spent the usual amount of breath directing 
stentorian profanity at the field telephone and Alexander Graham 
Bell. After much cranking and some splicing of wire he managed to 
get through to the pits so that the first relay, already on the line, 
could be permitted to commence firing. In about twenty minutes I 
heard the catastrophic news of a 94 by Ralph Izard, which gave 
him an aggregate score to be reckoned with — to say the least. In- 
wardly, I conceded my small chances of winning to him. 

When I moved up on the line in the third relay, I was lucky 
enough to get a target with a good, fast operator. (Being a nervous 
character, I have always been prone to die a separate death after 
each thousand-yard shot I fire until I see the spotter or paddle.) 
It is a great help to have an operator who is not apparently suf- 
fering from sleeping sickness. I fired the first shot after carefully 
checking my sight setting and muttered the familiar 1,000-yard 
first-shot-prayer: “Please, Lord, let it be on the target — and let the 
damn man in the pits find it soon, before the suspense kills me.” 

My prayer was moderately answered and it was just above the 
butts - on for a sad four at six o’clock. I yanked out the old O’Hare 
micrometer and put on a minute — not trusting my hold enough to 
make a full correction. The second shot gave me another four which 
hit the very spotter of the first. My scorer tried his best to keep a 
straight face as I cursingly reapplied the mike and added a healthy 
two minutes. What the hell had happened to the zero of that 
weapon? As I aimed the second shot, I mumbled about the advis- 
ability of wrapping my pet National Match rifle around a nearby 
tree if the third shot should be wide at twelve. The setting was a 
full minute higher than I had ever used on that rifle — my pet silk- 
smooth National Match. 

The third shot was in the groove — and the next and the next. 
It was great stuff. The group got to “swimming” in the V ring and 
I stopped scribbling my scorebook to get into the rhythm of the 
thing. Without giving myself time for a thought of the enormity 
of the accomplishment, I blazed away the remaining cartridges, 
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Shots Fired in Anger 



running up a ranking 98 to win the Grand Aggregate, which was 
the state .30 caliber championship (Carlos E. Black Trophy). 
Along with it went the Tribune Trophy Match, which was the long 
range championship of Illinois — and sundry lesser trophies and 
medals. 

At this moment, nine years later, I can still feel the keen joy I 
experienced and my boyish thrill at becoming the youngest .30 
caliber state champ that Illinois had ever had. It was a feeling 
which subsequent shooting experiences never did more than equal. 

The Chicago Rifle Club convened that evening at Bob Lovell’s 
and Pat Fahrney’s place for small talk, beer, and hamburgers — 
and the gang all made much of referring to me as the “Champ.” 
The only words Ken Smith uttered that evening, so far as I can 
remember, formed themselves — perhaps with no intent on Ken’s 
part — into another one of his “two-cents-worths”which so often 
seem to deserve a place in the records. 

“George,” he said, looking musingly at me over a glass of ale, 
“you held nearly everything out there awfully tight, today — kept 
your bullets hitting within two minutes of angle on those paper 
targets. Think you could do as well on targets that shoot back?” 
Before I could answer, he shifted his gaze to the wall and added in 
a half jocular, half serious tone, “I sure as hell hope that you and 
about a million other guys can shoot good in the next few years to 
come. A lot may depend on just that.” 
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CAMP PERRY, SEPTEMBER ’39 

A group of spectators had gathered on the assembly line behind 
the Marine Corps Herrick Trophy team which had “gone clean” 
with but one pair left to fire — 20 shots per man at 1,000 yards with 
no sighters. A new record was in the offing. 

The conversation within the group was hushed, to avoid possible 
disturbance of the two anchor men who had taken over the bull 
guns and assumed the characteristically low prone position of the 
Marine team. If my memory serves me well, the members of the 
last pair were Sergeant Kravatz and Private First Class Wolters 
— the latter the holder of the new Wimbledon record, established 
a few days before. 

In the Illinois contingent of assembly-line observers, Bill Otis, 
the one-man bull gun team from Moline; Ken Smith, the dry- 
humored president of the Chicago Rifle Club, and I sat on our 
canvas folding seats. Our conversation ran something like this: 
“Bill,” said I, “You’re going to be a doctor by this time next 
war — and the damn Medics don’t use anything but scalpels and 
fountain pens. You won’t have the least bit of use for those gilt- 
edged sporters and magnums you now keep to decorate your den. 
They’ll just gather dust in the rack waiting for you to come home. 
Why don’t you agree to lend them to me? I’ll be able to put ’em to 
good use when they send me across in this coming war.” 

“Okay,” said Bill, without shifting his eyes from the scoreboard, 
which was having another “V” marked up to add to a run of some 
eight or nine, “I’ll get ’em packed and ready to ship to you when 
you get your overseas orders. Hope those good guns don’t rust 
away on the bottom of some sub-infested ocean.” 

While the two of us were laughing at the intended silliness of our 
talk the last two shots of the Marine team were fired. Kravatz 
held his with considerable effort, resting several times before get- 
ting it off. He was forced once to remove a round that had been in 
the chamber too long and replace it with a fresh one. Obviously 
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considering his chances of getting off a bad one to spoil the perfect 
team run, he was doing his best to make sure of the hold. Instead 
of calling the shot, he shook his head grimly toward the coach. 
Everyone waited anxiously for the target to rise from the pit. After 
an interminable length of time the target appeared with a white 
spotter showing a plain five, not well centered — but good. Before 
anyone could find time to worry about the last shot, to be fired by 
the other member of the pair on the line, it rang out. All of the 
onlookers sprang to their feet, fearing that the score of the team 
had been ruined by an accidental discharge; but such was not the 
case. Wolters had aimed quickly as the target rose and had gotten 
off his shot with the easy confidence which had characterized his 
27 V run in the Wimbledon. The target was drawn quickly and it 
soon reappeared with a pinwheel spotter. A wild cheer arose from 
the crowd and the pair returned to the coaching line for a royal 
back-slapping. 

As a big figure “800” was chalked on the board and we turned 
away from the crowd, the taciturn Kenneth Smith stopped chew- 
ing on a blade of grass long enough to speak another one of his 
quotables: “You know,” he said, “they ought to roll that damn 
target up and send it to Hitler.” 
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II. THE SAD BEGINNING 

“No military unit in the history of warfare has ever been adequately 
trained , nor the individual soldiers and officers who comprised it. 
Fighting teams and their members can never be properly graded in 
degrees of sufficiency for the tasks they must perform; but rather in the 
nearness they achieve toward the utterly impossible goal of military 
perfection 

Major General Orde C. Wingate 
In an address to the assembled officers 
of Merrills Marauders, Deogahr, India, 
1943 
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TRAINING DAYS 

When the 132nd Infantry of the Illinois National Guard was in- 
ducted into the Army of the United States I was privileged to serve 
with it in the initial capacity of a second lieutenant. The induction 
took place in March of 1941 and the unit moved to its training 
location, Camp Forrest, Tennessee, in April. There we took up the 
job of bringing the organization into good shape. We faced many 
problems, in that we were short of both equipment and know-how 
in the lower ranks, if not along the entire chain of command. We 
had to simulate and improvise constantly. My service at Camp 
Forrest was to me, from beginning to end, a constant revelation 
of our nation’s pathetic state of unpreparedness. But under the 
supervision of a few veteran civilian soldiers who had gained ex- 
perience in the other war and our small allotment of Regular Army 
personnel, we made headway and became a workable organization 
in time for the Louisiana maneuvers. 

Being assigned as a machine gun platoon leader in a heavy weap- 
ons company, I had little chance to keep up my rifle shooting. 
There was no civilian competition within driving distance of For- 
rest and I often went for months at a stretch without firing a shot. 
I did, however, have an opportunity to test the Mi Rifle to my 
satisfaction and I gained a good bit of respect for it, an alteration 
of opinion for me. At the beginning, I had decided that a semi-auto 
was not the thing. It seemed to me that, with the adoption of a 
semi-automatic, accuracy would have to be sacrificed. Most men 
would be inclined to blow away their ammunition too fast, and 
good fire discipline would become more difficult of attainment. This 
original opinion of mine had received its first setback at Perry in 
1939, where I shot one of the weapons in the Mi School and got a 
79 out of 80 at 200 yards rapid fire on the 10* “bullseye.” Next, 
the limited firing I did at Forrest sold me on the weapon as far as its 
range performance was concerned. The conclusion I harbored then 
was that if using this new gun did not seriously increase the am- 
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munition supply problem, there could be no real reason why it 
should not be a grand performer in combat. The latest improved 
Mi model with the gas port instead of the older muzzle sleeve, 
was actually superior in practical accuracy to the M1903. Its bet- 
ter sights, stock fit, and lightened recoil made it easier for recruits 
to shoot. The semi-auto feature eliminated the need for long hours 
of bolt-manipulation exercises. But with all of this, it still seemed 
to me a little early to think of discarding the good old ’03. 

Well — a normal need for building the trimmings of Camp For- 
rest faced us, and we laid down our rifles to “fancy up” the place. 
It seemed to me that there was an unnecessary amount of emphasis 
placed on housekeeping while we were there. All of the time used 
in landscaping and beautifying had to be deducted in one way or 
another from training. But that was in peacetime and no one could 
blame an officer for building duck-walks and finishing them with 
mahogany stain if he knew that it would set him well with high 
authority — even if he had to yank the men off the ranges to do the 
work. 

The thought of that incident — one particularly annoying mem- 
ory of Camp Forrest days — brings me to mention a few things 
about that camp and the circumstances of our stay there. 

I suppose that it was much like any other National Guard post 
of the period, but even in rationalizing retrospect, I cannot forgive 
the responsible parties for some of the serious sins of omission and 
error which were committed, and some of the damage which was 
done to the really good raw material which we got in the first levy 
of recruits under selective service. 

These first selectees were largely volunteers, with a very high 
order of intelligence and physique, and they were deserving of the 
best possible training under fully qualified instructors. Most of 
them were fresh from schools or businesses, thoroughly indoctri- 
nated with the spirit of efficiency and organization, which are in- 
herently part of American industry. Coming into the Army, they 
had every reason (if not every right) to be trained as efficiently 
by the Army for their function in it as they had been trained for 
industry and business by the various branches of the American 
educational system. 

Most of them were at least a little fired with a feeling of patri- 
otism, and many were of a thinking sort — men who had carefully 
adjudged the seriousness of the international situation, and wisely 
decided to get into the Army early. The greater part had relatively 
high educational qualifications, sometimes well above those of the 
National Guard enlisted cadremen who were to be their instructors. 

The cadre of our division was made up of men of various back- 
grounds and from various walks of life — but they were men who 
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had kept an interest in the military during the years of peace. By 
spending a night or two out of each week at an armory where they 
would learn drill and weapons training, and by going to a two 
weeks summer camp, they had managed to pick up a smattering of 
military knowledge which later proved to be worth its weight in 
gold. Some few, like myself, were weapons enthusiasts, and our 
interest in the peacetime military had been primarily one of com- 
petitive shooting with the rifle, pistol, and occasionally with the 
Browning Auto Rifle or machine gun. Many of us were moved to 
remain members of National Guard units for years, mainly for the 
pleasure we obtained from rifle and pistol competition, (though 
often we would gain an interest in tactics and weapons employ- 
ment as well). 

Throughout the ranks of the 33rd, as in other National Guard 
divisions, there were all sorts of men and officers, ranging in type 
from the keenly interested non-professional soldier to the yokel 
who had joined up for the sake of the uniform. However, the most 
valuable asset each division had, as far as training was concerned, 
was its small group of Regular Army personnel. 

Those few regular soldiers and officers also varied individually, 
but most of them had received lengthy training and were accord- 
ingly possessed of some military knowledge. The great trouble was 
that they were too few in number, and almost entirely unschooled 
in the better methods of instructing civilian soldiers. Few of the 
enlisted Regular Army personnel had educational (or I.Q.) quali- 
fications to match those of the better selectees. And few of them 
possessed truly specialized military knowledge. 

This “specialized knowledge” was the most important non-phys- 
ical shortage encountered in the early days. War may be a very 
wide scoped and general business, but Infantry training and tactics 
are not at all general in character. They are specialized, and, to a 
degree, highly scientific. No amount of common sense on the part 
of an officer can be substituted for the minimum requirements of 
technical knowledge concerning the operation of weapons and the 
handling of Infantry units in combat. Military rifle shooting, de- 
spite its simplicity, is one of these subjects which requires special- 
ized knowledge; in some ways rifle know-how is just as specialized 
as the knowledge and experience required for the operation of com- 
plicated signal equipment. 

Rifle shooting instruction in the 33rd Division at Camp Forrest 
was generally poor. No amount of rationalizing can alter that 
truth, and there are few excuses. True, we were short of equipment. 
We did not have Mi rifles, of course, but we had perfectly good 
Springfields, and an inadequate but worthwhile allowance of ball 
ammunition. We were also short of good instructors but no alibi 
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is provided there, for there was always a small number of skilled 
rifle shots and rifle instructors who were kept busy at “more im- 
portant work.” 

This was largely a matter of improper placement of training 
priorities, and over-emphasis upon “appearances” — a term which, 
in military parlance, is known as “eyewash,” and means exactly 
the same thing as the Oriental term “face” (and which to my mind 
makes about the same amount of sense). The old Infantry concept 
which demanded that an outfit be taught, “to shoot and to walk” 
ahead of everything else, had apparently been forgotten by im- 
portant people somewhere at the top of our command echelons. 
That pragmatic, age-old, prerequisite of good, fighting, foot sol- 
dier units seemed to have few advocates at Forrest. It seemed that 
instead those two subjects had been deemed unimportant and had 
been set aside, for we were taught most everything else first. Shoot- 
ing and the employment of weapons in the field were intangibles 
as far as many of the post inspectors were concerned; such qualities 
did not show up for all to see at a glance — at least not so impor- 
tantly as a nicely painted mess hall or a well-appointed enlisted 
men’s club! 

We seemed to spend endless hours on things which were obvi- 
ously silly — especially the more spectacular and “showy” subjects. 
Hours were devoted to hand-to-hand combat instruction and drill 
— how to fight without weapons — long before we had even begun 
to learn to use the guns we had. It made me wonder if our higher 
training authorities had lost all confidence in firearms, and had 
decided to fight the war under slightly modified Marquis of Queens- 
bury rules. Mass calisthenics were taken up in minute detail, with 
officers staying up all night sometimes to rehearse a complicated 
routine of commands they would have to give on the following 
day to a battalion of soldiers who would spend an hour or so 
emulating the antics of a group of chorus girls — flexing their mus- 
cles in unison. Sometimes they would be accompanied by the reg- 
imental band playing “The Band Played On.” Military courtesy 
and customs of the service were subjects which also kept constantly 
appearing on the schedules of Infantry battalions whose men had 
not yet learned to shoot or to march. 

All of these other training subjects, which I have mentioned 
with doubtless bitterness, were not necessarily useless. All of them 
had definite purposes, though some must be lauded only on in- 
direct points of value such as “hand-to-hand” combat, which, 
realistically, has practically no combat value. Its apologists say 
that it is “good for morale.” To an extent, I suppose that is true. 

Military courtesy and precise close order drill were also bene- 
ficial, and their value in the interests of discipline was great. The 
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bitterness I bear toward such training subjects does not come from 
any belief that they should not be taught to soldiers, for I feel 
that they are all fairly important. My rancor stems from the fact 
that commanding officers who were supposed to have some idea of 
what they were doing went ahead and spent time schooling their 
men in such finer points of garrison life and duty before these men 
had learned to shoot well enough to definitely hit a standing man 
at ioo yards with a rifle, or to march so that their battalion could 
move twenty miles on a hot day without losing entirely too many 
of its personnel. We never got around to any properly organized 
rifle instruction during the whole of our stay at Forrest, except in 
the case of a few units which were lucky enough to have skilled 
instructors for their immediate officers. At Forrest, there was no 
spreading out or mass utilization of specialized instructional talents 
as far as rifle shooting was concerned, and in most battalions the 
same story was true of marching. 

We blundered through our training period with all units strug- 
gling their utmost to look better than the next outfit. This resulted 
in thousands of man-training-hours being shot to hell in the exe- 
cution of especially refined housekeeping activities, such as land- 
scaping and beautifying the barracks areas, and neatly white- 
washing little picket fences (often built by a company carpenter 
who sometimes had no time left to make training aids or range 
equipment). Officers kept trying to comply with training directives, 
to do the impossible, teaching everything listed in the book, but 
no one on hand had been empowered to take a look at the whole 
mess, scrap the entire training program for a necessary length of 
time, and teach the men to shoot and to walk. So when final checks 
were made, we were found to be much wanting in both of those 
abilities. 

When we finally did begin to shoot, there was a more than ample 
measure of stupidity in our range programs. Weapons schools 
were organized by division and subordinate headquarters in accord 
with the “book” — which procedure in itself was all right. But the 
instructors selected were often unqualified in their respective sub- 
jects — the operations office sometimes having the weird idea that 
it was good practice to select an instructor uninformed on the par- 
ticular subject — so that the instructor himself would “learn by 
instructing!” (I actually heard a division staff officer express him- 
self along such lines.) 

And there was always an element of “eyewash” shoved into 
each class — a thing or two in the way of decoration or show which 
wasted everybody’s time and benefited only the company or bat- 
talion commander who had managed thereby to dazzle the eyes 
of his senior. This “eyewash” might be in the form of flashy in- 
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structional props, or a high instructor’s platform, or even some 
radical departure from regulation training procedure. 

In the matter of rifle shooting, the policy was reminiscent of 
some critical histories I have read of the conscription and training 
of Civil War soldiery. Reliance on subordinate units seemed to 
be the rule, and the admittedly keen-minded operations and train- 
ing officer (G-3) of the division apparently did not know who 
could instruct in rifle shooting and who could not. In any event, 
several rifle instructors, who almost literally did not know one end 
of a rifle from the other, were chosen and charged with organizing 
and conducting rifle qualifications. The advice of a distinguished 
rifleman assistant instructor was, on one occasion, disregarded by 
a battalion commander who had ordered his companies to remove 
all of their rifle bolts when the weapons were locked up. His orders 
further prescribed the stowing of the removed bolts in a locker, but 
made no provision at all for returning the bolts to the proper 
rifles. Fantastic as it may seem, it is true. That battalion com- 
mander — the leader of 900 soldiers — had to learn by experience 
that Springfield bolts are not always interchangeable! 

A good look at our qualification firing would have made a ci- 
vilian rifle club member laugh. On the date of record firing, officers 
galore were detailed into the pits to keep supplemental scores, and 
every shot on the targets was recorded carefully in the pits and 
on the line, but the identification of firers was not closely checked 
and in at least a few cases men succeeded in firing for each other. 
After these score-cards were turned in, they sometimes seemed to 
be changed. The shooting was on a competitive basis in only one 
sense — an organizational one. Each of the units wanted to score 
better than the others. With possession and control of the records 
in their own hands, there was plenty of pencil-pushing on the part 
of certain outfits. 

This was ignorantly encouraged from above. On more than one 
occasion, senior officers demanded high qualifications standards 
from their subordinate commands, refusing to accept anything 
below a certain level. When a Colonel made such demands from 
behind his desk, without taking the time to go out and check the 
ranges and scoring procedures carefully, he usually got his high 
qualification records promptly indeed — on paper. 

One brilliant officer (whom many of us later had the pleasure 
of seeing sent home from overseas before his battalion ever got 
into combat) organized a rifle school at Forrest as one would or- 
ganize a circus. He built the highest chief range officers’ platform 
that I have ever seen, made up numerous giant-scale training 
devices for demonstration purposes, huge washtub-sized markers, 
sighting bars ten feet long, and numerous other gaudy props. He 
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qualified very few men in that school — even on paper, and he 
thoroughly insulted the intelligence of the men who had to endure 
the course. 

I served in a heavy weapons company, as could reasonably be 
expected. I had played around a good deal with heavy machine 
guns, was a qualified expert over the old and tough “E” course, 
and was very fond of Browning M-1917S. At that time, most of 
the men in heavy weapons companies had rifles for personal weap- 
ons. (Carbines were still in the process of design or manufacture, 
and pistols were issued only to a few squad members.) 

Regardless of the obvious silliness of arming an already over- 
loaded gunner or number two man with a rifle, it seemed to me 
that it would have one advantage. At least it would give the men 
an opportunity to learn how to operate and perhaps to shoot 
properly a shoulder weapon of some sort. I began to use every 
available bit of spare time to teach a few men in the company the 
rudiments of rifle instruction, and we made up a few training aids 
and selected suitable dryfiring areas close to the barracks. 

In due time, our machine gun qualifications were finished. We 
managed pretty well at it because the company commander stole 
sufficient time from other subjects, and wrangled someone out of 
enough old 1918 ammunition to allow us to fire an extra time across 
the course, (after sorting out all the rounds with cracked necks). 
A few weeks later, we received an authorization to actually fire 
with the rifle 15 rounds per man for familiarization purposes — but 
we had to do so within two days. 

Our heavy weapons personnel had not been officially available 
for rifle marksmanship training at any time previously, and their 
only grounding for using the rifle at all had been a little mechanical 
and care-and-cleaning training given in spare time. But all protests 
were in vain, and I was forced on this two-days notice to take the 
company out to the thousand-inch range and use up the ammu- 
nition; otherwise we would not get to fire at all. We had only one 
morning to get the job done. 

It rained that day — a sort of chilly drizzle. I had selected as- 
sistant instructors the night before and “crammed” them as best 
I was able. On the range, I gave up the thought of teaching any 
positions in the very few minutes we had to spare for the purpose. 
We simply tried to get across the basic idea of sight picture and 
trigger squeeze and let each man fire his shots from prone or sit- 
ting position, using the sling if he felt like it. The shooting was at 
inch pasters on big expanses of target background, and the groups 
were generally pathetic. All of the company officers were distressed, 
if not thoroughly disgusted, but we all felt that it would be better 
than no shooting at all, and did our best to coach and encourage 
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men who were flinching with each shot and not taking the recoil 
properly. It was lucky that we took this trouble, because it turned 
out that those fifteen shots were the only rifle practice the men were to 
be allowed before overseas shipment. 

That experience was a good one for me — a grand lesson in 
making the most of poor training circumstances. As I continued 
in the next years to serve in the Army and saw training as it went 
on in many overseas stations, I was to become more and more cer- 
tain that the key to good soldiery is not the ability to use well the 
proper tools of training and war, but is instead the developed 
knack of getting along with tools and devices at hand, or being able 
to make substitute tools if normal issues are not available. And 
when I began to work with the soldiery of other nations — Colonial 
French, Melanesian Islanders, Burmese, and Chinese, I began to 
really appreciate the need for a new set of standards to apply to 
the training of people of much more primitive background than 
the average American or Britisher. It is an unbelievable truth that 
it would take months of intensive training and hundreds of rounds 
of ammunition to teach the average Chinese peasant soldier to 
shoot even as well as most of the men in my company did with 
their first 15 rounds from a military rifle. 

That fact, however, afforded no excuse for allowing only a few 
hours’ rifle training to heavy weapons company personnel, individ- 
ually armed with the rifle, and who were later to use that weapon 
in combat. Arguments that this training deficiency was circum- 
stantial and no one’s fault were pure hog wash. We took much 
time to teach hand-to-hand combat and we took more time to teach 
indirect fire methods with our machine guns. (The latter technique 
may possibly have been used to some extent in Europe, but had 
damn little application in the Islands and in Burma.) Nearly 
everyone used rifles, carbines, or submachine guns in the jungle; 
no one knew when he was safe without such a weapon, any place 
forward of a regimental command post. Pistols were never plenti- 
ful, and were used mostly at night for close in “foxhole” protection. 
We should have been trained better with shoulder weapons. 

All of this was to come out later, and all infantrymen were later 
trained (or were supposed to have been trained) to shoot both the 
rifle and carbine. These training measures apparently were delayed 
— or at least were not enforced — until long after early policy had 
been disproved by actual combat and resultant numbers of cas- 
ualties. The memories of the last war were not sufficiently poignant 
in 1941 — and someone high up in command had run out of imag- 
ination. Every junior officer I knew at Forrest would openly de- 
plore our lack of attention to vital training in the use of important 
basic weapons. Everyone but the “wheels” saw the mistakes. 
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We learned enough about grenades, using the methods then 
prescribed in the manuals. However, most all of the throwing 
techniques we were taught were never put to use. The formal gre- 
nade throwing positions were artificial as could be — even the prone 
position, which, as it was taught, called for momentary exposure 
of the whole upper half of the body. Grenade throwing is an easy 
subject for the average baseball-grounded American, and grenade 
throwing technique should not attempt to reteach a man how to 
throw, but rather to simply give a good course in grenade safety 
(a lot of our men were killed with their own grenades), then give 
him a large amount of practice throwing at realistic targets. As 
large a percentage of this practice as possible should be conducted 
with live grenades. This was another obviously advisable type of 
training which was discarded in favor of more precise and formal 
methods. On the whole, however, grenade training in the division 
was more adequate than rifle training. Some of it, in fact, could 
have been diverted to marksmanship training. 

The most wicked of all our sins at Camp Forrest was concerned 
with the true occupational speciality of the doughboy — walking. 
We left real honest-to-God marching almost entirely out of the 
picture, and confined the marches we did make to roads and good 
trails. None of the large tracts of Tennessee woods and hills were 
cut through and marched over by whole companies, properly 
loaded down with their complete equipage. Quite the other way 
around: in all marches, we kept ourselves continually road bound, 
often moving enough afoot, but traversing only the areas traf- 
ficable to motor vehicles. On that account we gained no conception 
of normal Infantry movement across ordinary terrain, and the 
rigors of such movement were later to come to us as a shock when 
we got overseas. Roads, we should have realized at the time, are 
only man-made seams of civilization, and many less civilized areas 
have none. Our regiment, which a few months later would be es- 
pecially thankful to find a few hundred yards of cut footpath in 
the jungle spaces, was conducting all of its marches and movements 
along paved roads, with heavy weapons and ammunition going 
along in carriers instead of on the backs of the men. The “book” 
had made a statement to the effect that distances for hand-carrying 
heavy weapons should not ordinarily exceed a few hundred yards, 
and that motor transportation would be the favored means of mov- 
ing machine guns. This statement was seized upon and misinter- 
preted by many officers who seemed unable to even think in terms 
of large areas without roadnets of concrete or macadam highways. 

As our training program went on, we saw each day more evidence 
of our own military incapabilities; and also terrible shortages of 
equipment and weapons. How little we actually had to work with! 
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We were short of everything except a limited measure of willing- 
ness. We had no weapons, no equipment, and even worse — no 
knowledge. 

Silly things were done in those days, because we didn’t know 
even the right methods to use. Officers without experience in han- 
dling large numbers of troops made errors which adversly and un- 
reasonably affected the comfort and morale of thousands. An over 
emphasis of safety precautions — always a bone of contention in 
peacetime — tended to give each tactical exercise, each firing prob- 
lem, and each small unit maneuver, an unreasonable appearance 
of morale-sapping artificiality. 

As I recall, the classic expression SNAFU (Situation Normal, 
All Fouled Up) came into being at that time and many of us will 
always associate it with Camp Forrest, where so many things 
seemed to go wrong. 

Memories of my stay at that place put it in the definite category 
of an organized bore, worse even than any equivalent length com- 
bat period I have since been through. Camp Forrest to me was a 
chigger-infested land of petulant senior officers, who, never satis- 
fied, were always moaning about some trivial detail. It was a place 
where gray-haired field officers stood on platforms and lectured in 
the hot sun to three hundred rifle students, telling them to squeeze 
the stock of a rifle with all fingers, gripping it like a lemon, to get 
the trigger off. It was a place where companies were busy building 
decorative little picket fences and whitewashing them; a place 
where attempts to devise true and realistic combat training 
methods as often as not resulted in discredit to the man who went 
to the trouble. 

Worst of all, it was a place in which a thousand conscientious 
junior officers and non-coms expended months of heartbreaking 
effort, knowing all the while that too much of it was in the interest 
of “eyewash” — being totally misdirected. 

Camp Forrest — our training period there — served to give proof 
to every thinking man in the division that we were indeed poorly 
prepared for war, that our country was militarily a second rate 
power, that the great mass of American manhood would require 
much physical and moral alteration before it could successfully 
fight against foreign armies. 
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At long last, the grind of training was finished, and we were able 
to call a small amount of time our own. Inspectors checked us 
and observed our numerous mistakes as they put us through the 
paces, cracking down every now and then with ridiculous fury on 
some poor soldier or officer who might be caught eating water- 
melons on a hike — or some equally vile crime. 

General Ben Lear delivered a scathing speech at the inspection 
critique, yelling through the dust of a camp theater at the as- 
sembled officers of the whole division. Then he told us that we 
were well along in training, and our progress toward combat effec- 
tiveness had been great. Privately, he expressed himself very dif- 
ferently; but he sent us off to the Big War Games in Louisiana, 
where we were to find more chiggers and copperheads than dwelt 
even in Tennessee. 

I served out the Louisiana maneuvers, in the summer of 1941, 
on detached service with Second Army Headquarters, and did not 
rejoin the regiment until after it had returned to Forrest. On my 
return I was assigned to the Anti-Tank company, an organization 
commanded by an old friend and rifle team mate of mine, Capt. 
F. R. Brickies. Before I could physically join my new unit I re- 
ceived orders sending me to the Infantry School at Fort Benning, 
Georgia, to attend a course in motor maintenance. The trip to 
Benning was enjoyable in that it gave me a chance to do a little 
bird shooting and to fire a few shots with my little scope sighted 
M-70, which along with my shotgun, had accompanied me since 
I had left Chicago. 

A minor disaster overtook me at this time. I loaned this Alaskan 
sighted M-70 .06 to a well-meaning friend who did not know that 
the use of service ammunition required that the barrel be water- 
cleaned. After he had the rifle for a week in the Georgia swamps 
the barrel was completely ruined and I had to ship the weapon to 
Winchester for repair. This happening was to later be responsible 
for my going overseas without a satisfactory sniping weapon. 
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Each weekend at Benning I went quail hunting, often spending 
Saturday night with a friend near Albany, Georgia. After one 
particularly enjoyable day afield during the latter part of my course 
at the school I threw my coat full of birds and my gun into the rear 
of my car and started along the familiar drive back to the reser- 
vation. When I casually turned on the car radio I seemed to hear 
a lot of excited jabbering. When I dialed another station I got the 
same sort of noise. It took me a full ten minutes to realize that 
there might be some serious cause for all the apparent excitement. 
It was twenty minutes later that I finally got the story straight. 
The Japs had bombed Pearl Harbor, and we were at war. 

All other activities on the post were cancelled that night and 
we all gathered in the barracks to hear the President’s speech. On 
the next morning student officers who belonged to certain organi- 
zations were told to pack up and prepare to leave the post. The 
Hawaiian Department, the 34th Division, the 41st Division, and 
the 32nd Division officers were all called up. Those from the 33rd 
Division remained on to finish the course. It looked even at that 
early date as though it would be our luck to guard the Smoky 
Mountains for the duration of hostilities. 

When the graduation exercises were over early in January I 
packed and drove up to Camp Forrest, resigned (for no reason at 
all) to the likelihood that I would be stuck in the states while the 
war went on. On the way to camp I stopped in Tullahoma, the 
town nearest Forrest, to pick up some furnishings for my room in 
the barracks. I met Kolofer, a lieutenant in Second Battalion 
Headquarters, and asked him what he was doing at the time. He 
told me that he was closing out a few accounts — which rang rather 
strangely but did not provoke further inquiry on my part. 

On driving into the camp proper I saw many peculiar things. A 
large number of cars were lined up at the railhead and a sizeable 
operation of vehicle loading was under way. I drove on into our 
regimental area where all sorts of unusual-looking things were 
going on in the way of truck movements and supply transactions. 

My first question when I got to the company area, which must 
have sounded rather naive, was answered by an impatient out- 
burst from Captain Brickies. “Where in the Hell have you been?” 
he asked, “Didn’t those saps down there at Benning give you the 
dope? We’re packing to ship overseas! Go over and help Halsey 
with the supply job for a while. Then go over to the 130th and pick 
up a bunch of replacements from their Anti-Tank company. We’re 
being filled out to full strength in officers and men. Another thing, 
George. Grab a couple of good ’03 rifles out of that batch we’re 
turning in and hang onto ’em for yourself and me. Find two with 
star-gage stampings if you can. Otherwise just pick a couple with 
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good barrels and nice, crisp triggers. Looks like you and I may 
have use for some sniping equipment, doesn’t it?” He grinned 
cheerfully as he said the last bit. Me? I felt great! 

And so we began the task of preparing the outfit for shipment. 
We were still operating under peacetime property accountability 
and the administrative aspects of the job were monumental. Fi- 
nally we threw paper work, records and formality the hell out the 
window as far as property accountability was concerned, decided 
to risk jail if necessary in order to get things organized in the time 
we had available. 

How we did it we’ll never know, but at least we got loaded 
on the trains and departed for Indiantown Gap, Pennsylvania, 
our final processing point in the United States where even the most 
skeptical of us were finally convinced that we were really going 
overseas. 

At this time I wired Bill Otis, in Moline, Illinois, asking him to 
ship me some of his sniping rifles at once, addressing them to me 
at the nearest express office to Indiantown Gap. I also managed to 
get the folks on the phone and had a last word with my mother 
and father — went through the old routine (new at that time) — 
telling them that it would be a long time before I could write, but 
not to worry, everything would be okay. I also told them to ship 
my rifle as soon as it was returned from the factory, and to hur- 
riedly send me a Lyman Alaskan scope with a G. & H. mount for 
a Springfield to my new A.P.O. number. 

We sailed before Bill could get his guns to me. I remember well 
the annoyance I felt at going up the gangplank without a good 
scope sighted sniper rifle, and I also remember the mental kicking 
I gave the seat of my pants for being so careless with my model 
70. Actually, the only shooting items I had in my baggage were 
a few rounds of .30-06 hunting ammunition which I packed at the 
last minute. I had left my shotgun behind also — and I was destined 
to later regret that action very much, for several fine opportunities 
to shoot birds were missed on that account. 

Each member of the 132nd regiment looked at the green water 
with a great question mark in his mind. Few in the regiment knew 
where we were going, and there were certainly not many clues to 
be gathered from our departure arrangements. We were taking 
along both temperate and tropical clothing and equipment — mos- 
quito bars and fur caps, khaki cottons and wool overcoats. Some 
said we were going to Dakar, but the ships were not tactically 
loaded, so I felt that such certainly could not be the case. 

We had a lot of fun guessing — and of course we gradually re- 
ceived indications of our ultimate destination from the course the 
ship was taking. We passed the lights of the Florida Keys one 
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night and knew that we were headed for the Panama Canal. This 
would have likely meant the Philippines had we been combat 
loaded, but we were not. It seemed that it would be Australia — 
at least for the first stop. But when we were out a few days on the 
Pacific side of the Canal there was a distribution of maps of a 
remote tropical island. New Caledonia, it was, and our interesting 
little guessing games were ended. Soon afterward we were sailing 
past odd volcanic islands and short time later we pulled in at 
Melbourne, Australia, docking on the 26th of February, 1942. 

After a wild week of wine, women and song in Southeastern 
Australia the regiment reluctantly re-embarked from Melbourne, 
for the announced purpose of occupying New Caledonia before the 
Japs got there. This was one of the United Nation’s first moves to 
“stem the southward tide” of Japanese conquest — part of a plan 
to occupy a small number of islands overlooking their latest-gained 
Pacific holdings. 

After a voyage which seemed rather short, after the big trip just 
finished, we arrived at Noumea Harbor, New Caledonia, to take 
part in an unloading operation, which was plenty fouled up by lack 
of suitable beaching craft. For some time Noumea Harbor was the 
scene of a world-beating JANFU (Joint Army-Navy Foul Up,) but 
thanks to the considerate non-intervention of the Japanese, it 
finally worked out all right. If the Japs had attacked at that time, 
even with a strength of ten men armed with firecrackers, the dam- 
age and confusion would have been too much! 

We sat on New Caledonia for what seemed like centuries to 
everyone but me. For me the time passed quickly because I re- 
ceived my M-70 soon after my arrival and had begun to capitalize 
on the islands’ natural resources. The place was bountifully in- 
fested with deer. The many hunts I enjoyed there for meat and 
sport would themselves be a book in the telling. 

For a long time I camped in a place (Mueo) where it was child’s 
play to kill 1,000 pounds of deer in half a day. I never lost my 
fondness for the sport and I spent many happy days shooting and 
observing the large herds of animals in a beautiful natural sanctu- 
ary of forest and meadow. The boar hunting was also excellent 
and our mess never lacked freshly killed wild pig and venison 
during the whole of our stay. 

The place never became tiresome — until offensive operations in 
the islands began to get under way. It did, then. We continued to 
sit while the First Marine Raiders came through and began the 
Solomon Operations. We sat on, now beginning to squirm a little 
with impatience, while the First Marine Division landed on Gua- 
dalcanal. It looked more and more as though the war was going to 
pass us by. Finally the 164th Infantry went over, in October. 
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At long last, early in November, we received orders to pack 
up and concentrate for shipment. The regiment assembled at St. 
Vincent after turning over our defense sectors to the “Kiwi” 
Division of the New Zealand Army. I went for one last deer hunt 
and said goodbye to the several good friends I had made among the 
French residents, knowing that I would later look back to my stay 
on that island with fond memory. 

We finally boarded the transports and, after a few days delay 
caused by a glutting of the unloading facilities at Guadalcanal, 
we left Noumea Harbor on the 5th day of December, 1942, arriving 
at Guadalcanal on the 8th — a year and a day after the Pearl Har- 
bor attack. 

I remember that morning well. It was the first time the trans- 
ports carrying us had not been bombed during their several shut- 
tles between the Solomons and rear zones. I was on duty on the 
bridge and the Naval officers who were standing around me were all 
tautly set, almost shaking with nervous tension as they looked 
around over the ominously still waters of Lunga Point. Several of 
them had assured us that there would certainly be fireworks during 
the landing operation, and we were set for them — but the unloading 
period was absolutely uneventful, so far as enemy action was con- 
cerned. 

The Navy, however, made it evident that they were very anx- 
ious to get us the hell off their ships so they could get the hell out. 
And they were not the least bit bashful about throwing our equip- 
ment ashore in any way they could, so long as the action saved 
time for them. It took us quite a few days to clear up the mess they 
had created with such wasteful haste, but there are two sides to 
everything, and we could appreciate the fact that an anchored 
transport made an excellent cold turkey target for submarines and 
planes alike. 

I guess we all had a funny feeling as we loaded into the Higgins 
boats after climbing down the net. There was no danger involved 
in the landing operation, we knew — but that island was the place 
where we would all see our very first fighting. As we roared toward 
shore, our little craft making one of the many pretty white swallow 
tail wakes for the planes circling above us to see, I gained a good 
bit of comfort from the Springfield in my hands. I had fitted a 
Lyman Alaskan to it and had liked the combination so well that 
I had acceded to a tearful request from my good friend and boon 
hunting companion, Major Jim Collins, and left him my M-70 for 
boar hunting on Espirito Santos. My Springfield was encased to 
protect it from the salt spray and was beautifully waterproofed by 
a spar varnish-linseed oil finish inside and out on the stock. The 
attention I had devoted to it on the ship had given the company 
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commander occasion to tell me to remember that I had a platoon 
to command and to not let myself be caught popping away with 
a rifle on my own unless circumstances permitted. 

Our landing craft rides were short and uneventful. It was only 
a few minutes after we climbed down the net that the coxswain cut 
the motors and we felt our crafts’ nose grindingly cut into the sands 
of combat zone ground. Immediately we became busy unscram- 
bling the mess the Navy had caused with the hasty unloading of 
our supplies. I only took time off to check the zero of my rifle, 
using a few rounds of my carefully husbanded Mi boat-tail stuff. 
My weapon was right in the groove. It gave me a three inch ten- 
shot group, perfectly centered on a five inch bull at 100 yards. 

We bedded down in the coconut groves near the beach and 
waited during the first night. High flying Jap planes came over in 
the moonlight to brave a considerable amount of our flak and bomb 
the unloading and dispersal areas. It was a new sight but not par- 
ticularly frightening to most of us. We were more interested in the 
frequent roar of batteries of artillery sited near us, and the distant 
patter of small arms fire, coming in sound-muffled, from the not- 
so-far-off front lines. The threat of a counter invasion still loomed 
strongly, and we were therefore set up to defend the beach from 
a surprise landing. But nothing materialized. 

I managed to see Capt. Henry (Hank) Adams while he remained 
on Guadalcanal and we were able between us to locate quite a 
few shooting buddies. The First Marine Division had many famil- 
iar Camp Perry names within its ranks. The Fifth, Hank’s reg- 
iment, debarked on the ships we arrived in. He informed me of 
the vagueness of the G-2 situation, saying that there were from 
3,000 to 14,000 Japanese on the island. They had heavily rein- 
forced the original group in personnel, but were currently believed 
to be suffering for lack of supplies. They were using destroyers and 
light craft for supply and reinforcement at the time, not daring to 
risk any more sizeable transports while Henderson Field remained 
operational in our hands. I got my first orientation on the front 
line situation from him and began to think about doing some 
sniping at a select part of the line, should the 132nd not soon be 
committed. 

I had but recently been promoted to First Lieutenant and trans- 
ferred to “H” company, there resuming my old duties as a heavy 
machine gun platoon leader. Strangely enough, my new company 
commander was also an old rifle team mate. He had been coach of 
the Illinois National Guard rifle team for two of the three years I 
fired on it. Captain Earl Cosby (later major) was a fine officer, 
and it was a pleasure to serve under him. 
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III. THE GUADALCANAL FIGHT 

. . Here is the backbone of your armed forces, the boiled down 
essence of combat, the guy who slugs it out personally with the rifle and 
bayonet. Here is the man who is always too hot, too cold, too wet , too 
dry, too exhausted, too hungry, too scared, but who still plugs ahead 
toward his unknown destination. Where this unassuming individual 
stops , there is the front line of battle. If he gets ahead, we win; if they 
run over him , we lose . . . .” 

General Joseph W. Stilwell 
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BEACHHEAD EXISTENCE 

It soon became evident that Colonel George Ferry’s battalion 
was going to be stuck with another period of waiting, this time 
only a mile from the enemy. We were ordered to outpost and defend 
the Lunga Point supply dispersal area and to furnish labor for un- 
loading and handling the hundreds of tons of supplies that were 
coming ashore by the day and hour. This would mean guard duty 
at night; digging in and preparing defenses against possible attack 
from the sea; and the continued sweating labor of unloading am- 
munition, rations, supplies, and drums of gasoline all through the 
daylight hours. 

The boys mumbled about “such a damned base-section com- 
mando job” but generally managed to keep such mumblings in 
their beards. From the battalion commander on down the line we 
disliked the assignment, and we received little consolation from the 
thought that someone had to do the unloading so that the Seabees 
would be free to perhaps build themselves a Rec Hall and a canteen 
to dispense some of the beer that the Navy was unloading even at 
that early date. 

So we settled into an environment entirely different from any- 
thing we had previously known, finding our place in the colorful, 
noisy, humming beehive activity of an island beachhead. It was 
a change of scenery — and a welcome one — from the monotony of 
the static defensive positions we had manned on New Caledonia. 
With all its objectionable features, the switchover from lassitude 
to vigorous activity did manage to shake the outfit out of its old 
feeling of boredom. Our new environment was an interesting one. 

Under a protective umbrella of fighter and patrol planes, the 
beach and the water in the vicinity of Lunga Point had become a 
site of intense human and machine endeavor. Hundreds of water- 
craft dotted the bright blue waters for a distance of several thou- 
sand yards offshore. Most prominent were the huge transports 
anchored a mile or so out, but still well inside the protective arc 
continually being retraced by patrolling tin-cans and sub chasers. 

31 
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The transports were disgorging thousands of tons from their 
holds each day. On their decks hundreds of stripped-to-the-waist 
members of work details swarmed around the wide, gaping hatch 
openings, guiding bulging cargo nets hung on taut cables up from 
the depths of the holds. Below, others struggled and grunted in the 
utterly stifling heat, manhandiing boxed and crated supplies to- 
ward the pick-up-spots on the hold’s bottom. Out over the side 
the nets would swing, packed roundly with crates, boxes, bags, and 
sides of beef, to be lowered down into a tank lighter or Higgins 
boat cavorting on the choppy waves alongside the relatively steady 
hull of the transport. Then, when the load weighed down the bot- 
tom of the landing craft, the cable would go limp, lifting the empty 
block up and away. Back over the hatch again the squealing pul- 
ley-block was again dropped downward with accompanying cries 
of: “Look out you dumb bastard!” “Want your brains— the little 
you have — all over the goddamn deck?” And talk would come up 
from the holds, often shouts for relief — men could not stay down 
there and work for more than an hour or so at a stretch: “Send 
somebody down here to bring up the sick, lame and lazy!” “Send 
down another sweat crew or we’ll all pass out!” “Krist in the foot- 
hills, but it is hot!” And always mixed in with the unpleasantness, 
there would be a bit of humor, oftimes manifest in community 
singing: “Infantry works on de Andrew Jackson; Infantry works 
while de Navy plays” — to the tune of Ole Man River — with the 
rest of it too obscene to quote. Any parody to any song was wel- 
come, especially if it were sufficiently profane and anti-Navy. 

The Navy did not do too much of their own unloading. Maybe 
they were not supposed to, and likely they had too few men. Their 
explanation always was that the crews had to be kept fresh so they 
could man guns and stations if there was an “alert,” which would 
always force them to weigh anchor hurriedly and take off for the 
security of Tulagi Harbor. Sailors not in their bunks always seemed 
to be doing some sort of non-sweating duty. Most of them operated 
cranes and other ship’s machinery. 

The metal decks of the ships were sizzling. You could feel them 
literally burning through the soles of your shoes. The hovering 
tropical sun, the blazing source of that oppressive heat, was blind- 
ing in its reflections converging upon us from the water’s surface. 
Only an occasional breeze had a suggestion of coolness, and that 
was entirely relative. 

Doughboys did not need to keep alert like the sailors, so they 
were detailed, fifty, a hundred, or a whole company at a time, to 
go out to the unloading transports as labor parties. And they were 
generally glad of the chance because it meant that they would re- 
ceive a meal or two on the Navy, prepared in a ship’s galley — not 
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Here is a pretty accurate sketch of a Japanese officer — jar more typical 
than the slant-eyed caricatures on our war posters. Average Jap officers, dis- 
counting a few peasant types , were good looking men; many of them would pass 
at a glance for Italians or Frenchmen . Their small size , rather than any 
distinctly mongoloid features , was the chief means of identification . Many of 
these people were alert-looking , keen-minded , with intellect far beyond the low 
cunning we gave them credit for possessing. The few starved prisoners we 
captured on Guadalcanal did not present much of an appearance , but neither 
did many other people who surrendered earlier in the war . 

The Japanese officer was waited on hand and foot , with an orderly to clean 
his leather and clothing. Uniforms were much better fit than those of enlisted 
men and polished boots were often worn , even in the jungle. The least present- 
able piece of clothing was the peaked cap , made to be worn underneath the 
helmet. 

Military mustaches were often worn , with the remainder of the face clean 
shaven. This particular Jap , not far from the average , could have donned an 
American uniform and come over to our lines. The only thing that would have 
roused our visual suspicion would have been his very trim appearance , and 
perhaps his overly -military bearing. 
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“B” or “C” rations out of the can. Once in a while they would get 
some ice cream — something that came to mean a lot to many, after 
they had gone for a year without it. 

Out on deck one would look at the surrounding waters in awe. 
The sight was entirely too much to be grasped by a mere doughboy. 
We saw there a display of shipping and Naval craft of unbelievable 
numbers and variety. Indeed, our faith in the productive ability 
of our nation was restored. This faith had waned a bit during our 
stay on New Caledonia where we saw only a few planes and ships 
at a time. 

Besides the Navy transports, there were converted merchant- 
men, liners, destroyers, motor torpedo boats, landing craft of all 
sorts, and even coupled metal rafts powered by gigantic outboard 
motors. 

A Sears-Roebuck catalog would not begin to list the thousands 
of non-combat items we unloaded from those ships. Engineer equip- 
ment: bulldozers, generators, dump trucks; Signal equipment: gen- 
erators, radio sets, watches, and clocks; Quartermaster imped- 
imenta: cots, bedding, tents, and clothing by the ton. All of it had 
to be handled so many times! Had to be wrestled around in the 
hold and carried over to the spot where it was to be dumped onto 
the cargo net. Then the net would be folded diaper-wise around a 
cluster of articles piled in its center and the big pulley-hook would 
be stuck through the corner meshes. Nets were usually knotted 
from 1 %" rope. 

When that was done, the hold crew got clear of the net and 
someone yelled, “Hoist away!” or, “Take her up!” or, “She’s 
pregnant!” A sailor topside pulled a lever causing the two or three 
tons to rise out of the hold, swinging back and forth to scrape 
against the hatch sides. The men below had to dodge and scamper 
for their lives when heavy articles fell from the net. Everyone on 
deck ducked too, when the load swung overhead as the crane 
pivoted outward. A few times, men forgot to duck and we could 
all remember one or more of the nauseating sights which followed. 

Over and over the cranes went through their unloading cycles, 
gradually relieving the transports of their heavy cargos. As each 
net load was shifted to a landing craft, each hull would rise with 
maddening slowness in the water, revealing a rusty under-water 
line. Hooks going down into the well-like holds with empty nets, 
tugging them up full, going down again, coming up full. Over and 
over again until it seemed that the entire effort of the war was 
wrapped up in the stinking-hot and backbreaking labor of unload- 
ing ships. 

Sailors were working levers a few yards away from their bunks. 
Soldiers who were guests from the crowded, rotten, mosquito-in- 
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fested Lunga Point beaches, were grunting, heaving, carrying, 
lifting, mopping off sweat with forearms already beginning to turn 
yellow from the atabrine. Officers were always hurrying about, 
poking their noses into the dark corners of the holds where men 
were sometimes found hidden in the stifling darkness, drinking 
warm, stolen Navy beer. But what the hell. Officers were in the 
same war with the men — felt the same way about the goddamn 
Navy anyway. . . . Damn Navy sleeps between sheets and has 
ice cream. . . . Make allowances unless the Joe happens to be a 
known goldbrick. No crime to steal beer from the Navy. Not a 
soldierly feeling, that, and not a very officer-like thing to sanction 
it. . . . But the damn Navy has too much gravy in this war. 
Next war it is the Navy for me — the Navy or the Seabees. 

Always we were hurried in our tasks by urgings from the overly 
nervous Navy officers pacing the bridge. They were vociferously 
anxious to get their ships unloaded and the hell away from “Tor- 
pedo Junction.” These boys kept casting worried glances shoreward 
toward the beached hull of the El Capitan , a cargo ship upon 
which some slant-eyed sub commander had scored a pinwheel; 
also toward the Alcheba , another supply ship in like condition, 
though not so squarely hit. Even after the poor Alcheba had been 
beached with a gaping hole in her side, the Japs persisted in pump- 
ing more torpedoes into her while she lay helpless. Soon she was 
stinking to high heaven because the meat which had filled her holds 
was rotting and crawling in the heat. 

The sight of those two ships seemed to make nervous wrecks 
out of many of the ships’ officers. This nervousness manifested 
itself in an understandable but not entirely laudable goading of the 
Army unloading details. “Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!” was the theme. 
“Get that damned junk ashore! I don’t give a damn if it is in order 
or not!” “Don’t sort that goddamned stuff out on this deck, 
Lieutenant! Throw it the hell in the boats and straighten it out 
on the beach! Do you think we want this ship stuck in this 
hell-hole for a month?” 

Economy, orderliness, and in many cases, common sense were 
sacrificed for the sake of insane, frantic, haste. “Get it off as quickly 
as you can!” said the Ships. “Get it ashore in some semblance of 
order so we can make some use of it!” screamed back the Beach. 
Arguments between ship and Army officers sometimes became 
hysterical, but the sailors kept right on turning valves and pulling 
levers, and the captains kept yelling through megaphones from the 
bridge; and through it all, the doughboys in the hold kept on sweat- 
ing. In the end, the ships were unloaded. 

Occasionally a soldier, pausing between net loadings in the hold, 
would philosophize: “Well, I wonder how far they expect us to 
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carry our own personal part of the war effort? I thought we, the 
Infantry, were intended to close with the enemy and kill him 
with our weapons. But apparently that idea is all wet. First we 
load the boat back in New Caledonia, put the Artillery’s ammo on 
for ’em, the Engineer’s bulldozers, the Ordnance’s trucks. Then 
over here we unload the boats — take off all of the latrine screens 
for the Seabees, unload the guns for the Ordnance, the food for 
the QM, and the electric lights and generators for the Navy shore 
people. They call us an ‘Arm’ and the QM a ‘Service.’ Well, thank 
krist there are not any more services than there are! It ’ud kill us 
having to wet nurse any more of the bastards!” 

After the mass of materiel got off the ships it had much farther 
to go, and, apparently, it was another responsibility of the dough- 
boy to get it there — or at least to help a lot. The Higgins boats 
and other landing craft traveled in nervous circles or ovals, with 
the ship and shore at diametric extremes. Their job, too, was a con- 
stant repeating of the same monotonous cycle. Lowered into Gua- 
dalcanal or Tulagi waters from a week to a month before, these 
boats had shuttled piles of cargo ashore ever since. They were 
orphans, in many cases, for ships often left the area in such a hurry 
that there was no time to pick up their own boats, in which case 
the Navy beach authorities took them over. We found out about 
this circumstance chiefly from the coxswains, who were not happy 
with shore life on Guadalcanal. For them it meant Army chow and 
Army beds, and they (being sailors) did not take to such a life. 

The doughboys detailed to the Higgins boats counted themselves 
much luckier than the ones who had to work in the holds and on 
the decks of the transports. They were in the fresh air, and the 
work was not so hard as on the ships. Loads would come right 
down into the boat while it was at the ship; and when it got ashore 
it was easy — just pick up the stuff and heave it over the side to 
doughboys of the beach detail, who would be waiting knee-deep 
in the water alongside the nosed-in craft. If the packages could be 
handled by a single man the shore details would usually form a 
line, a la bucket brigade, and hand-to-hand it out of the boat by 
the piece — heavy flour sacks, ammo boxes, nail kegs — until the 
boat was empty. In that practice it was always fun to get an of- 
ficer in the line and watch his face get red and his knees buckle as 
you sped up the laborious unloading. Fifty pound sacks — hand ’em 
out of the boat, over the side, throw ’em, catch ’em, pivot and pass 
it into the arms of the man next in the line. Don’t lose your balance 
and fall, but if by chance you should, be sure to remember to come 
up smiling. Horseplay was always in order in this game, and it was 
good fun to see, now and then, if you would be able to add a little 
push to the man to whom you were passing a flour bag and knock 
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Don't try to tell me that the Japanese soldiers were always hog-filthy , either . 
Sure — we found them dirty and grimy in the pillboxes we took after long sieges , 
but that's no proof . In other places , where we were stinking to high heaven our- 
selves and wearing crusted fatigues , we killed Japanese with carefully combed 
hair , clean skin , shaved faces , uniforms . Just as in his homeland , the 

Japanese soldier is fond of a long soak in a tub full of water so hot that it would 
turn an American s toenails . 

Improvised tubs like the one shown here , complete with a wooden false- 
bottom to prevent burning the feet , were found in several places on the island. 
These 55-gallon oil drums were about the number one utility item in the islands 
— used for a million and one things . We used 'em too 9 but not so often for tub 
baths , although now and then we would rig showers from them . 

But we weren't a darn bit cleaner than the Japanese when our chances for 
bathing were equally poor. In fact 9 they seemed a little more willing to take 
extra trouble to create bathing facilities , even in their hidden jungle camps 9 
screened from our superior air power. If the Japs on Guadalcanal dared to 
swim in the streams or ocean 9 they often got a good machine-gunning for their 
trouble. One of the favorite targets of 69th Fighter Squadron pilots was swim- 
ming and bathing Japs. 
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him flat on his back, with the sack on top. No harm to get wet — 
fatigues were dirty as hell anyway. It would not take too damned 
much time to empty all the Higgins boats in the world, if twenty 
good men could go strong at it and have a little comedy. The lieu- 
tenant or first sergeant falling in the briny with a sack of flour on 
his head, for instance. 

When the boats came into shore the coxswains would race the 
motors, churning up a huge fan of swell behind the boat in an 
effort to nose-in hard. The boat would beach itself and hold fast 
throughout the unloading if she rammed in hard enough, and once 
lightened by unloading she could easily be backed away. If she 
stuck to the beach, even with repeated gunning of the motor, the 
sailor could always call on the doughboys who took the five tons 
off to wade out and shove her free. If need be, enough soldiers 
could be assembled to lift the boat up and carry her right off any 
coral shelf or bit of unyielding sand. 

From a thousand feet in the air it looked funny — this scene on 
the beach. Big transports anchored beachward inside the guard 
line of destroyers. Little toy scows stirring up white wakes in 
moving from ship to shore, shore to ship. Men swarming on ship- 
board and on the beach like ants, dotting the scene all the way 
back to the coconut groves. Trucks loading in a rough line, with 
tailgates facing the lowered bowgates of the nosed-in and beached 
line of Higgins boats. From the air they seemed like coarse stitches 
connecting a patch of blue cloth — the water — to a strip of burlap 
— the beach. Often a truck would back too far and mire its rear 
wheels in the surf. Here and there a boat would get stuck with 
broken parts and would be left grounded on the beach or anchored 
in the shallows. 

In places on the beach there were huge piles of equipment 
sticking up at waters edge where the trucks had been unable to 
keep pace with the boats. That pile-up was getting worse in many 
areas. In such localities a whole sandy stretch would be stacked 
high with acres of gear. This made the unloading and the beaching 
task appear gigantic even from the air. 

But, given enough time, ants can undermine a house and make 
it totter on its foundation. The same rule applies in a beachhead 
unloading operation. Enough men working hard and long enough 
can build a mountain of supplies on a beach in a month or a week, 
and then they can shoot, eat, and burn every bit of it up in a week 
or a day. 

All of this went on under constant threat of Japanese air or 
sub attack. Planes kept patrolling above, and on the ships, the 
crews lounged close around their guns with the “talkers” wearing 
their earphones and mike rigs. Ships bristled with anti-aircraft 
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weapons — even the transports had lots of them. Three inch, 20mm, 
twin 20mm, Bofors 40mm, and 37mm on deck, bow, and stern 
mounts. Officers and lookouts on the bridges and in crows nests 
kept constant watch with fieldglasses over all of the surrounding 
ocean and sky. Guess it was a little hard on the Navy at that — 
keeping wide awake in the drowsy weather. Then too, they had a 
sizeable responsibility in the supervision of the doughboy unloading 
crews on their ships! 

On the beach the great number of gasoline drums became more 
and more noticeable. Huge piles of them. There were more of those 
55-gallon drums than anything else. Didn’t notice ’em so much on 
the ship, where the cranes would lift ’em and they could be rolled 
across the flat surface of the steel decks, but ashore things were 
different. There they had to be lifted by hand and dragged over 
the gunwales of the boats or rolled out of the mouths of the landing 
crafts. They were brutes to roll in the sand. In handling them you 
were always smashing fingers on the rims, straining your back 
lifting ’em up on end or pushing ’em over. There was not much to 
do to make things easier other than to improvise a ramp with 
planks and roll ’em up instead of lifting them to the level of the 
trucks. We managed to find some metal matting to place in the 
sand so the drums would roll and so that the trucks could keep 
maneuvering without going up to their hubs. No men in any 
American factory have ever worked so hard under such poor con- 
ditions; but then these men had one thought moving through their 
minds, pulsating in their temples — keep on with the gas. Keep it 
coming. Don’t let Henderson Field run dry. This heavy drum of 
gas we’re moving now will draw a hundred times its own volume in 
Jap blood if it gets to the right dive bomber pilot. Catch ’em on the 
water, get ’em by the thousands where killing is easy. Blow ’em 
up and drown ’em packed tight on transports, before they get 
ashore and have to be rooted out one at a time by us, trading a 
life for a life. Yeah, much harder to kill ’em ashore. . . . One 
good pilot out there can do a lot with a plane and gas and a 500 
or 1,000 pounder. 

So we heaped the drums high, crowding more of them on the 
beach than the trucks could carry away. 

While we were working the gas and other supplies, we noticed 
with a sort of helpless wonder that the drums, in part, were still 
painted a brilliant red — though just recently hipped from the 
states. A bright glaring red at that! Some of us wondered if there 
had been formal announcement of the war’s beginning back there. 
Couldn’t someone realize that we might come under spasmodic 
aerial bombardment — and that red was a color hard to conceal 
from enemy observation? Our bitter reflections against the home 
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front were many in those days, and were surely stimulated by 
things of this sort. We had acres of those drums around us, and we 
kept guessing what would happen if a bomb should drop into the 
middle of them. 

Once loaded, the trucks pulled on back to their dumps in the 
coconut groves. The volume of supplies going ashore to the dumps 
was so great that it would not allow proper dispersal for security 
from air attack. As things stood, we had to crowd the stuff or else 
get a larger space on the island. They kept different items in 
separate piles in the groves, hacked down thousands of Levers 
Brothers’ coconut trees to make roads into the dispersal areas, 
and threw metal matting on the roads after they became rivers of 
churned mud. They kept pushing the dumps farther inward as 
more stuff came ashore. Soon the beach area became congested and 
various factions of the “rear area boys” began fighting over space. 
We Infantrymen were chased from one campsite to another, for 
the convenience of the Ordnance and the QM, and each time we 
had to repitch our tents and dig new sets of foxholes at night after 
our days on the ships and the beach. Most of us were too tired by 
dark to even think. It became increasingly difficult to enforce air 
raid safety measures. Men remained on their blankets asleep while 
the raids were on, taking a choice between sleeplessness and danger. 

The weather, as well as the work program was also operating 
against us. The effect of the climate of Guadalcanal was very pro- 
nounced on all metal items which were not absolutely corrosion 
proof. Radios and other signal equipment quickly built up thick 
layers of green on their connections, coils, and condenser plates. 
Everything of ferrous metal turned red with rust if it was not oiled 
daily. Trucks had their underpinnings shot out from immersion 
in salt water. The humidity was often so bad that clothing mil- 
dewed, grew mould, and would not dry in 90-degree heat unless 
hung far above the ground. 

Our camps were well concealed in the groves. The spreading 
palm fronds above were good cover, and the heavy undergrowth, 
ten feet high in places, completed the camouflage of our bivouac 
areas. Excitement and comedy were never missing in our little 
Guadalcanal home, despite the very few mediums of entertainment 
available. Most of our fun was occasioned by the constantly falling 
coconuts that in the Lunga groves bopped men on the heads with 
fair regularity, (fortunately the trees were not high) and also by 
the tree lizards — great three foot monsters — which we heard and 
saw so often in the undergrowth and trees, sometimes mistaking 
them for infiltrating Japs. Sometimes we would find ourselves much 
entertained by a species of dark, long-tailed, light-breasted bird 
that always pivoted its tail around in perfectly outlined circles as 
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it perched on the fallen coconut logs. Seemed that these birds were 
trying to imitate some of the girls in the line of a chorus I had seen 
in a Black and Tan joint in Chicago. 

We had a system of prepared defense positions on the beach 
which was occupied by a skeleton force during the night, and we 
had a plan for alerting the entire battalion into these positions on 
a few minutes notice. This plan received many practical tests, as 
we had innumerable false alarms. “Condition Black” (meaning an 
attack from the sea) was false alarmed over the telephone several 
times. The aid stations on mornings after such alerts were usually 
packed with men begging materials to bandage stubbed toes and 
scratches incurred in half-naked dashes to air raid shelters or 
perimeter foxholes. 

An expecially strong rumor got around on the 15th of December 
that the Navy had taken a shellacking, which destroyed our pro- 
tective screen to the north, and that a night invasion attempt 
might be made. We heard this with alarm, partly because we knew 
that a fight on that beach, with so many trigger-happy service 
units and so much shore-Navy camped near us, would be ghastly 
indeed. 

The fact that our Navy had suffered a setback was later con- 
firmed, but the invasion threat never materialized. We kept on at 
the same old grind of unloading ships, cursing constantly the wait- 
ing and the uncertainty which has always seemed to be the lot of 
the Infantryman. 

The Ordnance had set up fairly close to us. Some of their in- 
stallations were within the boundaries of our bivouac area. Their 
dumps of artillery ammunition were near us in the groves — mostly 
big piles of 105mm shells painted a brilliant yellow. These also 
stood out to aerial observers like sore thumbs, especially while the 
sun was directly overhead at noon. Between us and Henderson 
Field, other Ordnance agencies were busy setting up shops for 
repair and maintenance work. Their task too, was mainly one of 
improvising. Lacking tents, they built frames and stretched tar- 
paulins for shacks and garages; lacking tarpaulins, they worked in 
the rain repairing unsheltered vehicles. Their area was also in the 
bomb-target zone, even more than ours, because of their proximity 
to the airstrip, and they had to dig shelters too. 

Everyone thought well of the Ordnance on that island. Theirs 
was the enormous responsibility of keeping guns in shooting order 
and supplying ammunition and transport for the Army. To deal 
with the weapons repair, ammunition, and transport problems that 
arose each day on Guadalcanal must have been trying, but even so 
the boys at Ordnance always found time to give a hand to anyone 
that needed it. I picked up a good Springfield ’03 there and enough 
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parts to make it shoot so that Lt. Don Hogan, a friend of mine in 
the 3rd Battalion, could have a good sniper weapon. Another day 
later on I managed to sight it in for him — at no little personal risk, 
incidentally, since the Marine Corps guards always seemed to be- 
come frantically annoyed each time a weapon was fired in the rear 
areas. One of their Colonels, in particular, seemed to delight in 
riding up and down the beach road arresting every doughboy he 
saw shooting at sharks. 

Our regiments had little trouble in getting what they wanted 
from the Ordnance if the Ordnance had it. To maintain any sort 
of a standard of service in that place was an accomplishment; 
many of the service detachments failed, but the Ordnance did its 
job. Supply of ammunition from the rear was a sure and steady 
thing, from all that I was able to see. 

However, in the Ordnance shops and in their dump areas over- 
whelming evidence of the utter waste and costliness of even a small 
island campaign could be seen in abundance. High piles of rusted 
scrap were everywhere. Disabled tanks and trucks were parked 
alongside the roads — burnt or perforated and left to rust away. 
Tons of ammunition had been rendered useless by the elements 
after it had been opened and left uncovered. Rifles and other 
weapons were left untended on the beach, and some of them were 
ruined by the effects of salt water and moist sand — rusted beyond 
repair, sometimes beyond recognition. Trucks often ran over cases 
of mortar shells and boxes of ammunition misplaced in the gooey 
mud, mutilating them and driving them into the ground. Pouring 
tropical rains melted the cardboard containers in which mortar 
ammunition was packed, soaking the increments. Men later paid 
with their lives for that circumstance when hundreds of rounds of 
those mortar shells were to land short because propellants had 
failed to fully ignite. Baggage of all sorts rotted and mildewed 
away where it was stored for the units at the front, and the all- 
pervading dampness seemed to render everything soggy and 
clammy to touch and sour to smell. 

It was a picture to remember — the mile-wide strip of beach and 
grove on north Guadalcanal. The blue waters, warm as urine, the 
beach shallows afloat with debris and rotting human and animal 
flesh, the shady, but not very cool groves acrawl with land crabs, 
lizards, and scorpions. The beach — heaped up with the tons of 
materiel which was ultimately to enable us to crush the Japs; and 
above all, the fantastic bustling business of the whole scene — 
roaring and rumbling airplanes and trucks and boats, sweating 
laborers putting forth an effort as monumental as it was geograph- 
ically out of place in the languid tropics. 
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HENDERSON FIELD 

It is a peculiar thing that a man can see so much of a place and 
yet not be able to give a good description of it only a few years 
later. Yet that is the way I feel about the fields of kunai grass and 
chopped down palm groves that made up Henderson Field. It 
would be impossible for me to draw from memory an accurate 
outline of the runways and installations, but other impressions left 
in my mind are vivid. 

The field was a huge place and in some ways, it had many of 
the features of the beachhead. It was, even more literally than the 
beach and the unloading areas, a beehive of activity. 

Of course the field was highly inadequate from the air oper- 
ational viewpoint, its runways and its dispersal areas were very 
small compared to some I have seen since. But, strategically speak- 
ing, it stood supreme above all other factors, and even to the 
doughboy its existence was paramount. Every Allied soldier on the 
island knew that his very life was wrapped up in our ability to 
hold that little bit of kunai grass, coral dust, and metal matting 
and keep it operational for our planes. We all knew that there were 
enough Japs to overwhelm us, concentrated and waiting at points 
within easy shipping distance of Guadalcanal. Enough to take that 
island back in a short time if they could only get to it. But as long 
as that airfield remained in our hands, and in usable condition, 
we knew that large reserves of Japs on Bougainville would never 
land on Guadalcanal in numbers large enough to really endanger 
our hold on that useless piece of miserable jungle and mountains. 

Each morning we looked skyward as we heard the roaring motors 
and saw the Hellcats, dive bombers, and torpedo planes takeoff. 
The sight was heart-warming. In those days we never tired of it. 
They streaked out in flights of threes and fives, headed in varied 
directions. In those days they did not have to search far to find 
things to shoot at. It was more a question of making the bombs 
they had available do the most good. If the pilots did not spot a 
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cruiser or a destroyer they could always find a landing craft or a 
barge of some sort to bomb and strafe. There were Jap camps on 
the island itself — in the groves south of Point Cruiz — which always 
made good targets. Jap trucks and artillery were dispersed through 
the coconut trees along the old beach trail, as far southward as 
Verahue and Visale. And for diversion, pilots could always get in 
a burst at a group of Japs swimming off the south beaches. 

Of course, they paid for their fun. I know little of the statistics 
of accidents on Henderson Field in the early days, but I do know 
what I personally saw. Nearly every day there would be three or 
more crashes — sometimes on takeoff because of a failing motor, 
but more often on landing due to shot up gears or controls. 

We had plenty of admiration for the plucky Army, Navy, and 
Marine pilots. They would takeoff unhesitatingly, sometimes fly- 
ing directly over the flaming wreck of one of their buddie’s planes, 
crashed in the harrow-tooth pattern formed by sheared coconut 
stumps at the runway ends. We watched anxiously each time a 
fighter would come in and buzz the field to indicate his intention 
to crash-land. It was the same thing when we saw a chute blossom 
out behind a disabled plane, though we were most often never able 
to find out if the pilot survived or not. 

It was plain to see at the time that the Air Corps and the Navy 
were learning some new things about flying, things that perhaps 
were not to be found in training manuals. How to land a P-38 on 
one wheel when the other is dangling; how to nurse a plane in 
with two feet shot off the wing tip; how to parachute out of a ship 
that suddenly puffs into flame, inside and out; how to come in 
close to a gun-bristling destroyer, so close that you could not miss 
with your bomb, taking a ten-to-one chance with your life in order 
to sink a thousand Japs and save the lives of a thousand dough- 
boys; and above all, how to live in the intolerable climate, listening 
to the shooting and bombing in the surrounding jungle all night 
and still be able to fly for an unreasonable number of hours the 
next day. 

It may have seemed a thankless task at the time, and to an 
extent I suppose it was, for the flyers to keep on battling against 
odds which often sent a paltry thirty planes into the air to face a 
hundred Japs. But the doughboys who were fighting to keep their 
airfield secure, and who were unloading airplane parts and gas from 
the ships, knew the extent of their doings. We all held a deep feel- 
ing of gratitude for the accomplishments of the pilots and crews 
on Henderson Field. If one soldier doubted for a moment the extent 
of the flyers’ sacrifice, he had but to walk beyond the south edge 
of the Lunga dispersal area where he could see the rows of blanket- 
covered bodies awaiting burial. Most of the feet sticking from 
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Here is the reason the Japanese Army didn’t require as much tentage as we. 
Their doughboys learned to make use of palm fronds and broad-leaf boughs to 
build shelters , leanto style. When they had more time , they sometimes peaked 
the roof or made the shelter larger and tighter. 

We may have regarded this as a sort of boy-scout technique , unworthy of 
our well equipped infantry , but there were many times when a little jungle- 
craft of this sort would have come in very handy. Later on> we learned it — 
picked it up from the natives and from observation of the Japanese. Quite often 
we lost or damaged our shelter halves ; more often we left them behind as adding 
too much weight to our packs. 

Most of the Japs had done a good bit of outdoor living in China , and many 
of them had never had very good roofs to sleep under , even at home. Generally 
speaking , they got along well in the jungle and on the island beaches. It took 
us quite a long time to catch up with them in this respect. 
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under the blankets were clad in heavy Infantry or Marine shoes, 
crusted with mud, but here and there in the line would be sticking 
out a pair of Navy blacks or Air Corps oxfords with brass side 
buckles. The oxfords were always less muddy than the heavy In- 
fantry shoes, but they looked much the same on a dead man, 
unnaturally askew on a pair of stiffened ankles, and sometimes 
charred with the flames of a final crash. 

The field itself was quite a picture. The strips were paved mostly 
with coral, which was the only material available for the purpose. 
The strip surfaces were matted, for the most part, with wire or 
perforated steel airstrip matting, which slowed but did not stop 
the erosion of rain. When dry, the coral tended to bake into a fine 
powder which, when caught up by slipstream blasts, would shroud 
the field in great billowing clouds, making a landmark for the 
blindest Jap pilot and rendering all landings and takeoffs doubly 
hazardous. The insecure coral base frequently gave way beneath 
the perforated plates, and they would rock and rattle under the 
landing wheel. Jeeps and other vehicles cruised back and forth on 
the strip bringing in returned pilots and crews; often the jeeps 
drove slowly to avoid jarring a badly wounded passenger. 

Around the strip, in the immediate area of the too-few plane 
revetments, were the various tents that were serving as operations 
and administrative headquarters for some of the tactical units. 
Slit trenches were dug all around this area, and most of the men 
on the field were constantly armed. There was no telling when the 
strip might be subject to attack from either land or air. 

The protective line of doughboys was not very far inland from 
Henderson, and because of the lack of enemy action in that quarter, 
the inland perimeter was rather lightly defended. The heavy In- 
fantry action was southward from the strip, and even there our 
lines did not extend far enough in from the coast to ensure against 
their being outflanked by a sizeable force of Japanese. It would not 
take many Japs, infiltrated into the cover around the strip, to 
keep the planes grounded for a day or so. 

That the Japs were well able to infiltrate back into our rear area 
was well established by the doings of a group who got through 
and created, in the execution of their little adventure, what was 
probably the greatest single example of individual lost opportunity 
during the whole course of the war. Their feat was as bold and 
brilliant and as rugged in its demands for bravery as it was stupid 
in execution and mediocre in results. The story of the “great Jap- 
anese Infiltrating Party,” pieced together from pretty good evi- 
dence, (footprints in the mud, discarded equipment,) is roughly 
as follows: 

In the latter half of December of 1942 a party of Japs, estimated 
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at four, got through or outflanked our lines, which at that time 
extended not too far inward from Point Cruiz, and continued on 
through our secondary security lines (the Artillery perimeter) and 
finally through the protective perimeter of Henderson Field itself. 
The party then walked through the dispersal area, passing a dump 
of several hundred thousand gallons of hundred octane gasoline, 
and continued walking through a bomb body storage area where 
several hundred tons of bombs were stacked in large clusters. 

Still carrying their detonators and blocks of picric acid (the Jap 
counterpart of TNT) our visitors crept carefully on through the 
tented area and past the shelters where the high-priced pilots of 
the 69th Fighter Squadron were sleeping peacefully. Finally they 
got to the strip, and there, laid out before them, was the entire 
effective strength of single motor airplanes in the South Pacific 
area at the time! Without hesitation they tied all their blocks of 
explosive to the propeller end of a single P-39 and blew this one 
airplane all to hell! 

Naturally there was an immediate and highpowered investiga- 
tion: A great ringing call to arms when the explosion occurred, 
and various Americans in the vicinity of the explosion came nigh 
to shooting each other in the ensuing confusion. The little brown 
brethren had played it wise, using a time fuse to help them get 
away Scot free. No doubt they were decorated for their little job 
— a marvelous feat of destroying a few thousands of dollars worth 
of enemy property. 

It would be interesting to know how they would react if they 
only knew what they could have accomplished with just a little 
more effort and no more risk. They could have utilized our own 
bombs as explosives, detonating them with their smaller explo- 
sives and a match or two. They could have killed all of the pilots 
in one of the fighter squadrons. Or they could have done all four 
of these things. With the use of only a little intelligence, they 
could have certainly blown a helluva big hole in the north end of 
the island, and made our job there longer and harder. I have had 
cause more than once since then to thank Jap stupidity for saving 
my life, but I have never seen such a concrete example of our past 
enemy’s thorough goofyness. Sometimes I almost stop wondering 
why they lost. 

Around the far edges of the strips, batteries of anti-aircraft 
guns were set up. They were well dug-in and sandbagged, and ap- 
parently well sited because they kept any and all Jap planes, 
(other than an occasional low-flying fool) high in the sky. These 
guns put on a show for us each moonlit night when “Washing 
Machine Charlie” came over. Waiting until the high-flying Japs 
would get almost directly above, they would cut loose, putting 



Digitized by GoOqIc 



Original from 
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



ioi ic uomain, uoogie-aigmzea / ntup://www.natnii:rusi:.org/access_use3Fpa-googie 



Shots Fired in Anger 



48 

round after round of exploding shells so close to the approaching 
enemy planes that with the naked eye it could not be told whether 
each blast was behind, in front, above, or below the target. 

Such close bursts would invariably make the Japs cavort about 
a bit but they steadfastly maintained their general course, coming 
right on in to drop their bombs. These usually hit somewhere on 
the north end of the island — sometimes landing in the ocean, oc- 
casionally ringing the bell and hurting someone. 

Outside of the immediate airfield compound was a close-in de- 
fensive perimeter manned by resting Infantry units. Such units 
were envied for their assignments because there were more con- 
veniences close by the strip. Showers were available there and dun- 
nage could be found to hoist the cots in the pyramidal tents up 
out of the mud. Though the place buzzed with mosquitos, there 
was thought to be less likelihood of contracting malaria there be- 
cause the handy toilet and shower facilities made precautionary 
measures easy to enforce. (Actually, everyone got malaria anyway; 
areas didn’t differ much.) 

So Henderson Field remained secure — strategically dubbed an 
“unsinkable aircraft carrier in the South Pacific,” though certainly 
not resembling a ship from the residents or “inmates” viewpoint. 
No aircraft carrier was ever so disease ridden and so devoid of 
basic comforts as Guadalcanal. But the power of that little island 
reached out several hundred miles into the surrounding Pacific, 
forming an impregnable barrier through which no substantial 
amount of enemy soldiers or supplies could be forced or sneaked. 
The man with the rifle on Guadalcanal was, throughout the cam- 
paign, as dependent on that mud-ridden field as he was on his own 
gun and his own cunning to keep himself alive arid able to fight. 
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Things were not long in regulating themselves as far as our 
duties at the beach were concerned, and I soon felt free to take a 
little look at the front part of the war, and maybe get a shot at 
a Japanese or two. So on the morning of the nth of December, 
Lt. Art Hantel and I borrowed a jeep and went up to Point Cruiz 
with a spotting scope, a pair of borrowed Navy 7 x 50 binoculars, 
and my rifle. We were going to get our feet wet for the first time! 

We loaded our gear in the jeep and left the battalion headquar- 
ters area under a shower of sarcastic remarks: “Don’t get shot!” 
and “Don’t kill all the Japs — leave some for us and the Marines!” 
Those and sundry other bits were directed at us by the officers on 
hand. It was seven o’clock when we drove away — just an hour 
after dawn on Guadalcanal. 

Even at that early hour the contrast between the New Cale- 
donia and Guadalcanal climates was very noticeable. The heat was 
oppressive, but the palm fronds reached across above us to effectu- 
ally shade the road in most places. We bumped slowly along, 
looking with interest at the rear area installations as we passed 
them — truck park, an Ordnance repair shop, and a cemetery with 
neat rows of crosses and not-so-neat rows of grimly laden litters. 

After a while our road left the coconut groves and entered the 
incredibly dense and verdant jungle of Guadalcanal Island. Huge, 
broadleaf trees with buttressing roots blocked all direct passage 
and the road necessarily became twisting and irregular. Evapo' 
ration there was slow because of the intense shade and high hu- 
midity so the low places in the road became a series of sour-smell- 
ing puddles of churned mud. The floor of the jungle was entirely 
different from the coral shelf of Lunga Point beach, a place we 
were to remember later as having been very pleasant. 

We soon passed our emplaced batteries and began to hear the 
“chu-chu-ch-” of our own Artillery firing over our heads — an- 
swered occasionally by the whirr-whirr burst of a Jap 75mm land- 
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ing along the axis of the road. Many graves, both American and 
Jap, were strung along our jeep trail. Jap bodies in various states 
of decomposition were everywhere. They seemed to be in bunches, 
indicating that they had been killed in groups rather than indi- 
vidually. This scene along the road comprised a strange series of 
impressions for Hantel and me. It was our first observation of such 
things. 

Nearing the Point Cruiz front, we emerged from the jungle and 
came out into coconut groves again — but coconut groves which 
were different from anything we had seen before. The palms we 
were used to seeing at Lunga Point had been badly scarred and 
perforated by repeated flushing with small arms and naval gunfire, 
but they had suffered nothing to compare with the devastation of 
the groves at Point Cruiz! 

All of the trees were dead. Many of them had been blasted to 
mere stumps — some even completely uprooted by repeated artil- 
lery and mortar barrages. All of the fronds were either entirely 
torn off, leaving the crests bald, or else they were hanging dead- 
brown from their anchorings. 

The stench of death was all-pervading. Men had done what they 
could to bury the dead around them, but there were still many 
lying in the thick undergrowth. The beach was relittered after each 
tide with more bloated Jap bodies washed ashore from transports 
sunk days before by planes from Henderson Field. It was my first 
look at a scene which I was afterward forced to see again and again, 
and I knew then that I should never be able to adequately de- 
scribe it. 

A guard halted our vehicle in the next few hundred yards and 
told us we could not bring it beyond his post. He directed us to 
a place where we could park the jeep, told us that the front lines 
were but 300 yards ahead, and explained that we could obtain 
further directions from anyone “up front.” We shouldered our 
equipment and went forward on foot, paying close attention to the 
few crudely lettered little wood signs which warned of mines and 
booby traps offside the road. Everyone was alert. A telephone wire 
repair detail was working with rifles within easy reach — ammu- 
nition carrying parties were walking with rifles slung, and with 
their loads of ammunition boxes and mortar shell containers on 
their backs. The men were uniformly dirtier and more bearded 
than we had expected them to be; it was almost as though they 
had lost all interest in appearance or personal cleanliness. 

I found a tired and bearded mortar platoon leader — a lieutenant 
— and told him that we were merely curious and had no official 
business in his area, but that we would appreciate anything he 
might do to get us to a part of the line from which we might be 
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able to fire a few shots. I marked him as a cooperative sort as soon 
as he began to speak. “Well,” he said, glancing at the watch which 
was threaded through the lapel of his fatigue jacket, “guess I can 
take you up to my OP. It is a little late in the day to see anything 
— the Nips usually sit pretty tight in their holes after dawn, but 
we can most always find something through the BC scope. How 
far can you hit ’em with that gun?” He said the last with an in- 
terested look at my Alaskan-sighted Springfield, and he became 
more interested when I told him that I could likely get hits at 
400 yards. 

In later experiences I have noticed this interest front line dough- 
boys always have in items of non-issue sniping equipment. A good 
sniping rifle is usually a sort of a ticket of admission when you are 
away from your own outfit. The boys will usually show you around 
and carefully watch the performance of your weapon. 

“Come on,” said the Lieutenant, “this way to the OP.” He 
turned to lead the way through the desolate coconut grove toward 
a shell-pocked, coral surfaced hill, the reverse slope of which was 
one mass of irregular diggings — foxholes and connecting trenches. 
The diggings were for the most part shallow because of the resist- 
ant character of the coral. We threaded our way along a narrow, 
slightly defiladed foot path, being challenged and passed at several 
points by hidden sentries. We climbed up the hillside, passing 
scattered soldiers performing various housekeeping chores. Some 
were washing clothes, using helmets as washtubs. Others were turn- 
ing their shelter-halves and ponchos in the sun to dry off the night’s 
accumulation of moisture. Many were cleaning their weapons 
which, we observed, were in excellent shape. It looked as though 
the men had gotten but little rest during the night and were plan- 
ning for the most part to doze a little through the daylight hours. 

The clean, new appearance of the fatigue uniforms on Art Hantel 
and me was somewhat of a source of embarrassment as we walked 
up the hill, carrying our unusual loads of equipment. He had the 
glasses and the scope with its tripod and I had the rifle, which 
was loaded, with the scope in position. We knew we must have 
looked a little on the “green” side, something on the order of the 
fancy-garbed big city deer hunter during his first trip into the 
woods. 

There were no marks of undue suffering on the part of the men 
we saw; just an unhealthy sort of tiredness, and in some cases signs 
of excessive nervousness. Few were clean shaven. Most of them 
were tanned to what would have been a deep brown but for the 
stained yellow tint from their atabrine dosage. Their web equip- 
ment was frayed and their green fatigues were worn and dirt- 
crusted. But with all of these unmilitary appearances, there was 
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a definite air of competence, outstanding in the clean and well- 
oiled readiness of their weapons, and in the alert expression of 
their eyes. This latter was unmistakable even behind a general 
mask of indifference and lassitude. 

It was a panting climb up the hill. We were aided somewhat by 
steps, cut into the coral to give a decent foothold for the heavily 
laden members of the carrying parties, which were sent down daily 
for water, ammunition, and rations. “C” type canned rations were 
being used. The unit had given up the idea of serving hot meals, 
although the cooks continued to bring up occasional coffee and 
doughnuts. We received these odd bits of information from the 
Lieutenant as we ascended the hill. 

In due time we arrived at a point a little below the hill top. Just 
around to our front on the forward crest was the mortar obser- 
vation post, commanding an extensive view of the coastal strip of 
beach and coconut groves and overlooking several miles of the 
Japanese-held portion of the island. The OP was dug in and sand 
bagged with only the lenses of the BC scope showing above. The 
immediate area was surrounded by a circle of rifle pits to insure 
the security of the OP at night against infiltrating enemy. Several 
of these pits were left vacant during the daylight hours. 

At the suggestion of the Lieutenant, Art and I crept forward 
into one of them and set up our equipment. The pit we chose was 
about sixty yards forward of the OP. It gave us a good view of 
enemy-held terrain to the front and our own lines off to the right 
flank. 

The pit was large and well dug — wide enough for comfort and 
deep enough for security. It had a shelf-like ledge forward which 
furnished a good support for the scope tripod, and a good forearm 
rest for the rifleman. Art set up the big scope and I adjusted the 
sandbags on my left side to make as comfortable a brace as pos- 
sible for my arms in order to help steady the field glasses. In a 
short time the two of us were scanning the broad stretch of battle- 
field before us — he with the B. and L. 19. 5x spotting scope and I 
with 7 x 50 Navy binoculars. 

Definite Jap entrenchments were easy to make out from where 
we were, even with the naked eye, but whether or not they were 
occupied was another question. The Lieutenant had told us that 
he believed the Japs were holding the Point Cruiz sector with a 
small strength of troops, and were depending upon an intricate 
system of pillboxes, connecting tunnels, and trenches to enable 
them to concentrate effectively against any local thrust. We 
searched this far ground with extreme care, looking carefully 
through the glasses at every bit of digging and examining each 
shadow. But we saw nothing that was alive during the next hour. 
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Here a Jap pauses on the march to take a drink . He can raise his canteen 
( more properly called water-bottle) to his lips without unsnapping latches or 
unhitching his belt. And the container holds more water than ours . 

The pack he is carrying on this thirty mile trek is a more practical one than 
either our old haversack or the new jungle pack. The horse shoe blanket roll he 
makes up is a good , practical scheme , and the havelock protecting his neck from 
insects is also a fine idea . 

The rations he carries , mostly rice , and his mess kit are also practical. Quite 
likely he has with him a couple of tins of canned heat y which will bring his 
evening rice to boil in a very few minutes after the final halt . 

His shoes are hobnailed , and he has an extra pair of sneakers to wear while 
they dry 9 or when he goes on a scouting or night patrolling operation. 

Discounting his rifle , nearly every item of equipment he has is as serviceable , 
or more so y than the equivalent American article , 
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It was this first trip that taught me that it was not wise for an 
individual to search with binoculars or scope for more than thirty- 
minutes at a time, especially if the ranges are long and the targets 
obscure. Even then, the eyes should be turned away and rested for 
a bit every few minutes. This is especially true under conditions 
of heat where mirage distorts objects and makes focusing uncer- 
tain. The mirage on this day was very bothersome, even when 
looking downward from a considerable height. Its upward boil 
distorted things so badly that actual discernment was probably 
limited to objects subtending one or more minutes of angle, making 
the seven power glasses as efficient, in effect, as the power 

scope. 

There is no substitute measure for resting the eyes. Careful fo- 
cusing of the scope does no good. The only thing to do is to find 
something green and shadowy and look toward it without trying 
to concentrate vision on any particular part of it. This procedure 
might draw a few laughs from the sniper’s buddies up front but 
it is none the less necessary. In searching for sniping targets one 
needs the last fine edge of normal (or abnormal) vision, augmented 
by the best field glasses and telescopes available. 

After we had searched the likely areas within range for a solid 
hour we looked at each other bleary-eyed, and Hantel gave voice 
to his disgust. “I don’t believe there’s a damned thing down there!” 
This was meant more to signify disapproval of things in general 
than to state fact. Actually, both of us knew that there were at 
least a few Japs in front of us. Occasional rifle shots were snapping 
over our heads — unmistakably coming from the locality we had 
been observing. But our hurried looks for muzzle blast disturb- 
ances were to no avail. The fine sand and dry, decayed leaves 
should have jumped a little down there, puffing wherever a weapon 
w r as fired, but apparently the Japs had found some means of pre- 
venting such giveaways. 

After a brief rest we resumed our watch — trading off at 15 min- 
ute intervals with the field glasses. It began to seem tiresome. At 
about 11 o’clock a sergeant came crawling down to our position 
with word from the mortar officer. He slipped into our hole to give 
us this message: 

“See those two coconut trees leaning toward each other down 
there to your right front?” he asked, panting as he removed his 
helmet and wiped his forehead on the crusted sleeve of his fatigue 
jacket. We nodded in assent and he went on, speaking with the 
nervous mannerisms of a jockey giving a hot tip on a race. “Well, 
there’s some sort of bunker or pillbox or something down there. 
The Lieutenant just saw a Jap go inside. We’re gonna lay about 
a dozen or so delayed actions on it, and the Lieutenant thinks the 
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Japs might show themselves making a break for it — trying to get 
the hell out while we let ’em have it. He just wanted me to tell you 
to be sure and keep your heads up and watch during the explosions 
— none of the fragments will get up here. And you be ready with 
the rifle. We’ll begin dropping ’em in as soon as I get back to the 
OP. They’ll come heavy and fast when they start. We don’t need 
to bracket. Got frog hair readings on that place.” 

We thanked the sergeant for his trouble, and he hurriedly 
climbed from the hole and ran in a crouch to the OP. I got myself 
into a steady position with the rifle ready and resting in a groove 
between two sandbags. There I could remain relaxed and yet be 
able to get off a quick shot. Art set the scope on the target locality 
and focused it. He then left it and picked up the glasses for more 
extensive vision, bracing his elbows on the ledge and turning the 
eyepiece to correct focus. Then our anxious vigil began — waiting 
for the initial pop of the mortars which were mounted some 250 
yards to our right rear, just off the path used to get up the hill. 

Soon we heard the pop of a mortar, followed by another after 
about a half-second delay. The reports sounded in the distance 
like champagne bottles being opened. Apparently they were using 
two mortars in battery — taking a look at one round from each to 
correct. We relaxed for several seconds while we knew the metal- 
finned teardrops were inscribing the first half of their graceful, 
high-curved trajectories; and then we looked at the target with 
much more intentness than before. I checked the rifle and peered 
through the scope, ready to shoot. Art bent himself to use the 
glasses. 

An explosion blossomed violently on the precise spot which had 
been pointed out to us by the sergeant, and another one merged 
into it an instant later. The first two shells had been perfectly 
placed. The sound of the explosions — a shaking “slam-salamm” — 
arrived at our position a moment later, whipping the slackness of 
our clothing against our bodies. “Krist!” said Art, still looking 
through the scope, “Just think how they must feel down there!” 

Just as this first noise died away, we heard the successive pop, 
pop, pop of more shells emerging from the tubes behind us to begin 
their ascendancy. Apparently the strike had been adjudged perfect 
and the observer had phoned back, “Fire for effect” at the instant 
he had seen the first strike. This show turned out to be as brilliant 
a bit of point-target mortar work as I have ever seen. 

A small cloud of dust, smoke, and debris was still spreading and 
rising from the first shells as the other plunked into its center, one 
after the other. Art later described his telescope view of the ex- 
plosions as being the most impressive thing he had witnessed up 
to that time. I did not get such a magnified view through the low- 
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power rifle scope, but to me the successive flashing blasts, ham- 
mering into each other on the same tortured target, appeared 
thoroughly devastating. It seemed certain that they would tear 
their way through the roof of the heaviest bunker and bring sure 
death to anything inside. 

The last shells landed and the roaring ceased. We had seen noth- 
ing recognizable as human beings during the firing — or immediately 
afterward — but as the debris settled and the dust drifted away we 
noticed a change in the scene below. 

There was no doubt about the target having been a shelter. It 
had been roughly torn open from the top with roof timbers tossed 
pell mell to either side. The scorched, yellow sand and coral surface 
of the target area was spattered with great dark streaks of wet sand 
radiating from the center of impact, which was the bunker itself. 
Because of this change, we had to research and reidentify the new 
objects. Art handed me the glasses and took over the scope. It was 
not long before I saw a Jap body. It was a dead Jap — but one who 
had been killed within the previous few seconds. Half of his shirt 
front was a bright crimson and while I looked, the other half also 
became red. He was spread-eagled in an unnatural sprawl instantly 
recognizable, even to one who had never before seen it. Art and I 
gazed on for a second or so in morbid fascination. 

In a moment, I saw something a few yards away from the body 
that made me drop the glasses and grab for the rifle. A live Jap 
had just risen from beside the corpse. Stunned and deafened by 
the blast that had thrown him from the bunker, he was holding 
his head with both hands in what could well have been a comical 
expression of exasperation. He remained exposed, probably in great 
pain — perhaps with bursted ear drums. 

With Art giving me frantic directions in a nervous stage whisper, 
I held the shot. The scope had a tapered, flat top post reticule, 
with a lateral cross hair, sighted in to strike center on a 10" bull 
with a six o’clock hold at 200 yards. As I took up the slack and 
aimed, the Jap was on his knees in a prayer-like attitude which 
was far more appropriate than he realized. There was no wind to 
speak of — just a mild zephyr from the ocean side. 

I nudged his chin with the broad post — a measure calculated 
to plant the bullet somewhere on his chest at the 350 yard range. 
Then I gave the last pound or so of the three pound trigger pull 
a “gentle snatch.” 

The scope settled back in time for me to see the bullet strike 
the Jap and splash sand behind him. It must have hit in the chest 
or high in the stomach from the way he looked and the way he 
fell. As he toppled forward on his face I let him have two more for 
good measure. 



Digitized by GOOQ IC 



Original from 
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



ioi ic uomain, uoogie-aigmzea / ntup://www.natnii:rusi:.org/access_use3Fpa-googie 



Sniping in the Point Cruiz Groves 57 

“Look around for some more, Art! See any?” I muttered as I 
put my nervous fingers to the task of singling rounds into the 
magazine under the scope tube. (A properly designed swing-over 
hinged type scope mount would be a great thing, in as much as it 
would permit clip loading.) After Art said that he had been unable 
to see any more Japs, I reluctantly laid down the rifle and picked 
up the glasses to do some more looking on my own. I cannot recall 
the least bit of thinking about having just killed a man for the 
first time. All I remember is a feeling of intense excitement — the 
same as that experienced when one downs a hard sought big game 
trophy. 

I held the glasses to my eyes again — but not for long. This time 
Hantel called my attention to a target. It was another survivor 
of the mortaring, who was crawling away from the scene on his 
hands and knees; most likely he also had been stunned and some- 
what deafened by the blast. I could not imagine anything close to 
the bunker that would not have been so affected. 

My first shot went too high, at least a foot over his back, accord- 
ing to Art, who was enjoying his role as the combat counterpart 
of a rapid fire coach. The Jap apparently was not completely deaf- 
ened, for he fell flat on his belly the instant my shot went past. 
Had Art not been there with the big scope, I would have given my- 
self credit for a hit. But he saw the bullet hit the sand in the wrong 
place. It was luckily one of those rare instances where a sniper is 
afforded a second shot after he has muffed the first one. The Jap, 
because of numbed senses or because of basic Japanese stupidity, 
remained motionless on his belly, possibly thinking that he was 
being fired upon from our lines below, which were mostly defiladed 
from him. From my position above, he remained an excellent tar- 
get, I could see nearly the whole of his body. I fired the four shots 
remaining in the rifle, getting at least two hits. Art saw that he 
jerked convulsively while I was firing. By the time I had got my 
eye over to the spotting scope, he was lying still and bleeding badly. 

Art then took over the rifle for a while and we waited around 
for somewhat less than an hour in the hopes of getting another 
shot. We did see some more bodies, the mortars and our rifle to- 
gether had accounted for at least five, but everything we saw was 
dead. 

We left the position by the same path we used coming in, paus- 
ing at the OP to give our congratulations to the mortar platoon 
and receive some of our own from the sergeant. As we walked on 
down the footpath leading to the road Art spoke his mind to me. 
In passing by, we had been looking again at men whose current 
lot was one with which we were later to become intimately ac- 
quainted. We too were to remain for weeks in that environment of 
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evil stench, filth, heat, and death. “This place is a damn good 
place to leave!” he said. I was inclined to agree. 

In an hour we were back at our camp at Lunga Point, which by 
then looked comfortable and secure beyond words. In another fif- 
teen minutes we were bathing in the cool, fresh, fast-flowing waters 
of the Lunga River. 

So ended our first sniping venture. It was not spectacular in any 
sense of the word and it could by no means be regarded as a feat 
requiring courage. From a rifleman’s standpoint, it was not an in- 
dependent affair. It was a jackalish exploitation of another weap- 
on’s skillful employment. But two Japs were dead who would 
otherwise have been likely to survive! 
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NIGHT ON GUADALCANAL 

On Guadalcanal, dawn and sunset always came about the same 
time each day, regardless of the season. At six o’clock it would 
begin to get dark inside the jungle and the groves, and almost 
immediately afterward the entire island, beaches, grassfields and 
mountains, would be veiled in moon-mellowed purple. Being close 
to the equator, the sun rose and sank below the horizon much 
faster than in the latitudes we had come from. To those in rear 
areas, the darkness meant respite, because normally, with the ap- 
proach of night, the work on the beaches would be halted, details 
would return to their units, and all activity would cease until day 
break. 

If the planes or subs had that day reported any suspicious ship 
movements north of the island, we would move into our beach de- 
fense positions out near the water and stand watch. If there were 
no such reported movements, however, we would sleep in our tents, 
leaving small details at the guns to stand watch and alert us in 
case of trouble. 

Our tent area was in the palm groves near the water, close by 
our prepared beach defense positions. And at night each gun po- 
sition became a site of much friendly gossip. 

The men not entirely exhausted by the day’s labor would gather 
in little groups around the guns and talk in hushed tones of days 
gone by and of days to come. The present seemed to be left entirely 
out of every discussion, as though there was nothing worth noting 
in the days that were passing by. Only memories of the past and 
the prospects of better days to come were discussable topics to 
most infantry soldiers on Guadalcanal. 

Conversation centered mostly around the familiar soldier sub- 
jects of women, drinking, and city life. Only rarely was there any 
reference to the beautiful natural scenery surrounding us on all 
sides. As one of the “boys,” I was halfway afraid to call anyone’s 
attention to the unspeakably beautiful skies, the brilliantly blue 
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ocean, and the complementing effects wrought both by blinding 
sunlight and gorgeously mellow moonlight. The whole little world 
we were living in was, in one way of thinking, no less than a fairy- 
land of natural beauty, with its charm regrettably lost to the 
greater portion of us. This was so because of the entirely under- 
standable limitations imposed on all sense of appreciation by the 
absence of the comforts of home and the pleasures of family life. 

These little chats were usually conducted in or near the several 
shelters built close to the gun positions. The defense positions had 
originally been built by the Marines, and each unit taking them 
over had effected some improvement, so that by the time we moved 
in they were safe and comfortable indeed. They had all been dug 
as deep as the water level in the groves would permit, and then 
sandbagged up and revetted for almost complete protection. Am- 
munition in both open and unopened cases was stored conven- 
iently, and shelves were arranged within the gun positions so that 
hand grenades, spare parts, and accessories could be handily lo- 
cated. The separate pillboxes, strong points of the defenses, had 
been connected by communication trenches, deep enough to permit 
crawling between pillboxes on all fours. 

Most of the gun positions were logged-over with coconut trees 
and floored with box board dunnage to give the crew solid footing. 
The use of canvas ceiling in the construction of the positions elimi- 
nated the nuisance caused by dribbling sand, which would normally 
constitute quite a problem to gun crews in beach defense. Sand 
was always sifting down, getting into the working parts of the guns. 
It would be jarred continually by shell bursts, near and far, and 
if the covering of the logs was not made of canvas or some other 
sand-proof substance, the entire layer of sand on the roof would 
gradually sift through the logs and onto the gun and its crew. 

These defenses looked out to the waters of Lunga Point, over 
an inadequate tangle of barbed wire strung immediately in front 
in the tidewater. On the far side of the channel could be seen the 
island of Tulagi, and to the right the little thumblike upward pro- 
jection of Savo Island. The intervening waters comprised the burial 
ground of untold numbers of ships. With the moon fully out, the 
beauty of the scene was indescribable. The waters were nearly al- 
ways stilled at night to a glass-like smoothness, with no surf what- 
ever, just a gentle lapping against the farthest-in shelf of coral. 
The air was warm and usually laden with tropical fragrances. Only 
when the winds were active was the horrible odor of decomposing 
flesh brought to our present campsite. When that happened, all of 
the beauties of the night were blurred by a terrific stench of death 
itself, which I still remember as one of the most distasteful of all 
the sensations of war. 
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But we were never able to enjoy the moonlight for long in si- 
lence. The local stillness after sunset was more than compensated 
for by the increased sound transmitting quality of the night air. 
The heavy roar of artillery, both primary and secondary explosions, 
seemed to double in loudness during the night. This was not all 
illusion, for the guns actually were firing twice as much as through 
the day. 

The enemy preferred to do most of his offensive fighting during 
the hours of darkness, and this preference was as strange and fright- 
ening to our people as it proved to be foolish and costly to the Japs. 
In between the artillery salvos, the sound of scattered small arms 
fire was also clearly audible at night from our positions on the 
beach. It came from different inland directions. All through the 
night there would be shooting at some point of the compass in 
the groves or jungle. 

We were entertained from the waterside also. Our own and the 
Japanese ships gave us a nice performance in sound and fireworks 
each night. Depth charges would often be exploded close enough 
to us to rock our gun positions noticeably, the shock always occur- 
ring before we were able to hear the actual sound of the muffled 
explosion. All sorts of patrol craft were out in the channel indulg- 
ing in that sort of activity, many of them shooting off a long 
string of tracers now and then, presumably at some small Jap boat. 
Sometimes the sky would be lit up to noonday brilliancy by re- 
peated flashes of gunfire, and there would come booming across 
the water to us the sounds of what seemed to be a knockdown, 
dragout naval fight, although it was probably only a couple of de- 
stroyers. We always gazed awestruck at such exhibitions, specu- 
lating upon the magnitude of the fight going on and the possible 
effect of the outcome on ourselves. The men of my platoon, and 
thousands of other doughboys like them, were greatly concerned 
about our Navy. It was their only means of ever getting off that 
damned island. 

But of all the annoyances we had to put up with and of all the 
interesting displays we were privileged to watch, the most aggra- 
vating, and, at the same time, the most entertaining were the al- 
most nightly raids of the “Washing Machine Charlie” bombers. 
These bombers, large two-motored heavy jobs, came over almost 
every moonlit night. Many stories about them and their pilots 
were circulated about the Island. Several Marine signalmen told 
me that they had monitored in on the Jap frequency and listened 
to a Jap pilot speak in English, telling of his attendance at a San 
Francisco high school, and joking about it as he announced the 
dropping of each bomb. Others confirmed the story, claiming to 
have heard and recognized the same voice night after night saying: 
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“Well boys, here I am again, get into your holes, now; I’m going 
to lay an egg or two. Don’t worry, boys, this raid shouldn’t be hard 
to take. Wait until we start coming over with a hundred planes at 
a time instead of only three.” Then, they claimed, after he had 
dropped his bombs, he would speak a cheery goodbye before he 
turned to go back towards his base: “So long boys, take good care 
of the island down there and build us a nice landing field on it. 
We’ll be around in about a week to take it back. Sweet dreams!” 
I never heard any such voice over the radio, but it is possible that 
the story had some foundation. 

The threats, of course, were mainly bluff. The raids did little 
substantial damage. To our advantage, they had the effect of keep- 
ing the rear area people on their toes, and they gave everyone on 
the island something to talk about. After the first few we found 
them far more entertaining than frightening. 

These night raiders were liable to come over any time after 
darkness, but usually we had ample warning. Radar would pick 
them up an hour or so ahead of time. Then the “Condition Red” 
would be sounded throughout the rear area and all over the air- 
strip, and everyone would know what was going to happen. At 
that time we had no night fighters, so the only active measures 
taken were by the anti-aircraft artillery batteries. 

We would always remain in our bunks when the alarm was 
given, and for a few minutes afterward. No use to go out and be 
eaten up by the mosquitos until you knew that the planes were 
going to make their runs in your direction. A lot of the time they 
would go on across the channel to bomb the harbor and installa- 
tions at Tulagi, leaving us alone for an hour or so. And when they 
came back we would always be able to hear their motors long 
enough before they got overhead to give us plenty of time to get 
into our shelters. 

First the sound would come to us from an indefinite spot way 
up in the moonlit skies. And almost immediately the scissors-blade 
shafts of the searchlight beams would commence slicing through 
the darkness — groping for the least touch of a silvery wing tip or 
fuselage. 

The sound made by the Jap planes was for all the world like 
that of several old, worn out washing machines grinding away in 
some basement. It apparently was operational procedure for the 
Japs to throw their motors out of syncronization — some said it was 
intended to confuse our sound detectors, and render us unable to 
make an accurate estimate of the number of planes approaching. 
But whatever the intent, it held a definite advantage for us, be- 
cause we were nearly always able to identify the planes as Japanese 
by the sound of their motors alone. Once in a while, a close forma- 
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The Japanese always were quick to try any method , new or old , if it would 
enable them to get a little closer in. Barbed wire was one of our best means of 
preventing them from creeping up unnoticed. Pretty hard for a man to get 
through a good tangle of barbed wire without making himself heard. 

Watanabe here is using wire clippers , apparently to clear a way for himself 
and his buddies to get in and close. Not much of this sort of thing was done 
during the day , but some was in moonlight bright enough to permit observation 
and shooting. {Had we had those infra-red aiming devices on Guadalcanal 
we could have killed nearly all of these people.) 

If you shoot this man from a very short distance be sure and hit him away 
from the pouch he is carrying on his midriff. You might set off the detonators 
and the picric acid it probably contains. And if you only wound him he might 
pull a ready lanyard and do the same thing , blowing away the wire he would 
not have time to cut. Many Japanese sappers who crawled up to our positions 
kept suicide charges tied to their bodies with this idea in mind . 
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tion of our Hellcats would sound much like a single Jap plane, if 
the Hellcats were very high up, but this would not happen often. 
If we heard an even and regular drone, we could always be reason- 
ably certain that it was an American ship. 

When the Jap night bombers came, they nearly always remained 
well up in the sky — usually between 20,000 and 30,000 feet. Our 
guns kept them up there so high that their bombing was mainly 
guess work, and their antics in the face of our accurate anti-air- 
craft fire were sometimes amusing. 

It was the same sort of a show each night. They would come 
over and make their several runs on the field and the searchlights 
would promptly begin to seek them out. This searchlight activity 
would often be preceded by a blind barrage thrown up over the 
airstrip, intended to discourage any ambitious attempts to come 
in and lay one on our parked airplanes. The pencils of light would 
knife back and forth across the sky, bouncing now and then off a 
cloud, until one of them struck a bit of metal up there. Then, like 
a pack of wolves on a downed deer, all of the beams would con- 
verge, catching the hapless pilot and concentrating their altitude- 
waned candlepower to make him clearly visible at 25,000 feet. 

Then there would be a brief pause while things got under way 
at the 90mm batteries. During this time the planes, tracked pre- 
cisely by the searchlight beams, would hold steadily on their run. 
Then there would be repeated gun blasts from the ground close 
around us, a breathless period of suspense while the shells followed 
their long paths upward, and then the sky around the plane or 
flight of planes would be spotted with blossoming explosions. We 
would observe the silent puffing of the shell bursts around the 
target, thinking it amazing that we must wait so long to hear the 
sound of the explosion. We were in most cases unable to tell which 
sound was which, muzzle blast or explosions, because as burst after 
burst was sent up around the ships, and round after another was 
being fired by the batteries on the ground, the sounds began to 
confusingly blend into each other. 

The planes would continue, running a gauntlet of flying frag- 
ments, usually swerving only slightly to avoid the shells; but some- 
times rolling almost completely over from very close blasts. They 
generally stuck to their course. Hanging onto a direct course as the 
Japs did was a true test of courage because it enabled our batteries 
to plot the exact position of the plane in advance and place their 
bursts right on the button. It also enabled the Japs to occasionally 
ring the bell with their bombs. Some of them came very close to 
our positions at different times, missing the airstrip only a few hun- 
dred yards. And some of them made lucky hits on tents and shel- 
ters, killing and injuring a few men. But most of the bombing, 
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perhaps due to the high altitude from which the bombs were re- 
leased, was highly ineffectual. 

When a bomb did come down close to you, you had a good 
warning. The bomb itself would make a sho-sho-sho sound, not 
entirely unlike the sound of a crow’s wings beating the air in a 
struggle to gain initial altitude after jumping off a limb. You would 
be able to know that the bomb was coming your way several sec- 
onds in advance if the night were silent enough to permit listening 
for such a sound. Because of that noise-making characteristic of 
the Jap bombs, it became more or less standard procedure for us 
to sit on the edges of our shelters and watch the fireworks, waiting 
to duck into the holes until the last second. Air alerts had become 
so commonplace after our first ten days on the island that we ac- 
cepted them as a standard and necessary interruption of our normal 
night’s sleep and made the best of it. The worst loss of all was the 
sleep they caused us to skip and the exposure at night to the bite 
of Anopheles mosquitos. Some of us might have been spared ma- 
larial infection if we had not been forced out of our mosquito bars 
by the persistent “Condition Red” alarms. 

Night on Guadalcanal and the varied and numerous impressions 
it held will likely make it the most outstanding and enduring single 
memory in the minds of all men there during the fighting. It was 
full of many sensations so foreign to the things we had been used 
to: there were the vast differences in climate, the many natural 
jungle sounds, the crawling land crabs, the lizards rattling in the 
undergrowth. More than any natural phenomena though, we will 
remember the sounds of man’s own war in the jungle, the rattle 
of small arms fire, the roar of artillery, the drone of bombers over- 
head, and the blast of bombs striking the ground near us. There 
is no need now to separately evaluate the natural and the man- 
made effects. We know that the two types of disturbances — fear- 
creators, natural and artificial — combined effectively to make the 
place absolutely unforgettable. Night was the darker tint of green 
that made up our “green hell.” 
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FIGHTING BEYOND THE BEACHHEAD 

On the 16th of December our regiment (132nd Inf.) was attached 
tactically to the Second Provisional Marine Brigade and we were 
ordered to occupy Mount Austen (Hill 27) with a reinforced com- 
pany, and to later move the entire Third Battalion into the posi- 
tion. As this change was made, the First Battalion was ordered to 
move into the “switch position” as the Third moved out. 

On the same day the Regimental Intelligence Officer, Capt. 
Marty Kynett, led a patrol through the jungle to the foot of Mount 
Austen and bivouacked there for the night. He returned on the 
morning of the 17th with all reports negative. 

“L” Company was selected for the initial occupation of Mount 
Austen and was reinforced and moved up on the 17th. It got as 
far as the Kynett patrol had gone without difficulty, but just be- 
yond that point it ran into heavy enemy resistance and was placed 
under hot rifle and machine gun fire. The balance of the battalion 
moved forward to reinforce Company “L” as planned, arriving 
late the same day. The trail leading to the foot of Mount Austen 
was extremely rugged and cut through dense jungle, and the 
troops were too exhausted to attack when they arrived. Therefore, 
Lt. Col. Bill Wright, the battalion commander, completed a per- 
sonal reconnaissance and planned to attack at dawn. Because of the 
dense jungle and the Jap skill at camouflage, it was impossible to 
make an accurate estimate of enemy strength or even of their 
precise locations. But Wright went ahead, marked his flanks with 
smoke and called for a fighter bombing attack, which he hoped 
would have a softening effect on his objective. 

Wright’s attack got started on schedule but bogged down early 
in the day. The dive bombing, so frightening in sound and sight, 
actually had little effect. In those early days, with the develop- 
ment of air-ground liaison techniques still in the early stages and 
with the small knowledge we had of the effectiveness of different 
types of bombs in jungle terrain, we were all inclined to overesti- 
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mate at first the value of aerial bombardment. So it was with con- 
siderable disappointment that Wright’s battalion learned of the 
small results the air attack had had on the Japs. Actually, in the 
light of later experience, (which was to reveal the true values of the 
employment of tactical aircraft), such air support would probably 
never have been used. Its most telling result was alerting the enemy 
and warning them of the front which was later to be attacked by 
ground troops. 

Like the stout soldier he was, Bill Wright became understand- 
ably impatient at the initial delay of the attack, and at the first 
holdup, he ran forward to get the “squad picture” of the resistance. 
In so doing he was caught in the fire lane of a concealed Nambu 
and was raked across the short ribs with a burst of .25 caliber 
bullets. The wounds were fatal but death was not instantaneous. 
Several attempts were made to get him out of the fire-swept spot 
where he had fallen, but to no avail. Lieutenant Edward Dunne 
was seriously wounded in the same action, shot through the face. 
It was not until the afternoon that Marty Kynett led a patrol out 
front and managed to bring back Colonel Wright’s body. His death 
was a serious blow to the battalion, for Bill Wright was as well 
liked as any of our field officers. He had two brothers in the reg- 
iment, one commanding a company and one a staff sergeant in 
Second Battalion Headquarters. 

When news of his death reached us in the rear areas, the war, 
for many of us, began to take on a more serious outlook. Bill, like 
the other officers who were killed in the early action on the island, 
was a chap that no one seemed to be able to associate with the 
thought of death. 

Maj. Hoyne Sheldon, my old company commander of Camp 
Forrest days, took command of the battalion and ordered it to dig 
in at its foremost point of advance. He was replaced in a few hours 
by Major Lou Franco, former executive officer of the First. 

The setup remained static for the next few days, during which 
time the First Battalion was moved forward and placed in reserve. 
Franco had decided to reconnoiter to his front in force, rather than 
order a general attack. All of his patrols which were sent to conduct 
this reconnaissance determined by contact with the enemy the 
location of the Jap flanks. In the light of that intelligence, the First 
Battalion was detailed to hold on the left and the Third was moved 
to the right, strengthening the grip on the line along which the 
regiment was disposed. 

The operation had been steadily hampered by the primitive 
supply system forced on the unit by the terrain. Some improvement 
over hand-carrying methods was necessary if any measure of the 
battalions’ strength was to be employed in the assault. Carrying 
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parties were absorbing too many men from the already under- 
strength companies. 

The needed relief was soon provided through the efforts of a 
company of the 57th Engineers, who had been working desperately 
to build a jeep road along the axis of Edson’s Ridge. By the 20th 
this road had been pushed forward to the top of “Burnt Knob” 
(Hill 35). All of the Engineers’ work had been rendered much more 
difficult by persistent infiltrating and sniping around our left flank. 

There followed a several day period of semi-static fighting, with 
our First and Third Battalions holding and probing and the Japs 
doing the same thing. News of all this leaked back through official 
sources and the grapevine to the beach-bivouacking Second Bat- 
talion, now contemptuously referring to itself as the “unloading 
detail.” Our position on the beach became less and less enviable as 
time went on. Finally two of our boys accosted no less a personage 
than Major General Patch, and asked him — in almost as few words 
— “When in the hell are we going to fight?” The general told them 
not to worry, that they would get their chance very soon. But no 
change in orders was forthcoming for the next few days. 

There must have been a bit of uncertainty in all levels of com- 
mand on Guadalcanal at that time. There were no decent estimates 
of enemy strength available, and it seemed that the only thing to 
do was to move forward and find out. Actually that is what most 
likely had to be done, for I have never been able to find out what 
worthwhile intelligence was made available to the division or higher 
commanders. As far as the regiment was concerned, the enemy 
situation, other than that of contacted front line units, was highly 
vague throughout the entire campaign. 

So the commander was pretty nearly held to the procedure of 
basing his decisions on the estimates given by the units who were 
actually in contact with the enemy. This forced him to guess the 
strength and dispositions in enemy rear areas, and it naturally 
caused delay in the issuance of orders to tactical units. No com- 
mander likes to make up his mind without some enemy informa- 
tion. Consequently, troops were left sitting in the jungle in semi- 
defensive positions for long periods, trading fire with enemy 
patrols and front line pillboxes — getting nowhere fast. 

These key hills we were attempting to take, overlooking the 
tenable north tip of the island, were of the utmost importance to 
ourselves and to the enemy. As long as they remained in Japanese 
hands, the Japs would enjoy excellent observation of all of our 
unloading activities, and more importantly, they would also be 
able to see every plane take off the main fighter strip of Henderson 
Field. This observation would of course be all-important for them 
in the conduct of any counter offensive, especially should it involve 
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" Now Applejacky I'm a reasonable man , and Fve never expected too much 
of my subordinatesy but I must say I find it hard to understand why your outfit 
remains dug in at the same place for more than a week . I know you have had a 
hard time with casualties; maybe I was a little hasty last week in ordering you 
to assault those pillboxes with bayonets . But Fve been operating under a strain 
back here y too . Half of the Division Staff has been breathing down my neck 
for the last four days — the General wants to know what in hell is causing the 
delay. . . . Scuttlebutt has it that Fll be relieved in a week if something up 
your way doesn't move forward. 

“This leaves me no alternative but to. . . . What's that you say? Thirty 
litter cases — twelve more dead — more stuff coming over — building up in front? 
What do you mean , stone wall? 

“Now listen y Kid! Pull yourself together and pay attention to the Old Man. 
Fve looked that hill over from one end to the next from my 0P y and Fm con - 
vinced that you're overestimating the resistance. Things aren't as bad as you 
think. 

“Another thing to consider is that you're a professional soldiery and Fm 
your superior officer. Fm giving you a simple order to take that damn hill and 
then dig in and hold there at all costs! And you do that within the next four 
hours; understand? 

“Yeah? Welly if you don't feel equal to the job just turn the outfit over to your 
second in command and report back here to me. Fll package you up and send 
you back to the General — with a very neat letter of transmittal! 

“Over and out!" 
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the employment of artillery or tactical aircraft. It is almost im- 
possible to fight intelligently when you cannot see. 

So again it was the Infantryman who suffered from the unusual 
circumstances. He had to wait and hold his ground in those highly 
untenable jungle wastes while some sort of a plan was devised. 
And the waiting was far from pleasant. All of the jungle in which 
our unit was deployed during those days was made up of huge trees 
of tropical rain forest varieties, mostly of the buttress rooted type, 
which reached their straight trunks up to great heights before 
spreading their branches to form the absolutely sun proof roof. 
The ground spaces in between the trunks were crowded with a 
dense undergrowth of huge ferns, thorny growth, and all sorts of 
vines and palmetto-like plants. The jungle floor was made up of 
centuries of accumulated debris, rotted and decaying logs and 
leaves, all lying on top of yellowish clay which would hold moisture 
like a sponge. Visibility from the ground was almost nil. You 
could not see ten feet in front of yourself except when looking down 
a trail. 

In such country the advantage was overwhelmingly in favor of 
the defender. Silent movement was a virtual impossibility, and 
while the poor visibility, of course, worked two ways, it was never- 
theless much easier to lurk in such cover and see your enemy 
approach than to go out and look for him. If you were defensively 
hidden by the side of a trail, you had but to remain quiet, with 
your weapon ready, and wait for your enemy to expose himself. 
When he did it was easy to kill him because the range would seldom 
be more than thirty yards — often much less than ten. (It was this 
that accounted for the extremely high ratio of killed and wounded 
in some jungle battles; you were nearly always so close that you 
could not miss the vital body areas with a rifle, pistol, or subma- 
chine gun.) 

During this period of what seemed to be command indecision, 
the mission given to the committed portion of the regiment was 
that of cutting the “East-West” supply trail, upon which it was 
assumed the local enemy forces were dependent for supply and 
evacuation. Patrols that were sent out into suspect areas, however, 
failed to locate such a trail, though they did run into scattered 
enemy resistance. 

The only decisive achievement of the units so far had been the 
gaining of a foothold on the slopes of Hill 31, which permitted 
serious planning for the capture and consolidation of the entire 
hill. Such a gain would facilitate the ultimate attack against Hill 
27, final objective of the regiment in the first phase of its Guadal- 
canal fighting. 

The persistent efforts of the two battalions met with the first 
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large measure of success when the Third Battalion took the crest 
of Hill 31 late in the afternoon of the 22nd of December. Holdings 
were successfully consolidated in the new and advantageous posi- 
tion, and engineers had managed to push their road through Burnt 
Knob, shortening hand-carrying trail distance considerably and 
greatly increasing the volume of supplies transported forward. 

Major Franco attacked again on the morning of the 24th driv- 
ing the enemy southward to a point about 250 yards from his 
starting point, Hill 31. After this substantial gain he was counter- 
attacked in force and subjected to heavy machine gun and rifle 
fire. This forced his leading elements first to halt and then to 
sacrifice a certain amount of their gain to adjust and dig in a de- 
fensive line. 

After that, the situation stagnated again. An attack on the fol- 
lowing day gained little ground although the entire three rifle com- 
pany strength of the unit was cooperatively employed at one 
time, leaving only the heavy weapons company in reserve. In their 
first series of actions, the regiment was tasting the very worst 
sort of fighting in the Japanese repertoire — defense in the jungle. 
Our organization and equipment allotments at that time were not 
properly based on concepts of jungle fighting, and no one had 
advised us to make those alterations and allotments of weapons 
and men, as should have been done. For instance, our heavy weap- 
ons companies were just in the process of learning the jungle limi- 
tations of their weapons, and many valuable hours and much effort 
were wasted in moving weapons and ammunition into areas of jun- 
gle where they could not possibly be used. Also, we had not de- 
veloped methods of observation that were later to come into being, 
and were therefore unable to employ our mortars. Officers were 
uninformed as to the uses to which water-cooled machine guns 
could be put to in the jungle simply because there was no one 
present who had sufficient experience. So for the most part, the use 
of that splendid weapon was lost to units in the offence, though it 
was properly revered for its value in defense fighting. 

Many of us realized at the time that the days we were passing 
through constituted a period of blind groping similar to that which 
had been the lot of our early fighters in the last war. Here was 
something forced upon us by the shortsightedness of our national 
leaders and our whole pacifist people, who had insisted on drawing 
the purse-strings on national defense in peace to save dollars which 
would later be paid for in lives. Half of the lives that were lost on 
Guadalcanal were lost solely because of a greenness that could have 
easily been overcome with proper training, and because of a short- 
age of equipage which had been designed years previously, but for 
which mass-production methods had not been devised — because of 
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this same shortsighted economy. No wonder our fighting progress 
was slow. 

A brief probing with small patrols soon revealed that the Third 
Battalion was facing a veritable stone wall of Japanese defensive 
positions. Large numbers of tenacious little brown soldiers were 
dug in on the forward slope of a low ridge in a line which extended 
nearly the full length of the Third Battalion’s front. Heavily logged 
and sodded pillboxes were the key points. They were spaced close 
together with openings so arranged and with lanes so cut that fire 
would be mutually protecting. 

In approaching one pillbox to silence its gun, our people would 
invariably run into the fire of another. In the words of Lt. Don 
Hogan: “It would cost us one or two men to find the direction the 
fire was coming from, then it would cost us two more men to get 
up to the back door. When we finally got on the dome it was easy 
to kill the crew, just like rats in a trap, but getting ourselves out 
was likely to cost us more. Not very good trading — one for one, 
or even worse, all the time.” 

It was the strongest point in the makeup of the Jap Infantry- 
man — his ability to carry on a stubborn, do-and-die, sacrificial 
defense. For although the Jap directives of that period belittled 
the wisdom of any defense — and emphasized, above everything 
else, the marvelous capabilities of the Japanese Infantryman in the 
attack — it soon became very apparent to us that the Jap was as 
stubborn and cunning in the defense as he was stupid and suicidal 
in the assault. Japanese self appraisal was in this case 100% wrong. 

On Christmas Day the Second Battalion, still back in the beach- 
head area, enjoyed a turkey dinner. All of the trimmings were 
there, including cranberry sauce. A special supply ship from Aus- 
tralia had been sent over for the purpose of supplying all of the 
kitchens with frozen birds and fresh vegetables. We ate to our 
hearts content, but nevertheless put in a full day’s work. It had 
naturally never been expected that we would take even an hour 
off. The fight was going on stronger than ever on Christmas Day 
for our Third and First Battalions. 

The Third had attacked again on Christmas Day, jumping off 
at daylight with the previously made allotment of strength, all 
three rifle companies in the assault, only the heavy weapons com- 
pany in reserve. All forward elements were pinned down by intense 
fire during the first minutes of the advance. Because of this, the 
ground gained was negligible. Desperate, Franco attempted to out- 
flank the Jap positions, and, in so doing, over-extended his front- 
age. It was realized then that frontal attack was out of the ques- 
tion, and that the one battalion could not hold and flank at the 
same time. The only solution would be to have another force go 
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Japanese were not all either skinny and scrawny or chubby and bow-legged . 
Some of them were magnificent examples of what a Spartan existence can do 
for the body beautiful. Starved prisoners were usually emaciated , but many of 
the freshly killed were muscled and framed like the soldier depicted. 

The Japanese are nearly all athletic enthusiasts. Some of the finest acrobats 
and tumblers in the world come from Honshu. Despite the size handicap they 
have done well in certain branches of international athletic competition. 

Aside from athletic accomplishment y the little brown brothers are able to do 
long hours of hard work. If someone else is there to furnish the brains a corps of 
Jap laborers could move a mountain. Any American who has seen the pro- 
digious diggings in the hills of Guadalcanal or Burma or Okinawa can verify 
that. 

This man swinging the pick is digging a gun emplacement. Maybe he has 
first marched thirty miles with a full pack to warm himself up. , . . 
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around — widely around — Franco’s front, and outflank or envelop 
the enemy force. 

With that idea in mind, the First Battalion was ordered to move 
generally south and attack the enemy’s right flank. The movement 
of the First Battalion, commanded by Lieutenant Colonel Ripstra, 
took more than a day. It got into its assembly area in the evening 
and jumped off the following morning. It immediately ran into 
resistance and during the ensuing confusion it was discovered that 
because of an error in jungle navigation, the assault elements had 
not gone far enough inland (east). As a result, they were unable 
to properly debouch for an attack; they were too close to the Third 
Battalion. 

In an attempt to make the best of an unfortunate situation, 
Major Franco withdrew his forward elements a short distance and 
laid down a heavy concentration of artillery fire on the Japs to 
his front, attacking as soon as the fire was halted. But it was no 
use. The Japs had either remained steadfastly in their positions, 
or else had withdrawn for the duration of the barrage and reoccu- 
pied while Franco’s attack was getting under way. 

A stalemate continued through the remainder of December, with 
activities confined to artillery and patrol operations with the ex- 
ception of a single small-scale fiasco. This incident involved a 
hurried withdrawal of Blank Company elements, who failed to wait 
for the members of an anti-tank gun crew to carry back the parts 
of a weapon which they had laboriously manhandled up to the 
front lines to use in blasting pillboxes. Stories leaked back to us, 
telling of a hot-headed anti-tank sergeant standing up during the 
“withdrawal” and calling the fleeing men bitter and picturesque 
names. According to the story he remained there frothing at the 
mouth while the group wilted away, and left the scene only after 
he had been completely deserted. When the lost ground was re- 
taken it was found that the most important part of the gun, the 
barrel, had been appropriated by the Japs. The sergeant has never 
forgiven the men of Company Blank for leaving him in that em- 
barrassing position. 

The regimental commander had for weeks past been steadily 
requesting the use of the Second Battalion, which was still cooling 
its heels while unloading supplies back on the beachhead. But the 
unloading was a highly necessary task and the unit could not be 
spared. Those of us in the unit were discontent with our role of 
a provisional port QM battalion, as I have previously stated, but 
that did not change the situation. It was not until the last day of 
the year 1942 that it was felt that we could be spared, at which 
time we were told to get the hell ready and be quick about it. 
With the realization that “This is really it?” we set about the 
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task of clearing out of our areas on the beach and turning them 
over to some combat weary Marines, who were damned glad, by 
their own admission, to get the well deserved rest. 

I went with Captain Cosby, my company commander, to attend 
the meeting in which we were informed of the plans the regimental 
staff had made for committing the Second Battalion. We learned 
that there was going to be a change in regimental commanders, 
another sample of things that troops must put up with from time 
to time. Most of us were enormously fond of the old man, and it 
was with great regret that we saw him leave the regiment. Colonel 
Nelson had been my regimental commander for many months 
through our training period in the states and overseas. All of us 
had more or less of a lump in our throats when he said goodbye. 
But our feeling of loss was alleviated somewhat by the realization 
that we, the “Non-Fighting Second Battalion,” were going to be 
committed at last. And we found that our mission was to be a 
thrilling one indeed. We were to make the proposed wide sweep 
around to the left — wider than any yet attempted — and attack the 
enemy’s extreme right flank or rear and the long contested, hard 
sought for Hill 27 was to be our battalion objective. It gave us an 
inflated feeling. The pivot point of the current Guadalcanal oper- 
ation, Mount Austen itself! We ran back to our companies like a 
group of recessed school boys, anxious to break the news. 
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The regimental plan, like nearly all workable combat schemes, 
was simplicity itself. It called for a three pronged thrust against 
the Japanese position, two of the prongs being holding or diver- 
sionary attacks directed from rather predictable frontal points. 
The third effort was planned to strike a heavier blow, with the 
advantage of surprise, against a possibly unalerted flank or rear. 
And the Second Battalion was selected for this vital role because 
of its relative freshness. Of course, any of the three units might be 
called upon, by circumstances, to put forth an effort greater than 
the other two, but it had seemed most likely to Colonel Nelson and 
the cagey Major Luther Adams, Regimental Operations Officer, 
that the flanking show would offer the best chances. So Colonel 
Ferry’s Second Battalion was selected to swing out the long, loop- 
ing left hook which, it was desperately hoped, would administer 
the final knockout blow to the Jap garrison defending Hill 27. 

The simplicity of the plan by no means indicated that its ex- 
ecution would be easy. The terrain itself would present plenty of 
obstacles. We knew, for instance, that one of the greatest single 
problems of the operation would be that of getting the three attack 
forces into the proper assembly areas and to have them jump off 
in proper timing when the attack began. Aside from the obvious 
danger of encountering enemy outposts while still en route to the 
assembly areas, the initial difficulties boiled down to a problem in 
jungle navigation — an art which was certainly not well developed 
in our unit at that time. To cope with that problem the battalion 
possessed two definite assets. One was the perseverance and never- 
be-discouraged attitude of its commander, Lieutenant Colonel 
Ferry, and the other was the uncanny sense of direction and gen- 
eral terrain-wisdom of its executive officer, Major Wirt Butler. 
Added to that, of course, was the accepted competence of the 
unit’s officers and non-coms who were to lead the patrols and locate 
the trails to be used. 

76 
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The value of this ability to find one’s way in the jungle is often 
belittled by beginners who put forth the idea that any officer or 
platoon leading non-com must have it as a prerequisite to leader- 
ship. Actually, I know of no single leadership deficiency which has 
caused so much confusion in jungle operations as in that one simple 
matter. And I know of few other phases of training which I would 
consider as important as that of teaching the individual to find 
his way around. The only possible way to learn is by experience, 
unless the trainee happens to have been born and bred in jungle 
country. General Orde C. Wingate, whom many adjudge to be one 
of the great all-time masters of jungle warfare, made a definite 
point, during his early Burma operations, of holding the senior 
officer in each of his columns personally responsible for the navi- 
gation of the unit. The job of getting our unit to the right place 
was properly given to Wirt Butler. 

That assignment and others were meted out by Colonel Ferry 
at the meeting of battalion officers, held immediately following 
the receipt of instructions from the regimental commander. 

On hearing the description of the jungle we were going to have 
to move through it was decided to split up the heavy weapons 
company, and to form two lightly equipped and armed platoons 
to move with the assault echelon, and one larger unit to later bring 
up the 8imm mortars and water-cooled Brownings. The colonel 
saw no use for the heavies, in that particular engagement, and de- 
cided to have them brought up later. He also knew the wisdom of 
using maximum fire power wherever possible, but to attempt to 
bring heavy machine guns over the tortuous approach to our ob- 
jective would have only resulted in a hopeless overloading of per- 
sonnel. It would have also made the column more vulnerable to 
ambush. If we had had animal transport and some assurance of 
continued air-drop supply (such as I was later to see so beautifully 
demonstrated during service with Merrill’s Marauders in Burma) 
it would have been an entirely different story. As it was, we were 
unable to carry more than four minutes of fire per gun with the 
understrength squads we had. Besides, in the event of a reversion 
from the offensive to the defensive it would be lifesaving to have 
the heavies held fresh in reserve. 

The same story held for heavy mortars. We left them back also. 
Their ammunition transport problem would have been even greater 
than the machine guns, and their weight made it even more nec- 
essary to temporarily leave them behind. Only about half of the 
heavy weapons company’s strength had moved out with the as- 
sault echelon; the two components of it were commanded by Art 
Hantel and “Cowboy” Simmons, another Lieutenant in “H” Com- 
pany, leaving me behind. I was to remain back with the reserve 
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.30s and my active role in the operation would not begin until those 
weapons were called for. 

It did not look as though I was going to get in any sniping for 
a while. I did, however, obtain permission to visit the assault 
echelon as I saw fit during its advance to the assembly area and 
beyond, in order to keep myself abreast of the situation. 

The battalion was shortly relieved in its beach defense position 
by a Marine unit, the regimental designation of which I do not 
remember. Besides the dug-in positions, we passed on to the Ma- 
rines several permanently installed dual-purpose 37mm guns which 
were mounted in beach defense sites overlooking the waters of 
Lunga Point. 

In walking around the area where we had installations placed 
in extensive palm groves, I first became fully aware of the vast 
amount of weapons and equipment which falls into the hands of a 
battalion that receives a static beach defense mission. We had 
large numbers of .50 caliber MGs mounted all over the beach, 
with tons of ammunition heaped nearby. The Marine officers who 
accompanied me throughout the tour of these defenses had a few 
laughing remarks to make about the great increase in the number 
of weapons gained with each successive occupation. 

It had definitely become a tendency for the unit assigned to the 
defense of the Lunga Beach area to steal every possible metal- 
throwing big weapon it could lay its hands on, because guns in 
that kind of a setup need not be carried. Once installed, each new 
weapon became another bit of fire power, which we all knew might 
sometime become precious. When the first unit had started to 
organize the beach defenses, they were suffering an extreme short- 
age of guns, but as more and more ships came in, that situation 
continued to remedy itself nicely. 

As soon as we had managed to turn over our assorted collection 
of guns to the Marines, we also began to get rid of a lot of extra 
impedimenta, both personal and organizational, that we had 
gathered in the year we had been overseas. Some of it we stored, 
mostly the personal items for which we would perhaps later have 
some use. The extra bits of organizational equipment we managed 
to give away to others who might need them. These items were 
extra rifles, pistols, Reising guns, ammunition of assorted calibers, 
and various other things. The Marines, who were especially hungry 
for Mi rifles, got the lot. 

After disposing of the excess property, we moved down to the 
junction of Wright road and the beach trail, where we set up a 
comfortable camp for the part of the company that was to remain 
behind. It was in another segment of the coconut grove, which, 
with minor breaks, extended all of the way around the island. It 
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The Chinese have jot a long time referred to the Japanese as “ Monkey 
People” There are a few justifications for this: some few of the Japanese 
have receding chins and other monkeylike features , and many of them can 
climb trees with the greatest of ease. 

The soldier shown is walking up a slightly slanting coconut palm , where he 
will post himself as a “ sniper .” If he were going up to observe or to pick coco- 
nuts he would have left his rifle and ammunition on the ground. 

To me it seems fantastic that snipers actually were posted in the tops of nut 
palms. Vve climbed them myself and found them very poor places to stay. Their 
tops are infested with a large red ant y which will literally eat you alive if you 
remain for any length of time. I guess the Japs must have had some sort of 
effective insect repellant to keep them off their bodies. 

The split-toed sneakers worn on this Jap's feet make this sort of climbing 
very easy for him. The soles are treaded to grip anything , and the separated 
big-toe feature permits him to grip and feel his footing much better than he 
could with regular shoes , 
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was high-floored in comparison with previously occupied areas, and 
it was less inclined to become muddy because of the very shallow 
top soil. The coral was only two inches from the top sod, showing 
clean white at the first stroke of an entrenching shovel. Within 
our area there was a huge pit, from which a preferred type of coral 
was being quarried — machine-gouged for paving purposes, to use 
on both roads and air runways. 

We had barely begun to get organized in our new area when our 
first two platoons jumped off, moving with the assault echelon of 
the battalion. They were now armed with BARs and rifles, and 
organized into BAR teams instead of MG squads, as they finally 
faced their long-delayed commitment to combat. A last (and 
somewhat laughable) touch of grimness was noticeable in face and 
hand smearings of grease paint, a greenish and intolerably messy 
substance which was meant to camouflage your face in the jungle. 
Later we got wise and abandoned its use, but at first all of the men 
were wearing it. If it had no other effect it certainly did manage 
to make an outfit look weird — a bunch of green uniforms with 
green hands and heads sticking out of them. I said goodbye to 
them all as they left, feeling as they did, that it all was a sort of 
anti-climax. It had come rather late for the company and it had 
not come to me at all. I did not find much consolation in the 
thought that the war would be a long one, with plenty of oppor- 
tunities to get killed. Memories of my impatient attitude then have 
since provided me with numerous laughs, especially on many oc- 
casions when I was able to think back on it from a hot spot in the 
middle of a raging fire fight. 

It had bothered me a bit to see Hantel leave. He had been my 
closest friend since I had been in “H” Company, and I knew him 
well enough to be sure that he would be constantly taking risks. 
But somehow I felt sure that he would come out alive. I guess I 
automatically included him in my own, personal illusion of immor- 
tality. He was too entirely full of fun to get killed, it seemed. 

We completed our rear-area camp in a day, not attempting to 
make ourselves too comfortable, because of likelihood of being 
called up at any moment. I saw to it that the guns were in good 
shooting shape and ready to go, and I made a thorough check on 
the organization to see that I was properly set to move on ten 
minutes notice, night or day. After that, I constantly visited the 
regimental command post in order to keep myself up to date on 
the Second Battalion’s progress and the overall regimental picture. 
And as soon as I found time, I went forward to see Colonel Ferry 
and get a picture of things on the ground. At the time I went, the 
battalion had been out one day and had completed the first third 
of their semi-circular route toward the enemy’s purportedly un- 
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suspecting right rear. This was a distance of less than four miles, 
but it was over some of the most nearly impassable terrain and 
“impenetrable” jungle that I have seen during my life. 

I took time out, before I started on a second trip, in order to 
check my rifle, and see if there had been any change in the sight 
adjustments or any warpage of the stock. To do this I simply 
climbed down into the coral-quarry near the tents of our camp, 
and shot from one wall to the other, after warning the bulldozer 
operators who might have gotten into my line of fire. For a target 
I used a cardboard box with a four inch bull smeared on with red 
China-chalk. 

For the first time, the weapon had changed its zero and I had 
to do a rebed job on the stock in order to get the group back to 
small size and keep it centered in the bull. This took the better 
part of an afternoon and the resighting took an hour or so, so I 
missed my second day’s visit to the battalion, though news came 
in through the regimental command post that it was still pro- 
ceeding on its route, still without enemy contact. 

The next day I filled my belt with some of an especially good 
lot of Denver Ordnance M-2 ammunition, which I found to shoot 
with consistency and accuracy, (unusual for 150-grain cartridges) 
and got ready for the receipt of orders to join the battalion. The 
unit, because of the expired time, could not possibly be more than 
a few hundred yards from Hill 27. In other words, all hell was 
liable to break loose at any minute. 

I left word behind for Sergeant Prunckle to be ready to move 
the unit up to the regimental command post on my call, assuming 
that it would undoubtedly be routed from that point to join the 
battalion when Colonel Ferry began yelling for his machine guns. 
Then I went up to the regimental command post to get the latest 
hot dope. 

It was on this trip that I first saw our new regimental com- 
mander, Colonel George, and the impression was a lasting one. I 
had, of course, heard of the colonel previously, for his reputation 
as a skilled leader and a capable officer had gotten well around on 
the island. Back on New Caledonia, too, his reputation as a fine 
pistol shot and enthusiastic deer hunter had been legend. He had 
gathered together on New Caledonia a selected group of officers 
and men and made them into a fine outfit — the Mobile Combat 
Reconnaissance Squadron. The squadron did a grand job on “Ca- 
nal” prior to his being transferred to the command of the 132nd 
Infantry. 

From a distance the colonel was not impressive in appearance. 
He was a small man, very short in stature, but his knotted figure 
possessed a wiriness and a muscularity which would have been a 
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source of pride to a distance runner. His weather-beaten, sun- 
tanned face, Indian-like in profile, was equally impressive. It could 
freeze into an impassive and merciless mask — or it could break 
into a flashy, warming smile. He was richly gifted with every nat- 
ural quality of leadership, possessing a spark of personal magnet- 
ism that gained friendship, instant respect, and devotion from all 
his military subordinates. It is not difficult to describe him, for 
the picture he created is a bright and enduring one. 

Until ordered not to do so by higher authority, Colonel George 
wore shorts made out of fatigue trousers, exposing a pair of mus- 
cular, knotted calves, scrawny, and devoid of all surface flesh. 
They were pure muscle, with the veins standing out directly be- 
neath the dead-oak-leaf colored skin. He often went about stripped 
to the waist, his weapons carried on a heavy web belt. These weap- 
ons were only two, a handmade knife with a beautiful handle of 
selected New Caledonian staghorn, and a National Match .45 
Colt, which he could shoot with rifle accuracy. The belt of weapons 
complimented his appearance — he seemed to wear them as though 
they were part of him, and so they nearly were. For headgear he 
wore a green fatigue hat, brim usually turned up all around and 
cocked sidewise to accentuate a bantam-rooster walk and generally 
aggressive mein, making a fighting cock the best non-human 
counterpart of our regimental commander. He seldom wore insig- 
nia, not for any fear of Japs — just one of his eccentricities, like 
his ordering the personnel in the unit to curb their profanity, while 
he in no way modified or altered the use of his own indescribably 
picturesque vocabulary. He could chin himself with either arm in 
his fortyish youth, and he could run 100 yards in close to ten 
seconds. 

More than any other of his tributes from junior officers, I re- 
member one given by a captain named Zimmerman. He said of 
Colonel George, when he first heard that he was coming over the 
regiment: “The first time you see him you like him; the first order 
he gives you you joyfully obey. After he has commanded an outfit 
for a week he invariably has the absolute loyalty and devotion of 
every man in his unit.” Time made evident the truth of the cap- 
tain’s statement. 

The circumstances of my first seeing this fireball regimental 
commander were dramatic. Capt. Clyde Joy and myself were try- 
ing to hunt down a “sniper” who had been reportedly harassing 
the supply trail to the Third Battalion. Joy and I went up to the 
suspect spot in a hurry. (I had arrived for my visit to the Regi- 
mental S-3 to get the dope on the progress of my battalion.) A 
frightened man had come running down the trail, yelling hyster- 
ically that he had been shot by a sniper who “just missed me a few 
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The peasant background of the average Japanese soldier was not completely 
a disadvantage. With Pvts. Yamamoto and Ito so used to carrying two hundred 
pound loads of rice seedlings on their backs , it became a small problem to teach 
them to lug heavy equipment over long jungle trails. Here we see a dismantled 
artillery piece — several mule loads in our army — being manhandled into 
position. 

We found these guns in the darndest places ; some of them were deep in the 
jungle where there was no ceiling clearance to allow firing , but others were on 
high ground where they could be effectively laid. Lots of the artillery fire we 
received came from very unexpected directions — inland y from the heavily 
jungled mountains . 

And here the Jap Officer deserves much credit , too. He had carefully ap- 
praised the staying power of his men on such long , heavily loaded marches , 
and he didn’t make the mistake of underestimating. Japanese Infantry were , I 
think y the first doughboys in the world to learn that there is no such thing as an 
impenetrable jungle. . . . 
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inches.” I was skeptical from the beginning, but Joy and I never- 
theless decided to investigate the matter. We proceeded up the 
trail to a point near the “sniping” incident. With all of my mis- 
trust of the man’s judgment of bullet sound, I still did not feel 
like walking upright down the middle of the trail and neither did 
Joy. So we sat off to the edge and strained our eyes, trying to find 
a sign of the sniper at ground level or in one of the many big, 
shadowy-leaved, knotted and vine-tangled trunks of the many 
trees around us. With a fair-sized fire fight less than 1,000 yards 
away, I felt certain that it was the snap of some deflected Amer- 
ican or high aimed Jap bullet that had scared the soldier. 

As we intensified our search of the foliage for our possible enemy 
I began to wish that I had brought my field glasses along. There 
were so many suspicious shadows which I could better examine 
with the aid of binoculars. When I shortly saw a man come up 
from the regimental end of the trail with a pair of glasses in his 
hand, I naturally decided to make use of him. “Hey soldier!” said 
I in a stage whisper, “Look up in that big tree at the bend in the 
trail, fourth limb up, and tell me if that is a man hidden in the 
ferns.” The soldier with the glasses looked but said nothing, seem- 
ing to take much too long a time to focus the eyepieces. I became 
impatient. “C’mon,” I yelled, “Tell me what the hell’s up there!” 
The soldier then complied, speaking back with a crispness of tone 
alarmingly out of keeping with his buck-private-rear-rank appear- 
ance. “Nothing up there but a bunch of damned leaves,” he 
grunted, and the Colonel whom I had been calling “soldier” then 
turned and walked back to the CP, having satisfied himself that 
the sniper report had been a false alarm. Joy immediately came 
over and informed me of my mistake, which was needless, for I had 
recognized an unmistakable ring of authority in the man’s voice. 

Captain Cosby introduced us back at the CP a few minutes 
later. The colonel waved aside my attempted apologies, grabbed 
my hand with tempered steel fingers, and turned me to face the 
crowd at the CP. “Look here,” he exclaimed heartily to the staff, 
“It is an occasion of a sort when blood brothers meet. Here’s 
another officer named George, and he flattered the hell out of me 
a minute ago by calling me ‘soldier.’ Get him a drink, someone!” 
The last few words were in jest — there was no liquor to be had, 
as far as the colonel or I knew — (though I was to learn that there 
was — that very night). 

The Second Battalion was still feeling out its route, trying to 
locate itself exactly before it jumped off in the attack. Without 
maps or adequate aerial photos, the job of navigating through the 
jungle and swamps was proving to be a nightmare. Learning just 
that much, which wa 6 almost nothing, I returned to my camp. 
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The battalion had not yet fired a single shot, and in alerting my 
gang in the groves, telling them to be ready to leave on a moment’s 
notice, I had done something unnecessary and harmful. As I saun- 
tered back along the crest of Bloody Knoll, my unfired rifle slung 
on a peculiarly tired shoulder, I felt a little disgusted with myself 
and the world. It was beginning to get dark when I arrived at my 
tent and told the men the news. I told them to all turn in, except 
the minimum number of guards, and get some rest. The damned 
waiting was becoming a war of nerves. I went to sleep thinking 
about the effects of keeping an outfit which was eager for combat 
waiting nine months on New Caledonia, and then moving them 
forward to fight at such a continuous snail’s pace. 

This last bit of waiting might prove to be especially demoral- 
izing. We were camped just below the aid station, where each day 
numbers of wounded, sick, and dead were brought back past our 
area — some of them close friends of mine and my men. 

We would all like something to take our minds off it for a while 
— something besides an air raid, which, on that moonlit night, was 
all that we could reasonably expect. 
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RAISIN JACK 

That night we were bombed again. I had hardly gone to sleep 
when the “Condition Red” was called out from a nearby Marine 
Command Post, and shortly we were listening to the irregular 
droning of Jap motors way up above the thin clouds. Loath to 
endure the discomforts of our slit trench shelters, the most of us 
continued to lay in our bunks, waiting until the last minute to 
climb out into our holes. 

The “last minute” was not long in coming this time, for almost 
immediately after we first detected sound of the motors we heard 
the familiar “Sho-Sho-Sho” sound directly above. Jumping out of 
our nets, we scampered like rats for our foxholes, tripping, cursing, 
and being eaten alive in our half nakedness by swarming Anopheles 
mosquitos. 

“Turn out that light, Goddamn it!” “For Krist’s sake, why don’t 
you get in your own damn hole?” “What the hell is the matter 
with that damn air force of ours?” “Why don’t they get one of our 
planes up there and shoot the bastards down?” — “Why did we 
have to camp on a Goddamn bomb target when we had the whole 
Goddamn beach to pick from?” 

Those and a thousand other cries filled the grove for a while, 
then, when everyone was secure in his shelter — concentrating on 
listening to the drone from above, a stillness gradually spread 
through the grove. 

I had crawled into my hole along with the rest because it was 
evident, from the general direction in which the mass of tentatively 
weaving searchlight beams were pointing, that the planes were 
more or less directly above our area. And I got underground just 
in time to hear the first bomb explode about 400 yards south of 
us. The first one in the stick, that is. 

The next hit about 300 yards away only a second later, and 
another followed in line, striking terrifyingly close. We all crouched 
deeper in our shelters, knowing that the next of the string would 
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explode within our area, and waited with our hearts in our mouths. 
If we got away unscathed by the next bomb we would be able to 
stop worrying for a while because the remainder of the stick would 
go beyond us. Lifetimes seemed to tick away during the ten seconds 
we waited, though the actual period of suspense was so minute 
that it could hardly have been measured on a stop watch. The 
“Sho-Sho-Sho” grew louder and louder, indicating for sure that 
the bomb would hit our camp dead center. And that is exactly 
what it did — but it fortunately detonated in the top of a palm 
tree, exploding with a blinding flash and an earth-shaking roar. 
Particles of fronds and smashed coconuts were driven into the 
ground by the blast, and bits of pulverized palm rained down for 
a matter of minutes. There was a period following the blast while 
the men speculated individually on the number killed and while 
the remaining bombs in the stick went boom-boom-booming away 
from us that also seemed at least a century in duration. 

Beyond us, the planes were now paying for their fun. The search- 
light beams had caught them and the first rounds of AA fire were 
already on the way up. The initial flak explosions were very close, 
but did not knock planes down. Additional batteries quickly 
opened up, and in a moment the formation of three planes was 
cavorting madly about in highly disturbed and fragment-filled air. 
As I made my check to see who of my own were hurt I hoped that 
the damn crew members of those planes would all be hit. 

My check was miraculously negative. Not a man was hit, and 
only two men were complaining of temporary deafness and ringing 
in the ears. A check by the medics would reveal if their eardrums 
were broken. (I correctly assumed that they would not be, as 
neither of the men was in great pain.) The damned planes got 
away; none was shot down. All we could do was to hope that they 
had been fragment riddled so that they would not make it back. 

Before going back to bed after the raid I decided to visit the 
kitchen and see if there might be a cup of coffee handy. As I walked 
beneath the fly I heard a peculiar sounding “pop.” It came from 
the stove side of the kitchen layout, where a bunch of men were 
gathered. This “pop” was followed by a gurgle as some sort of 
liquid was poured into a canteen cup. Then slurred words were 
heard in the darkness. “Drink it pretty quick, buddy,” said a voice 
which I recognized as belonging to the mess sergeant, “if you leave 
it in that cup very long the inside’ll turn black. Probably turns 
your own insides black the same way. And don’t let the lieutenant 
find out that you’ve got it. He don’t drink himself, and he thinks 
that anyone who does is a damn fool.” 

It was obvious that I had not made enough noise in approaching 
the kitchen. 
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I was just about to leave and return with more fanfare, kicking 
and humming on the way, when the sergeant turned suddenly and 
looked directly my way, recognizing me at once in the moonlight. 
He looked hurriedly from side to side, and finding no hole to jump 
into, looked back at me, saying the only thing he could think of: 
“How about a drink o’ raisin jack, Lootenant?” He handed me a 
cup. 

It tasted good. Any resolve I may have had to spoil the party 
left as that lovely stuff went down. I had it refilled. The other 
members of the group, noticing this, began to return to the kitchen 
from the surrounding shadows. There were only about five of us 
to start, the mess sergeant and four of his friends. We all had a 
drink out of a bottle while the cups were going into a washpan. A 
cook wiped the cups and passed them around. We all sat down in 
a circle around a packing box and began to sing like a bunch of 
vodka-primed Cossacks. 

Between verses of the bawdy songs the sergeant waxed lucidly 
proud of his little moonshine project. He had gathered a few glass 
jars — “liberated them from the Marines,” he said — and he had 
perforated the tops slightly, to somewhat control the fermentation. 
He had then misappropriated a few raisins and some corn meal. 
Water, sugar, time, and the fermenting capabilities of the Guadal- 
canal climate had done the rest. It was a brilliant achievement, a 
splendid morale building effort, and the sergeant was unable to 
see why he should not be decorated on the spot for its doing — 
“What other non-commishined officer could have don anyshing 
half sho shmart? Where, indeed, could anyone of such fine caba- 
bilishties be found to sherve in a common ordinary, shtinking 
Infantry outfit. . . .” 

The next song was “The Road to Mandalay,” and the coconut 
groves echoed its robust resonance. It sounded pretty good, for 
a fact, and it brought forth a burst of applause (or comment) from 
the tents nearby. I noticed at the time that our little singing circle 
was being strengthened in number by infiltrating reinforcements. 
These late comers, attracted by the noise and frustrated in their 
efforts to get some sleep, had decided to rise and find out what it 
was all about. Finding it to be genuine merriment with official 
approval, indicated by the lieutenant’s presence, they remained 
and joined in the song (after returning to their respective tents for 
their canteen cups). Another and another jar of that terriffic joy- 
juice was drawn from hiding, and the tropical night became in- 
creasingly filled with exultant song. 

I made a contribution to the evening myself. I sang “Boots” in 
a way that must have caused Kipling to turn over in his grave, 
finishing the last note just as the OD of some adjoining Marine 
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outfit walked into the area. He came stumbling over our way 
flashlight in hand, with the hope of obtaining an answer to his 
Colonel’s petulant question of: “Who in the hell is castrating those 
5,000 cats over there?” 

Someone promptly shoved a canteen cup into the hand of this 
unknown Marine officer, and he stayed with us. I have always 
regretted that I failed to secure his name, because he had an ex- 
cellent bass voice (the hardest kind of a drunk to find, as many 
say) also because he was not always trying to steal the lead from 
the baritone, who was me. If all Marine-Army relations could have 
been as figuratively harmonious as ours were that night, the Pacific 
campaigns, I know, would have proceeded with far greater smooth- 
ness. 

Recollections of the closing hours of that evening are dim, but 
it seems, (and I have verified since) that another plane came over 
and straddled us with another stick of bombs. I remember the 
whole group scurrying for their holes, with the first sergeant’s 
voice roaring all-important orders above the roar of the motors 
and the bomb explosions. “Holt them canteen cups steady, you 
bastards! Don’t spill that stuff! Drink it in your holes!” 
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In a dream the next morning a huge spider was moving closer 
and closer to me — a spider about twice my own size — and I seemed 
to be hopelessly tangled in a net of adhesive coated half-inch rope, 
woven high in the tops of huge jungle trees. How I got there I did 
not know, but I was silently screaming for help and writhing like 
the damned as I woke at dawn to find myself in my own cot, but 
fully clothed and tangled and rolled in my mosquito bar so that 
I could hardly breathe. I felt cotton-mouthed and dehydrated, 
trying to collect scattered thoughts into a dried up brain which 
seemed to be rattling back and forth in my skull. 

My first waking thought was that I was back in my deer hunting 
camp in New Caledonia, getting up after a rugged night with 
Butch and Frank, brother subalterns (and disciples of the flagon) 
in the old AT company. I staggered to my feet, walked out of my 
tent and straightaway forgot my hangover in admiration of a 
beautiful ocean scene. 

Dawn was just breaking and the waters of Point Cruiz were 
barely rippled. The groves were cool and green, and the waters 
were beautifully blue. Then a plane — a Grumman Torpedo job — 
roared over my head, its motor straining in takeoff’. I walked out 
onto the strip of sandy beach, took off my clothes, and waded out 
into the warm but refreshing water, breaststroking back and forth 
where it was little more than knee-deep. I gargled a few mouthfuls 
of salt water to remove a dark, muddy taste; then I went back to 
loll in the sands. No one else in the area was awake. 

I pulled a well-worn and faded pair of fatigues out of my bag 
and put them on directly over my atabrine-stained skin. Under- 
wear, we had found, was more of a nuisance than a help in the equa- 
torial tropics. It quickly sweated into a sodden mass, and then 
“crawled up and packed.” Very few men wore it for that reason; 
also, it was almost impossible to keep laundered. Simplicity, we 
learned, was the keynote of jungle warfare and jungle living. 

90 



Digitized by GoOqIc 



Original from 
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



ioi ic uomain, uoogie-aigmzea / ntup://www.natnitrusi:.org/access_usew : pa-googie 



Approach to Battle 



9i 

Simple weapons, simple clothing and equipment, simple tactics 
were to prove themselves time and time again in the Pacific war. 

I relaxed and let the light breeze dry me off. By the time I got 
back to the company area the cooks had been up and about for 
some minutes and a steaming GI can of hot coffee had become the 
center of all organizational and individual activity. 

The kitchen area, I noted, was spic and span and except for a 
few red eyes, there was no indication of revelry the night before. 
The gang was generally observing an amused sort of silence. I 
was ready to take good care of anyone who would refer in any 
way to events of the previous night, but no one made that mistake. 
We all sat down and leaned our backs against coconut trees, look- 
ing dreamily out to sea as we sipped that delicious black stuff. 

We had a formation after breakfast and I inspected the guns 
and ammunition, finding them to be in perfect shape. Packs were 
checked for the amount of rations required by the alert orders, 
(two days of Type “C” — we had no “K” at that time) and I then 
went back to my cot for a luxurious nap, telling the men to do the 
same if they felt like it. They stared round-eyed at this generosity, 
and not without evidencing a certain amount of suspicion. As they 
walked away I heard a phrase or two delivered with lifted eyebrow: 
“We who are about to die — what’s all this leisure for?” 

The flaps of my tent were rolled; looking up, I found a beauti- 
fully patterned screen of palm fronds between me and the cool, 
white clouds. The zephyr had grown into a healthy breeze and was 
adding the last finishing touch to a perfect Guadalcanal morning. 
The booming of artillery from the south and the bursts of machine 
gun fire seemed natural now, but somehow the scene on that beach 
seemed more removed from the thought of war than any environ- 
ment we had known since leaving home. Warm sun, cool shade, 
blue waters and sky, the embracing tenderness of a tropical para- 
dise on all sides of us. 

Pretty soon the traffic on the beach road in front of our area 
began to hum to and fro; each passing vehicle raised a small wake 
of coral dust. Men got up and went about their housekeeping 
chores, washing the clothes they had taken off and hanging them 
in the sun to dry, oiling a personal weapon — rifle, pistol or trench 
knife. 

I sewed a few holes in my mosquito net and then sat down to 
take apart and clean the bolt of my rifle — just to pass the time 
away, for I knew that it was in perfect shape. It was kept so by 
the thin poplin case. The finely woven cloth protected the weapon 
from the effects of moisture and yet would not cause condensation 
during rapid tropical changes in temperature, as leather and heavy 
canvas cases always seem to do. I went through the old ritual of 
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wiping off the cocking piece and the firing pin rod, the firing pin 
spring, the striker, the sleeve, the insides of the bolt and bolt 
sleeve. Then I did the same to the friction surfaces inside the re- 
ceiver, the lug races and recesses, the magazine walls. An oily 
patch through the barrel finished the job and I carefully put the 
weapon back into the case and tied it, muzzle down, to the front 
pole of my tent. I withdrew the little Lyman Alaskan scope and 
checked it over, working the scope mount levers to see if there had 
been any dirt lodged within their bearings. A soft handkerchief 
served to clean the lenses on the outside surfaces. Assured that it 
was in perfect order, I carefully restored the scope to its leather 
case and looked about for something else to do. 

Finding nothing at first glance, I gave up the search and dozed 
off on my cot, resting my eyes in the cool shadow of my tent top. 

Later on that morning artillery, emplaced uncomfortably close 
to us, began to blaze away, apparently in support of our people 
up forward. It seemed funny, being where we were. It was well 
nigh impossible for us to visualize (from where we rested at the 
moment) the fact that men were fighting and dying only a few 
thousand yards away. That feeling is one of the amazing impres- 
sions of warfare which is so evident to the newcomer and which 
is taken completely for granted — and hardly noticed — by the old 
timer. 

The long awaited word came that morning. Russel Hill, my 
platoon sergeant, called me at ten o’clock to answer the company 
phone. I heard Captain Cosby’s voice, “Pick up and move to 
Burnt Knob as soon as you can, George . . . bring the .30s only 
— leave the .50s behind. Ferry is on top of his objective now and 
he needs you to help hold it.” We were ready in ten minutes, and 
in another five we were loaded on a group of the Company’s three- 
quarter ton trucks. Within half an hour, the two reserve platoons 
of “H” Company were assembled at Burnt Knob to receive final 
orders from regimental. 

We had left all excess property in the area to be guarded by the 
kitchen force and had gone forward light, with a view to carrying 
a maximum amount of weapons and ammunition with our column. 
But at Burnt Knob we found that Ferry had sent back an urgent 
request for even more ammunition and more food. He wanted it 
brought up by native bearers with my column so that it would be 
protected on the unguarded trail. 

The native bearers, who were more than reasonably courageous 
chaps, were none the less cognizant of the dangers to be encoun- 
tered along the trail and were understandably concerned about 
their hides. When they were fired on they would habitually break 
and run, and if they had no escort at the time they would most 
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likely fail to reassemble. In considering that they owed no particu- 
lar loyalty to us it is not at all surprising that they behaved with 
this little regard toward the protection — much less the safe de- 
livery — of loads of food and ammunition they were carrying. Early 
after our arrival at Burnt Knob we learned that a group of these 
native carriers was to accompany us, and a few armed natives were 
to go along as auxiliary guards. This made us feel better for at 
that time we were inclined to overestimate the value of jungle 
natives’ services. This feeling of increased security was not entirely 
justified. It was true that natives were of great value for some 
purposes, but at that time we tended to give them credit for much 
more common sense than they later proved to have. 

Lieutenant Stan, Assistant Regimental Supply Officer, told 
me that we would have these natives with us as we passed his 
outfit on the first subcrest below the top of Burnt Knob, where he 
was supervising supply operations and dealing with the native 
carrying parties. He had a small supply dump there — piles of boxes 
on improvised dunnage with strips of Jap canvas hung over to 
protect it from rain. And he was continually on the move. 

He had had little respite from the continuous grind of complying 
with desperately urgent requests for food and ammunition from 
the three committed battalions, and he resultantly had little op- 
portunity to properly organize his supply depot. It was necessary 
for him to keep running around to personally supervise things. 
Stan was a hard worker and a respected officer. “You’re going to 
have a hell of a time with these people,” he said as we marched 
past. “Don’t know how many you are going to take along with 
you, most likely it will depend on how many we will be able to 
scrape up. Ferry has asked for a lot of stuff.” I thanked Stan for 
the info and went on by telling him that I would be back to see 
him as soon as I got the dope from regimental. 

We had detrucked below Stan’s dump, at the only turnaround 
point for the vehicles. The empty trucks were soon grinding their 
way back over the roller-coaster-washboard of Edson’s Ridge. I 
rested the men on the trail and then walked on up to the Regi- 
mental command post where Captain Cosby and Colonel George 
were waiting. 

When he saw me approaching Cosby looked up from the situation 
map he was holding. “All set, George?” he asked. When I answered 
in the affirmative he turned around and spoke to Colonel George, 
who, seated cross-legged on the ground, was enjoying a canteen- 
cup of tea. “Your namesake is here, Colonel. I’ve got the map and 
plan here at hand and can orient him right now. Do you want to 
talk to him first?” 

While Cosby spoke, Colonel George had eased up from the 
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ground with athletic grace, setting his canteen cup down. “Go 
ahead and give him the dope, Cosby, but I want to talk to his 
gang before they jump off. Can’t let a bunch of men go out to get 
shot at without saying goodbye, can I ?” With that the colonel went 
by us towards the resting platoon. In the meantime, Cosby gave me 
final instructions and answered the questions I asked. The regi- 
mental and battalion plans were already clear in my mind, and all 
we had to do was to join the main body of the battalion, moving 
along the same trail they had used and overcoming on the way any 
infiltrated enemy that might be blocking it. Satisfied that I had 
been completely informed, I turned and trotted down the ridge to 
catch up with Colonel George. 

George, always undesirous of speaking up from his five feet plus 
to a crowd, began looking around for a platform to stand on. He 
usually relied on nearby jeeps and large supply boxes for this pur- 
pose, but there were none around. But there was a tree with a gnarl 
and a short limb projecting at heights of four and eight feet re- 
spectively from the trunk. 

The colonel took a quick look at the tree, and then ran and 
bounded up its trunk, catching the gnarl under his left foot and 
grasping above his head to get a grip with his left hand on the 
limb. Braced thus, with one leg dangling and his right arm free 
to gesticulate, he delivered an excellent pep talk, peppering his 
speech throughout with a picturesque brand of profanity. Sans the 
profanity it went something like this: 

“Well, Gang, you’ve waited a long time for this. Colonel Ferry 
has gone ahead and cracked this damned sector wide open. He is 
sitting right now on a hot spot, the most important damned hill 
in the war today, and I’ll bet my last Bank of Indo-China franc 
he will stay there with the help you’re going to give him. 

“The slant eyes are trying like hell to knock him off, and the 
battalion is piling ’em up three and four deep on the ground in 
front. All he needs up there right now are some good machine guns 
and mortars and some good men to shoot em, and you have both. 
Now get the hell up there and make that hill safe as my back yard 
in Louisiana, so I can come up for a visit! You know how nervous 
it makes me when I am shot at. If you run into anything on that 
trail, shoot your way through it. Tap it on the wire and tell me 
about it if you should be held for any length of time. Should take 
you about five hours hard walking to get there. So long!” 

Stan led a group of the natives up to join our column. They were 
a funny, fuzzy-haired lot of chaps, all toothy grins and black as 
the ace of spades. They were of smaller-than-average stature — 
the standard type of inhabitant usually found in malarial South 
Pacific areas. They were not the more nearly ideal physical speci- 
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This is something we didn’t encounter so often, but still had to keep the 
possibility in mind. The Japs seemed to use trees more for observation purposes 
than for sniping, but every now and then there would be proven instances of 
shooting from trees. 

Naturally, we’d never get a view like this of a Jap in a tree. They were far too 
camouflage-conscious for that. Most of the time we would spray the suspect 
trees with BAR fire and hope for something to fall. Sometimes Japs tied them- 
selves into position so that they remained in place even if killed. 

Notice the manner in which this rifleman ( he’s no sniper) holds his weapon. 
Because of the great length and weight of the Jap service rifles, they learned to 
fire them in ways that the forearm would be artificially supported. This was 
true on the ground as well as in trees. They liked to take rest on sandbags, log 
parapets, or anything else. This chap is making good use of a limb. Holding 
the butt to the shoulder with the fingers of the non-trigger hand was another 
common Jap practice. It was the standard method of firing the bipod supported 
Nambu light machine guns, frequently carried over in shooting the rifles. If you 
didn’t care how long it would take you to operate the bolt this method was all 
right. 
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mens which we had seen in New Caledonia and were to see later 
in the Fiji Islands. In those places the natives were unharassed by 
constantly recurring malaria, consequently they grew up heavy- 
framed and well developed. 

But, scrawny as our carriers were, they were hardened and 
toughened to a state of physical ruggedness far beyond that which 
any ordinary American has been forced to attain since our pioneer 
days. They were almost entirely indifferent to the things which 
we regarded as “hardships.” Sleeping on the ground and eating 
food which they foraged from the jungle enroute were parts of 
their everyday lives and their ability to carry heavy loads long 
distances in mountainous jungle country was amazing. I do not 
believe that the ones who worked for us would have averaged more 
than a 130 pounds in weight, yet they could carry more than half 
of that poundage and still outmarch a tough, lightly armed Amer- 
ican Infantryman. 

They were dressed in varied sorts of clothes. Many of them wore 
the traditional sarongs of the islands, but most had khaki shorts 
and ragged upper garments. None of their clothing gave protection 
from thorns — so necessary to a white man’s continued existence 
in the jungle. Their knees and arms were bare to the pricking of 
thorns and nettles; they wore no footgear. A few of them carried 
knives, but most of them went entirely unarmed. 

Of the natives Stan brought over, four were armed guards. These 
men were bare footed like the others, but they were uniformed in 
light khaki shirts and shorts, and were armed with Short Model 
Lee-Enfields, carrying their .303 ammunition in improvised ban- 
doleers. They did not look particularly effective to me, and this 
initial sizing up that I gave them — completely at variance with the 
opinions of my men — proved later to be accurate. They were good 
scouts, junglewise, but they were not good men to stand and fight 
when subjected to heavy fire from automatic weapons, artillery 
or mortars. 

It took only a few minutes to place the natives in my column, 
which had been organized with myself, First Sergeant Prunckle, 
and twenty rifle and Browning Auto Rifle men in front, followed by 
the natives and the men carrying the guns and by the remainder of 
the riflemen in a rear guard formation. All of the riflemen were 
carrying boxes of ammunition which they could quickly drop to 
wield their weapons if the column should be fired on. As the column 
was finally made up and we took off on the well trampled trail 
leading down and north from Edson’s Ridge, Colonel George 
walked alongside me and passed a joke or two about “Ferry and 
his gang of rowdy Chicago hoodlums.” When we had covered the 
first mile he turned to walk back up the trail alone, waving aside 
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my offer of an escort. I could not help but admire the courage of 
any man who would voluntarily walk alone on that trail where 
every huge rooted tree and every bit of green jungle undergrowth 
might conceal a Jap infiltrator. 

We continued along the wellworn trail, which was tracked solidly 
in most places and was sidelined with several strands of combat 
telephone wire (double strand wire small in diameter, which once 
laid is considered expended — no recovery contemplated). 

The trail led us over and through a variety of footing and cover 
for the next few minutes march. First we wound along a grassy 
hillside, skirting close to the top fringe of a heavy jungle which 
filled the valley below. Then suddenly the path dipped down into 
the jungle and became more or less of a tunnel cut through the 
almost solid undergrowth. The ground now was spongy underfoot 
and in the center of the trail where the bulk of the battalion had 
walked, the yellowish, oozing mud was ankle deep. The path was 
laced with slippery, tripping roots and the going accordingly be- 
came slow. Progress was often blocked at chest level by large vines, 
their knotted thickness having withstood the slashes of many ma- 
chetes, and men had to shift their heavy loads from their backs 
and crawl under them. Many men fell because of the poor footing, 
pushing themselves back up from the mud with violent curses 
framed on their lips, and their fatigues sodden-yellowed with island 
clay. Fortunately the trail did not traverse any of the tortuous 
swamps which fill the lower areas of Guadalcanal. That was a 
blessing; things were rough enough as they were. 

The route over which we were travelling was different, but not 
vastly so, from many we had walked before on other islands. 
Doubtless a little more densely enclosed on sides and top by 
heavier vegetation, perhaps a little more dampaired, but there was 
something else — a sort of difference in atmosphere which we could 
all feel, but not explain. It may have been the knowledge of danger 
which we knew waited at the end. I choose to believe that it was 
a spiced combination of many physical and psychological factors 
— something that a hunted animal might feel. It was a stimulating 
sensation. 

Things that we saw then we would remember forever — each 
frightened bird disturbing the cover on the side of the trail, each 
small twig springing back up from a hobnailed footprint in the 
mud, the unmetered sequence of rifle shots up front. It was a 
strange, unaccountable sort of feeling, peculiar to that battlefield 
and no other. I was to later discover that each new engagement, 
each fresh intimacy with death carried an equivalent impression 
all its own — an individual taste-thrill produced by a special com- 
bination of ingredients. And that, I think is the only lure which 
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seduces the veteran of past battles into voluntarily facing death 
over and over again. 

There was Jap sign galore on the trail — numerous footprints 
mixed in with our own, and bits of Jap clothing and equipment. 
But none of the signs was fresh and there was nothing to be alarmed 
over. The column, however, was now moving with an increasing 
tenseness, in spite of the dulling fatigue, felt by many even at that 
early stage in the march. Too many of the men were burdened 
with heavy loads of equipment — guns and ammunition. 

We were deeper than ever in dark jungle and the path was con- 
stantly varying, leading steeply up and then down so that most of 
the time we were busy clawing with both hands at roots and vines. 
And our movement was leading us closer and closer to the source 
of the rifle, automatic weapons, and mortar fire going on up ahead 
— leading us closer to the moment when we would all face the acid 
test of closein Infantry combat as part of a rifle battalion. 

Packstraps were cutting painfully into shoulders and the back- 
sides of our fatigues sagged, dripping with sweat, as we climbed 
one little hill after another. But as we drew nearer the fight we 
noticed these annoyances less and less. After we had climbed a 
particularly steep rise I called a halt. I sat down for a breather 
myself after checking and being reassured by finding a reasonable 
state of “vigilance” up front in the formation. 

Sergeant Prunckle sat down close by and mopped the accumu- 
lated sweat from his forehead with a swipe of his herculean forearm. 
A particularly rugged product of several good Chicago boxing gym- 
nasiums, he was well respected by both the soldiers and the ruffians 
of the outfit. I accepted his attitude as strong evidence that the 
march was a hard one. If he was feeling it, the other men must be 
well nigh exhausted. My own particular state of fatigue was not 
at all indicative of that of the average man in the column because 
I had not been carrying a gun or a tripod — only a rifle and my 
own pack. 

I had slipped off my pack and was enjoying the ecstacy of relief 
which always accompanies the removal of the tight, welt-raising 
bands, which on lightweights like myself always seem to grind un- 
mercifully because the only insulation between them and the collar 
bone is a thin layer of skin and a well worn fatigue jacket. 

Seated with my back against a fallen log, I had just begun to 
enjoy the brief rest when I was startled into a hammer-pulsed 
lather of excitement. The leaves on the brush some twenty yards 
down the trail had been moved suddenly and noisily by something 
heavy and close to the ground. I threw my rifle over and covered 
the spot, searching for the form of a crouching Jap in the field of 
the scope. I could see nothing for the next few breathless moments. 
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Here we see a battalion of Japanese Infantry getting across a stream with 
dry feet and clean rifles. An American unit in a similar situation would 
probably have splashed through , soaking themselves and their gear y and taking 
about 15 minutes longer to get to the far side. If Engineers were attached we 
might have erected some sort of a foot bridge . 

Building a bridge such as this is the work of only a few minutes for a 
Japanese pioneer detachment. A few axe and machete blows provide the neces - 
sary number of bamboo trunks , and bamboo peelings furnish the lashings if 
rope is unavailable. The pilings are quickly placed and the leading platoon 
supplies the men to stand and support the bridge while the battalion is trotting 
across. Naturally , if the far bank is suspect , the reconnaissance elements will 
have thrown out a perimeter defense to protect the crossing. 

Despite the fact that we had seen demonstrations of this sort by our own 
Philippine Scouts before the war , most American officers failed to learn this 
trick. It took us two years of fighting — often with cold, wet posteriors — before 
we learned to make such good use of available bamboo and common sense . 
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Then he slowly appeared, with myself, Prunckle, and a scout look- 
ing on. I kept observing him through the bright field of the scope. 

“He” was a huge, scimitar-tusked boar, who pushed his head 
out through a solid sheaf of leaves, and stared at us with apparent 
distaste, something like Milady with her face between the shower 
curtains. He blinked his eyes three times, snorted, then twisted 
and ran viciously through the brush alongside the trail, snapping 
small vines and rattling along like ten charging Japs. He alerted 
the whole sprawled column into a palsied sort of readiness. It 
pleased me that the men did not fire at him and I am of course 
glad that I also abstained, but it is with some irony that I realize 
at this moment that of the score or so wild boar which have fallen 
to my rifle since then, none could match his tusks in size. There 
are few trophies in my collection that I would value half as highly 
as that wicked looking head — or just the tusks. 

The boar incident provided me a convenient reason to get the 
column moving again. The frightening portion of it occurred at 
exactly ten minutes after we had sat down — the break had been of 
exactly ten minutes duration. So with our tenseness broken by a 
hearty laugh, we struggled to our feet, slung our packs and rifles 
and moved off, following our trail which was now leading deeper 
into the jungle. A guess I made at that point, that we would not 
see daylight until we finally reached the heights of Mount Austen 
(Hill 27) itself, proved later to be correct. Our current route was 
well inside the rim of dense vegetation which I had so often seen 
indicated on the aerial photographs by a darkened mottling, de- 
ceptively similar in appearance to the texture of a cotton bath mat. 

We passed some piles of Japanese fired shell cases, neatly stacked 
offside the trail, also a box of assorted Jap machine gun parts 
which had been dumped into the mud in a hurried effort at de- 
struction. The trail was well marked by discarded bits of paper — 
food and candy wrappers of our own for the most part. 

If it were possible, the march became even more difficult as we 
went on. Men were no longer walking and climbing by themselves. 
The condition of the “trail” had now become such that we had to 
pass equipment from hand to hand in order to negotiate the almost 
perpendicular slopes. We were grateful for the presence of vines 
and brush to hang onto because without them we would have 
needed alpinist equipment in order to complete the march. There 
were frightening instances in that trek where trail windings and 
other terrain conditions absolutely precluded the observance of 
normal march security, laying the column wide open to ambush 
while its men fought with the natural obstacles of the jungle. At 
such times, all our hands were occupied and only a few men could 
have quickly brought weapons to bear had we been fired on. 
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The battalion before us had taken three days to make the trip 
which we were trying to make in a single afternoon. It was im- 
possible for me to accurately estimate the distance we had covered, 
and at that time it was highly doubtful if anyone, even Colonel 
Ferry himself, knew just what mileage had been made by the bat- 
talion over that route. So as the march continued, my hopes of 
getting my column to Hill 27 by dark dwindled to nothing, and I 
began to turn over in my mind the thought of getting someone 
forward to Ferry to inform him of our inability to deliver his guns 
as soon as he would want them. 

About that time we saw some of our own men coming toward 
us on the trail. After we got close we identified them as two walk- 
ing wounded, returning down the trail without escort. One was a 
sergeant who had been shot through the biceps, the bullet passing 
through the bone making a nasty hole in exit. I asked him how 
far it was to the battalion and he replied that it was four miles. 

“Four miles!” If that were true we would never get there by 
dusk. Not on a bet! The trail was a climb and a crawl in its present 
length, and afternoon had already set in. Ferry was up there, des- 
perate for those guns and ammunition. What a hell of a thing to 
not be able to get them to him! I decided to nurse the outfit along 
as well as I could, getting them as far as possible, and then I would 
leave Prunckle in charge and go on ahead with one or two men and 
contact the battalion before dark to give Ferry the unwelcome 
news — no guns for the night. 

In the next mile’s climb — the most tortuous I saw during the 
entire Pacific war — three of my men collapsed — not from mere ex- 
haustion, but from the killing type of lung-bursting overexhaustion 
that strikes a soldier whose will to keep on going is greater than 
his bodily endurance and strength. I talked it over with Prunckle, 
and after another few hundred yards I halted the column, oriented 
the men on the security plan for the night, and left Prunckle to 
bring them forward the next morning. Many were so tired that I 
feared for their alertness that night, though it seemed that Japs 
would be highly unlikely to get around that far to the battalion’s 
rear. The jungle was just too dense, even for them. 

One of the toughest walkers in the regiment asked to accompany 
me forward. I was glad of that because I could not with fairness 
expect any of the men to be able to walk on with me. They had 
been taking turns lugging the heavier mortar and machine gun 
equipment all through the march. We took off at once, feeling 
rather alone as we left the outfit with three miles of unpatrolled and 
rugged trail ahead, where the possibility of enemy infiltration 
would increase as we got closer and closer to the fighting. 

We were to make those remaining three miles in an hour and a 
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half, not letting our breathing subside for a moment below a gasp- 
ing rate. The trip seemed like the last hundred yards of a quarter- 
mile run. But we were no longer held back by the platoon or bur- 
dened with heavy baggage. Over one ridge after another, through 
the ever-lasting jungle, we stumbled and fell, wishing now and then 
that we had elected to remain with the outfit back on the trail! 
But we kept going at an even pace so that the athlete’s second 
wind, which both of us could call upon at that time, broke through 
the feeling of fatigue and kept us going. When we did fall, we 
helped each other up, and went on without a break. At times I 
mulled over the possible silliness of taking myself forward with 
but one other man along that trail — just for the sake of bringing 
some negative information to a harassed battalion commander. 

Soon we passed a stretcher with a dead doughboy lying in it. 
We did not even need to stop to see what the story was. That man 
had been gutshot sometime early in the fight and four of his buddies 
had started to carry him back out over that unforgettable bit of 
trail. In spite of large compress bandages, his bullet-riddled body 
had emptied the greater part of its blood, pooling it in the canvas 
of the stretcher until it actually overflowed. Death there had not 
taken very long. The carriers, knowing that they were badly needed 
back at the fight, had not taken time to bury him, but had left him 
offside the trail where he had died. Then they hastened back to 
risk a similar fate on the fire-swept slopes of that terrible hill. 

Possibly intense fatigue had dulled my imagination because I 
was strangely unaffected at the sight. Something inside had given 
me surcease from the familiar pain that I remembered so well from 
previous observations of freshly killed men. 

The mild snapping of the bullets passing overhead had by now 
changed into sharp, whiplike cracks, and the primary sound of 
small arms fire had suddenly grown loud. The tearing of leaves 
above and the whine and rattle of ricochets through the air and 
off limbs went on as before, but now in tremendously increased 
volume. The fire we heard so loudly (though the jungle muffles 
sound) was not sporadic. It was a constant, hot exchange of bursts 
and individual shots, blending into each other so as to make an 
almost steady rippling sound, like strings of firecrackers going off 
close by your ear. And as I listened, a sinister conclusion was 
reached in my mind. The Japs were returning ten shots to our one! 
The isolated, greatly outnumbered, and unsupplied garrison on 
Hill 27 was undergoing a severe counter attack. 

As we topped a final rise we met on the path a young-looking 
medical officer and two aid men coming back towards us. The men 
were bearded, haggard, dog-tired. The doc looked awfully pale 
and underweight. 
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“How much farther?” I asked. I had never seen either of these 
men or the doc before. They were apparently from an attached 
field hospital unit. “A tough 200 yards,” answered the doc, and 
as we went past he added a further word, visibly shuddering as he 
spoke, “You’ll see another dead man on ahead. Started to carry 
him back but he died right away. Didn’t seem to be hit so bad, 
but it would kill a healthy man to be carried over this Goddamn 
trail.” 

With a cold feeling in the pit of my stomach, I realized the 
truth of his statement. Evacuation of seriously wounded under 
present circumstances was an utter impossibility. God pity those 
who had been hit in the lung and intestinal cavities. There was no 
way of getting them out, and with torn intestines, internal bleed- 
ing, and the infectious nature of the Guadalcanal climate, death 
would quickly follow. 

It was very late afternoon and darkness was not far off as we con- 
tacted the first outposts in the battalion’s rear. I simply found 
myself staring into the muzzle of an Mi as I rounded a bend in 
the trail, and the alert sentry told me to come forward and be ex- 
amined. As I approached I noticed with pride that another rifleman 
in the adjacent cover had also drawn a bead on me. 

The rifle was lowered and the sentry smiled at me in recognition, 
his teeth gleaming out through a tangle of black beard. “Howdy, 
lieutenant,” he whispered; “Looks as though you got here just in 
time for the fireworks. Gonna have a reg’lar Fourth of July up 
there on that hill tonight. Mebbe down here too.” His eyeballs 
rolled suggestively towards his partner as he said the last words. 
I walked on, wondering just what he meant by saying that there 
was “gonna be fireworks.” What in the hell did he think was going 
on now? When he talked, I could hardly hear him for the firing. 
A bit further on we were challenged and passed by a sergeant in 
charge of a few men who were guarding a water hole. He pointed 
out a path leading toward Ferry’s command post, which was lo- 
cated on a 45 0 slope. In a few moments I saw light through the 
trees ahead — pale light from the evening sky, and in the foreground 
a broad expanse of comparatively clear jungle floor, scene of a 
life and death struggle, or rather a scene close by life and death 
struggle. The real fight was raging on ahead some fifty yards, on 
the high bare top of Mount Austen — one of a thousand peaks in 
the Solomons, but one with a name that would be long remembered 
by a small group of Americans — and the few Japanese that sur- 
vived. 
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Enemy fire was being directed at the battalion from two sides, 
for the maneuvering element of the Jap counterattacking force 
had gotten a foothold on a knoll overlooking “F” Company on the 
battalion’s right flank. This fact had a strong bearing on the be- 
havior of the men on the reverse slope of the hill (mostly battalion 
headquarters people). They were pinned down in their holes by 
machine gun fire and mortar explosions. Those who did not have 
holes (there had been no time to dig — the only ones available had 
been dug by the Japs) were making the best of a few defiladed areas 
and the protection afforded by the always-handy roots of large 
jungle trees. Individual movement from point to point within the 
perimeter was accomplished by dashing from cover to cover. The 
only safe place was a dry stream bed which was used as a route for 
the men who were carrying water. Each water carrier was loaded 
down with ten or more canteens, held clustered together by the 
cap-chains. 

The perimeter was egg shaped and lay around the hill top like 
a crown of thorns, the larger curve to the front. That bigger side 
of the egg shape was the portion which was withstanding the main 
Jap effort — the only part being attacked by movement, though 
the entire perimeter was under fire. The sharp end of the “egg” 
was trailing down the reverse slope, and within it were the head- 
quarters installations of the unit. Our path led us into this area, 
to Ferry’s command post. 

Men were disposed along the path, crowded somewhat, and 
digging in as well as they could while under fire. The Japs had 
left an improvised handrail along the steeper sections of the path 
which was a great aid in climbing. Footing was extremely poor 
and, with the necessity for taking cover from time to time, the 
going was very slow indeed. Cover alongside the path was cut away 
in swaths in many places. These “swaths” were Japanese fire lanes 
which they had evidently planned to use in the defense of the 
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feature but for some reason had not. We could thank the diver- 
sionary efforts of our other two battalions for that. Their fight on 
the other side was what had enabled us to take the Japs by sur- 
prise. Had those fire lanes been covered, the Second Battalion 
would have never gotten to the top of that hill in one piece. 

There were other proofs that the enemy’s initial surprise had 
been almost complete — that they had been entirely fooled by the 
pressure from the Third and First Battalions, attacking inward 
from the coast. The Japs had shifted many of their weapons to 
counter the first-felt threats, and had come to realize their mistake 
entirely too late. An American battalion, moving in from the in- 
land stretch of “impenetrable” jungle, had squatted on the hill 
behind them. 

It was just another outflanking maneuver — the old tactical 
cliche — “the long left hook” — as ancient as the hills in warfare, 
but always practical. 

The Jap mortars were mounted close to us, for as I walked 
along, crouching low in the open areas, I could clearly hear the 
champagne-bottle “pops” on the other side of the crest. Each time 
we would all duck and wait for the knee-mortar shell to come 
rattling down through the leaves and branches. Most of the 
“shells” were really grenades fitted for launching from knee-mor- 
tars (more properly called grenade launchers). They were a feeble 
sort of an affair, loud in explosion but dangerous only when they 
scored a direct hit on a foxhole or made a lucky strike with a frag- 
ment. They would usually sputter before they went off and give 
ample warning of their presence, and though they did kill a few 
men they were far less effective than our own grenades. The reg- 
ular knee-mortar shells were entirely different. They carried a 
much larger charge of explosive and were many times more de- 
structive. Built smooth-sided and bottle-shaped, with an expand- 
ing flange to fill the rifled grooves in the mortar tube, they did not 
tumble in flight, but nosed over naturally and detonated with real 
authority the instant they struck the earth. 

Less than half way up to the CP we got a dose of knee-mortar 
fire. I hit the ground as a grenade exploded on the path in front 
of me, so close that the concussion slapped my clothing against me 
with stinging force. I thought fragments had struck my shoulders 
and back, and it took a few second’s examination to convince me 
that I was still unhit. Those hurried examinations later became a 
routine procedure. We got used to doing it several times each day. 
Rise up from the dirt, shake your head, curse, and feel all over for 
blood. 

Just before I got to the CP — or rather as I walked into it, I took 
in at a glance one of the most vivid memories I now retain from 
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the entire war. It was the battalion aid station — or rather an excuse 
for an aid station. All of the equipment being used there had been 
carried forward on the backs of the medical officer and his aid 
men. There were two stretchers, half a dozen blankets, and a small 
kit of medicine and bandages. For aid station personnel there were 
two aid men and the battalion surgeon, Captain Phillip Cecala. 
For patients there were some dozen hopelessly wounded men whom 
everyone knew would die; about ten seriously wounded whose 
chances were obviously small; and another thirty or so shot badly 
through the limbs. Many of the latter had splintered bits of bones 
sticking out of raw wounds. Doc was doing what he could for all 
of them, and that was plenty. He was saving many of their lives, 
enabling others to die in peace, working hard — with a pitiless sort 
of priority dictated by merciless circumstance. I have never since 
discussed that situation with Phil, but I believe that he was faced 
many times with the need for adjudging a man’s condition too 
serious to be worth his time. The dying were attended to after 
treatment had been given those who had a chance of survival. 

Shock was a factor to consider, too, with such a shortage of 
blankets. Many of the men lent ponchos and raincoats for the 
wounded and everyone would have fought stripped to the waist if 
necessary. There was no shortage of sweat-soaked clothing for the 
aid station, but there were not enough blankets and not enough 
stretchers. Wounded and dying lay on palm fronds or the damp 
ground. ... I was not horrified or appalled at the time, I remem- 
ber. Still, that scene in the Guadalcanal jungle is unforgettable. 

The CP was just beyond the aid station, set up around an old 
entrenchment. Colonel Ferry and Major Wirt Butler were sitting 
side by side on the dome of the pillbox. Ferry was talking to the 
artillery liaison officer, a Marine captain named Hitt, organizing a 
fire plan for the night. Captain Casey, the artillery officer who was 
to take Hitt’s place and conduct the remaining artillery support 
of the fight, was sitting on the ground close by. Hitt had been shot 
through the shoulder and was carrying his arm in a sling, but 
aside from a small paleness he was not badly sickened or shocked. 
Fortunately, he had been struck by an ordinary .25 caliber bullet 
and since that little needle had failed to strike a bone, it made a 
neat and clean hole. This was Hitt’s second cluster for his Purple 
Heart and yet he was cheerful and bright, smiling continually as 
he spoke. The battalion admired him. 

Major Butler was patiently cranking the field phone to get 
through to regimental, in order to see how they were making out 
toward the delivery of some urgently requested supplies. He had 
been cranking for some time, and he gave up the attempt just as I 
approached. He looked up at me, his face showing that lack of 
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The Japs , like all good soldiers , were very comradely . 1 have known several 
to be killed in an attempt to recover a body under fire . Probably their extreme 
inhumanity with prisoners stemmed partially from this feeling , augmented 
by the fact that they themselves would not surrender , considering the act to be 
the very epitome of cowardice . 

Often enough their cannon-fodder was recruited from given areas and al- 
lotted directly to selected units , so that many members had been neighbors. 
Most of the Japanese regiments , by our own recent standards, were veteran out- 
fits, with integrity maintained through years of the China W ar. Men who have 
endured long campaigns together become close friends . . . . That, I guess, is 
the reason why Watanabe here looks so annoyed over the expiring of his buddy 
Yamamoto, who seems to have received the attention of someone y s Gar and. 
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expression common to all tired doughboy officers. “Glad to see 
you, George, got some guns for us? Bring any ammunition along?” 
Those were his first words. 

With a horrible desire to be far away, hidden in some bottomless 
hole, I acquainted him with the facts. . . . The balance of “H” 
Company was three miles back on the trail. They would not be 
able to get up until some time after dawn the next morning. Ferry 
was listening by this time, and it was he who answered, shrugging 
fatalistically, “Well, if we don’t have the guns we will have to hold 
the damn hill without them. Tell the companies to allocate their 
ammunition carefully — don’t let them fire at anything except well 
defined targets.” 

As Butler went to relay those instructions, Colonel Ferry 
brought me up to the hour on the situation of the outfit. “We 
took this hill with little trouble, George, everything seemed to be 
pointed the other way, when we walked up on it. Fell heir to this 
pillbox and a 75mm gun, without firing many shots. Just scared 
an outpost group off the place. I expected a reaction soon, figured 
that there would be some sort of a counterattack as soon as they 
had time to get it planned. But the coral underneath the sod didn’t 
make good digging, and we were not set for it when they finally 
let drive at us. Swept the whole damned hill with fire and banzaied 
us three times. We piled ’em for that, but we paid for it. Too God- 
damn much!” He growled the last words as he looked over at the 
grisly mess in the aid station. “As I see it though, tonight is the 
big show. We’ll keep our toe hold on this place till daylight and 
from then on it should be easy. The yellow bellies already have a 
lesson under their belts. I think we killed a hundred or so in the 
first few minutes of the shooting. You bed down some place here 
for the night — find yourself a hole — and we’ll send you back at 
dawn to meet your outfit and hurry it up here. We could use that 
ammunition right now!” 

Major Butler returned to the CP. The popping small arms fire 
which was passing over our heads after it had raked across our 
positions forward on the crest of the hill seemed to lull a bit in 
the next few moments. During this lull I heard the distinct pop of 
a knee-mortar somewhere on the other side of the hill. I shouted a 
warning and ducked just before the grenade fell and exploded be- 
tween Butler and myself. I hurriedly rose and went through the 
old routine, feeling all over myself for wounds and looking up 
sheepishly when I found none. Butler had ignored the blast com- 
pletely, calmly puffing a cigaret while the fragments sang past his 
ears. “Y’know,” he drawled, “those damned things have to go off 
in your lap before you can feel ’em, don’t they, George?” 1 lyingly 
agreed, and left the CP without delay. I had just seen Art Hantel 
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about 30 yards up on the hill, and he had motioned with his arm, 
inviting me to share his foxhole. He was a grand guy. I’ll never 
forget his hospitality that night. 

It was beginning to get dark, so I successfully throttled any 
curious urge I may have had to go up on the very top of that hill 
and wander back and forth amid the foxholes, which were filled 
with trigger happy doughboys. Art and I took turns sleeping from 
early evening on. The march had made me so tired that keeping 
awake was almost an impossibility, even while our shells whirred 
overhead and exploded just beyond the crest, and while a thousand 
or so Americans and Japs were shooting, screaming, and throwing 
grenades with wild abandon. 

During the periods that I stood watch I saw a fulfilment of our 
expectations that there would be increased Japanese activity as 
soon as night began to set in. A group of Japs crawled up on “F” 
Company’s part of the line, a short distance to our right front, and 
attempted to break through by outright assault. Sergeant Humply, 
a tall, brawny platoon leader of Company “F,” cautioned his men 
to hold to their holes — to sit tight and shoot anything that moved 
in front. Three times that night he had to jump out of his hole and 
wait while a Jap grenade inside continued to sputter and finally 
exploded. Each time he would jump back in as soon as the ex- 
plosion occurred, to avoid — as much as possible — the hot replying 
rifle and MG fire. The Japs had his hole located perfectly, but his 
luck held and it did not do them any good. 

All along the front of the hill, where “E” Company’s line held 
fast, the Japs attacked, using grenades and employing infiltration 
tactics. Moving up the slope, the Jap had the advantage of being 
able to see our movements against the sky, while his were effec- 
tually hidden by the shadowy background of the valley. Lieu- 
tenant Geisel remained on the very top of the hill and gave di- 
rections to the artillery for part of the line, and it was partly 
through these efforts that the Jap attacks were badly chopped up 
by artillery fire before they reached the crest. He would hear the 
yelling and the movements far down on the hill, denoting the start 
of another rush which would culminate near the lines in a banzai 
charge, and he would give the dope to Captain Casey, who would 
phone directions back to the guns. The shells ordered by Casey 
usually got over in time to tear up and thin the attacking ranks 
considerably, and sometimes to completely destroy them. 

All around the front of the hill, throughout the length of that 
staggered line of riflemen, it was a do-or-die effort to hold for the 
night at all cost. The men of that line had been there hard at it 
since noon of that day, holding on tightly while the fire of assorted 
Jap flat-trajectory weapons poured steadily upon their positions, 
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bullets crackling and snapping around their ears as they made 
desperate attempts to entrench themselves in the unyielding coral. 
They had heard the enemy fire build up in frightful crescendo, as 
more and more weapons were brought to bear on their exposed 
position. It was a sore thumb — that hill — a mound of grass, sod 
with coral beneath, with jungle all around. And the enemy was 
making full use of that jungle — enjoying to the fullest the advan- 
tage of firing upon a helplessly exposed target from good cover. 
Regardless of the overall strategic importance of the top of Mount 
Austen, its little garrison was locally held at a tactical disadvan- 
tage. 

Knee-mortars, of course, had been banging away from the start, 
but along toward evening a new and louder series of blasts were 
heard and felt. The Japs were now able to place the hill under the 
fire of heavy mortars. Men clung tighter and tighter to the bottoms 
of their overly-shallow emplacements as one after another of the 
larger 90mm shells burst on the hilltop. Their blasts continued and 
grew more frequent as night came on, and their explosions glared 
brilliantly when it became dark, lighting the entire hilltop with 
each burst. 

After dark, Art and I experienced some trouble. Japs moving 
around “F” Company’s flank got on the ground above us and set 
up a machine gun — a Nambu light — and sighted the thing right 
across the top of our hole, which was deep enough to leave a safety 
margin of about two inches when we crouched as low as possible. 
And to add insult to injury, the Japanese fired half-tracers in each 
clip. They poured them directly over our heads, making us feel 
like the upper edge of the lower four ring while a rapid fire group 
is forming in the bull at six o’clock. Occasionally the lower half of 
that cone of fire would spatter into the rear lip of our foxhole and 
sting our faces and hands with flying bits of mud and coral. The 
worst of it was that we were absolutely helpless through it all. We 
were inside the ring of the perimeter and were therefore forbidden 
to fire at anything not actually coming into our holes with us — a 
necessary precaution, taken to prevent us from shooting each other. 

Each time either Art or I attempted to rise, that gun would cut 
loose and send another clip over, streaking the air around our ears 
with tracers. Finally I had to get up, when Sergeant Humply came 
down to get some more grenades for his platoon. His men had 
thrown all they had at Japs who were trying to crawl up in the 
darkness, and resupply was a matter of life and death. We finally 
located an unopened box and had to break it open and peel each 
grenade out of its individual taped cardboard tube. The effort took 
some fifteen minutes of wild scrambling around in the darkness 
with both of us answering innumerable challenges from nervous 
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boys with loaded rifles. We finally got Humply’s jacket filled full 
of unwrapped grenades, and he was able to crawl back to his po- 
sition with them. Fortunately the Jap machine gunner did not 
open up on us while we were so long above ground. I began to have 
some hope that he had been killed or forced to fall back by some 
of the grenades that Humply had exhausted just before he crawled 
down. He had certainly been within grenade distance of the outer 
perimeter, because I could hear the snap of the bullets and the 
muzzle blasts as a single sound, indicating a range of less than ioo 
yards. If only daylight would come! We would undoubtedly see 
and kill that Jap with only a little light. But we did not have the 
ammunition to shoot aimlessly in the dark, even if we had been 
foolish enough to do so. 

As the night went on, the Jap machine gunner resumed firing 
and Art and I made feeble jokes about the ease with which either 
of us could acquire a Purple Heart. Just to raise a hand a few inches 
and hope for a round of ball ammunition instead of a tracer to 
hit it. We jokingly decided that it would be just our luck to get a 
tracer. 

Through the night, as we exchanged sentry responsibilities be- 
tween ourselves, we passed my .45 back and forth. I would put a 
round into the chamber and let the hammer down to half-cock, 
holding the weapon in my hands so that my left thumb was ready 
on the hammer spur. It was comforting to have that gun with us 
— as it is always comforting at night to have a handgun around. 
In the confinement of a foxhole even a carbine would be difficult 
to manipulate against a target which might be jumping right into 
the hole with you. Something very short — a powerful handgun — 
was the only answer. We didn’t have to use it that night, however. 

I awoke at daylight with a guilty thought that I had gone to 
sleep on watch, but no — Hantel had the pistol in his hands and 
was sound asleep against the far wall of the hole. I woke him and 
cussed him roundly for having so little regard for my life. But I 
felt so good to be alive that morning — the dawn was such a lovely, 
welcome sight — that I found it impossible to be riled at anyone 
except the Japs. And looking back, I guess I was not as mad at 
them as I was supposed to be. It took a few minutes for the situa- 
tion to dawn upon me. Good news! The men on the outer ring had 
held fast for the night. The Jap fire was still going on, but now 
greatly slackened! The battalion had held the hill for the night! 

I was not the least bit tired or hungry, in spite of the fact that 
sleep had been spasmodic and I had not eaten since noon the day 
before. I looked around me and saw for the first time in full light the 
scene inside the perimeter. It was still the same desolate, corpse- 
strewn place, but there was a cheering note of hope in the sunlight. 
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And there was a thrill of a sort in the realization that we would 
have twelve hours of daylight to deal with the nocturnal animals 
we were fighting. 

I went over to the CP, reported to Colonel Ferry, and then 
learned what had happened to our Jap machine gunner. While Art 
and I were asleep he had fired another burst off at an angle from 
the usual line of fire, so that it did not pour across our foxhole, 
but a few yards to the left. While those tracers were ripping across 
in an even stream, a salvo of 105mm shells came over from our 
artillery and landed where the Jap was. The remainder of the ma- 
chine gun burst trailed off skyward, like a Roman candle swung 
in the hands of a youngster, and we heard no more from that chap. 
I was pleased. Sometimes the things these artillerymen did made 
you want to kiss ’em — or get ’em twice as drunk as they had ever 
been before! 

There was more cheering news which had come by phone from 
regimental. A supply column was on the way up and the supply 
trail was being shortened and made passable for jeeps to a point 
farther forward. If they got through okay, we would have plenty 
of ammo and chow before that evening. 

I said goodbye to the boys at the command post and took off 
on the trail to meet my column, which had been moving for an 
hour or so by that time. Captain Hitt, the Marine artilleryman 
who had been shot through the shoulder, decided to walk along 
with me. He was pale and still felt a little weak, but he refused to 
let me carry his musette bag. He tried to exchange his full canteen 
for the empty one of a doughboy on the hill, because “he was going 
back to a comfortable hospital and would not need a drink till he 
got there.” 

Before we got to the rear foot of the hill we saw some evidence 
of the night’s fight. A fair number of dead Japs, residue of a bay- 
onet charge, were scattered along our right flank. The survivors 
had withdrawn to positions from which they could fire without 
exposure. Fighting towards the rear of the perimeter had been 
moderate; it had been “hotter” on top of the hill and forward. 

Hitt and myself eventually got to the trail proper. We walked 
along it with the cultivated fatalism of men who know that danger 
lurks on both sides, but that nothing can be done about it until 
the shooting starts. You can not creep up to each and every bit of 
cover and examine it before passing. The only practical solution 
is to walk casually along and not consider the possibilities of am- 
bush at all. Pretty hard for a man who has a good imagination. 

The first men we ran into were Hitt’s relief from the Marine 
artillery. They had been travelling fast and light, trailing my 
party. As I remember there were several noncoms and a lieutenant 
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This is the way the Japanese won the war in China , Indo-China y Sumatra y 
Borneo , and then lost it nearly everywhere else. The old Banzai Charge , which 
proved so effective against colonial troops and poorly armed Chinese was the 
outstanding feature of Japanese tactics. Based on the nineteenth century con- 
cept that cold steel could stand up against fire power , it became the very symbol 
of Japanese stupidity. 

The soldier sketched above has probably just sprung from a covered position y 
where he whipped himself into a fever with a spasm of insane yelling. Maybe 
he remembers times in China when such behavior paralyzed with fear his poorly 
armed and starved opponents. He feels that death under these heroic circum- 
stances he has created will give him a sure ticket to heaven. 

He makes a big target in this sort of charge y and usually announces his 
exact location during the rush with a lot of loud yelling. The poorest shot can 
mow him down with ease , even with a bolt action rifle. With a semi or full 
automatic weapon you can stop a Banzai Charge with usually negligible 
casualties on your own side. A hundred Japs to one Yank was not an in- 
frequent ratio. 
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in the group, and their hearty exchange of pleasantries with Hitt 
was testimony of their respect for him. From them I learned that 
my own people were not far behind. We ran into a group of aid 
men in a few minutes and Hitt rested with them while I went on, 
impatient to see my outfit and find out how things had gone with 
them during the night. I found my guns and crews within the next 
half mile of trail. They had started early and made good time. For 
them the night had passed uneventfully. 

The trail was evidently clear of infiltrators for its entire length 
and it was going to be kept so by guards from the anti-tank com- 
pany. That was all we needed to know. If we could get supplies 
and get our wounded back to safety, nothing more would be nec- 
essary. We were sure that we would be able to hang on to Hill 27 
under these improved conditions. It was wonderful what a change 
in outlook one could undergo within a few hours’ time. 

In an hour we had made it back to the battalion with all of the 
machine guns and one of the 81mm mortars. Five minutes after 
we got there one of the guns was in action, spraying Japs in the 
cover on the right flank. Another was soon busy pouring fire into 
the mouth of a pillbox which the Japs had constructed during the 
night. In another hour all four of the guns were emplaced along 
the line, more than doubling the battalion’s fire power. The am- 
munition was pulled from the belts in some of the boxes and loaded 
by hand into Mi clips. Riflemen who were nearly out were over- 
joyed to get it. The battalion now had a new lease on life with 
some ammunition, machine guns, a mortar, and knowledge that 
more of everything was on the way! There was also a cheering 
rumor that stoves on which to make hot coffee were coming up, 
also that several thousand doughnuts were en route. When the 
doughnut rumor was confirmed a few moments later by the mess 
sergeant, who had walked ahead of the bearers, a resounding cheer 
went up from the entire perimeter. The Japs answered the cheer 
with a few bursts (fire had been slack for the last half hour) and 
the men who had left the line went scurrying for their foxholes. 

A minor counterattack developed with the sudden resumption 
of enemy fire. It consisted of a suicide rush against the center of 
our line by a platoon of Japanese. The charge, led by an officer 
whose sword was dangling at his side in its sheath while he flour- 
ished a pistol from the front of his flying wedge, wilted and faded 
to nothing before the fire of two platoons of “E” Company. With 
full ammunition belts the boys were no longer so inclined to spare 
the lead, so when they let drive it sounded almost like a rapid fire 
relay on the “A” range at Camp Perry. The officer and two of his 
men got closer to us than the others. Their bodies formed the 
high-water mark of Japanese movement on the slope of the hill. 
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I did not see this, nor up to that time had I seen any of the 
forward outer perimeter action at the time that it was actually 
going on. The shooting was only fifty yards away, yet I had been 
isolated from the action and comparatively safe. Jungle warfare 
is like that, especially in mountainous country. I have many times 
seen an entire battalion sitting casually on a trail, nibbling away 
at “K” rations, while one of its platoons, only ioo yards away, was 
fighting a hell of a battle. 

I was faced with a period of relative inactivity after the next 
few hours. My guns were all quickly emplaced and I had turned 
over the last mortar to Captain Peterson, who was personally at- 
tending to their disposition. With responsibilities fulfilled as far 
as my command was concerned, I began to think about taking my 
rifle up to the forward line of foxholes and seeing if there was 
anything to shoot. 

The Colonel had been outspoken in his feeling that unit com- 
manders should not “go popping away or playing Boy Scout” 
unless it was “necessary in the leadership of their commands.” But 
with the situation turned defensive and with the employment of 
my guns left pretty much up to the squad leaders, I felt free. 
Besides, I wanted to take my rifle and binoculars up over the hill 
top and break the nervous monotony I felt. Battalion command 
posts are nerve-racking places where one has to sit and sweat out 
every bit of shooting that is heard along the front with absolutely 
no opportunity to do anything about it. 

Before going up I decided to have something to eat. I was dis- 
turbed at the thought of having gone without food for so long so 
I crawled into a hole with Lieutenant Lochbihler and shared a can 
of fish (tuna, as I remember) with him. That can had been in my 
pack for several weeks, but it was good. After the first taste I 
reaJized that I had been plenty hungry — whether I’d been aware 
of it or not. We contented ourselves with the one can, though, 
saving the rest of my food for another time. We were not yet cer- 
tain that all of our supplies would get through and we knew that 
ammunition would have priority over food for sometime. 

In between bites I talked over my plans of going up topside. 
The Colonel came by on an inspectrea I was interested 
in. I was pleased with the height of the position; it provided as good 
a view of the whole left front and flank as was obtainable from 
anywhere along the line. After receiving the gunner's assurance 
that he did not mind the intrusion, I slid my rifle across the lip 



^ 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



ii8 Shots Fired in Anger 

of my hole and asked him about the presence of Japs in the cover 
in front of us. The suspect area was a fan-shaped strip of irregular 
ground and brush, no longer than 200 yards at most, and bounded 
on the far side by jungle. 

"Haven't seen any since those," he said, nodding his helmet 
toward the sun-puffed bodies of eight Japs who had charged his 
position on the previous afternoon. They were lying where they 
had been shot, scattered on the ground some thirty feet from us. 
"Some nice souvenirs out there for anybody damn fool enough to 
go out after 'em. That first one must be an ofiicer or sumthin\ 
He's lay in' on a sword; had it in his hand when I shot him. Hope 
it don't rust all to hell before I get a chance to get out and get 
it." As he rambled on I started to examine the ground far out in 
front, where I felt that there might be a target. 

It was hot on top of that hill. No wonder so many men were 
brought down half out of their heads from heat exhaustion. The 
shallow foxholes were like ovens. Vision across the hill was blurred 
by thick smears of heat waves, rippling above the grass and bare 
spots where mortar shells had scraped off the sod. With that kind 
of heat there was no use for binoculars. The images would be so 
distorted by mirage that you couldn't see a thing. I had given the 
whole area the once-over without seeing a target and had just 
begun to divide it up into sections and search again with greater 
care, when an unusual and unaccountable thing happened. A man 
near the crest of the hill was behaving in a suicidal manner. 

My attention was first attracted by a series of yells from the 
whole center of the positions. "Tell that dumb yokel to get down!" 
"Get down, you crazy bastard!" 

I rolled halfway over and twisted my neck around to see a man 
gj standing upright on the highest point of the hill. The cries con- 

§ tinued, "Somebody grab him! He's nuts!" All within sight joined 

6 in frenzied yelling, but no one was close enough to yank him down 

^ into a hole. Before anyone could get to him, a single shot was fired. 

^1 It came from the jungle to my left flank — the plainly identifiable 

S crack of an Arisaka .25. The exposed man crumpled to the ground, 

I his helmet rattling loudly against the coral clods in the momentary 

hush that followed the shot. The Jap rifleman fired a second and a 

1 third shot at the still-exposed body, now lying face down on the hill 
I crest, and his bullets cracked across my front on their way. Both of 
I these shots missed, but it did not matter. The first shot had hit 
I the man's chest and he hardly twitched where he lay. Then two 
I men ran uselessly up to carry him away, luckily without being 
^ fired at. This I did not see, for I was looking at the cover where 
g that shot came from, hoping for a crack at the Jap. But there were 

I no more shots from that quarter, and I never saw him. 
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Looks at first glance as though the local Bull o' th* Woods has just come for- 
ward to show one of his juniors how things are to he done. Captain Applejack 
is getting a good lecture on platoon tactics^ as evolved by the mental giants in 
regimental headquarters. Outstanding features of this harangue will be par- 
ticular emphasis on Aggressiveness^ Drive and Guts in the assault^ and Stub- 
born Tenacity in the defense. 

The captain will listen politely while the colonel talks. He knows that the 
Old Man will move back to the regimental command post before the interesting 
and exciting Pacific night approaches. And when it does the captain will most 
likely forget the conversation with his senior — and the quoted axioms of 
Napoleon and Jeb Stuart — and use his good common sense. 

Most likely a sketchy drawn on the pages of a field message book, is serving 
as a lecture-poster. Notice that both officers are wearing the same uniforms and 
equipment that might be seen on any private, and that the painted eagle is no 
longer on the coloneVs helmet. Maybe he smeared it with clay or borrowed an 
unadorned soup-bowl from one of his command post people. 

It was surprising the number of front line visitors who were hit during this 
last war. In most cases they tended to show less respect for enemy fire than did 
the men who were exposed to it 24 hours a day, seven days a week. Such visiting 
firemen, wallowing around the forward line of foxholes, frequently gave away 
to the enemy the exact locations of men who had gone to great trouble keeping 
themselves concealed. 

Generally these visitors from higher echelon were about as popular with front 
liners as an epidemic of dysentery. 
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This episode seemed as fantastic then as now: no one was look- 
ing at the man at the exact moment he arose — everyone became 
aware of his foolishness only after he was up and out of his hole. 
His reasons, if any, for committing that suicidal gesture, are to 
this day unexplained. 

With a sort of amazed feeling I continued my inspection of the 
terrain in front of me, giving very close attention to the area from 
which the shots were fired. Sporadic fire from the other side of 
the perimeter was snapping, but on the whole there was little 
noise. I had crouched somewhat lower because I felt that though 
I was probably well defiladed from the ace Jap sniper's view, there 
could well be another one around. It was easy to imagine him 
drawing a bead on my helmet from a camouflaged position in cover 
only 80 yards away. The drama of the situation was mocked at 
that time by the words of the machine gunner next to me. I felt 
like rebuking him for what I heard him say so shortly after a man 
had been killed, but I let it pass. "Hey, next door. . . . No use 
both of us stayin' awake . . . Tm gonna get some shuteye . . .'* 
With that he curled up behind the rear legs of the tripod and 
dozed off", in the baking heat! 

As the very front of the battalion was clearly visible from where 

I stayed, I had naturally not concerned myself with a close scrutiny 

of the narrow strip of ground immediately in front of and down 

grade from that portion of the line. Nor had it entered my head 

that a Jap infiltration attempt might be made in broad daylight. 

The notion seemed too fantastic. But a movement in the low 

brush, not more than thirty yards from the foremost positions, 

caught my eye. I looked more closely and I clearly saw a man 

crawl across the front of a small boulder just down hill from our 

I foremost diggings. It gave me a terrific start and I instinctly jerked 

8 the barrel of my rifle around to take aim at this surprise target. 

§. Then I checked myself, cursing inwardly that I could think of 

3i shooting at a target so obviously one of our own men. It was just 

^' a silly error of my own — a failure to properly locate our own lines. 

u I should have had sense enough to have inquired about men work- 

I ing in front of the line before going up there to blaze away at any 

S old target. Likely it was someone out planting booby traps or re- 

b covering dead. Another shape moved by the boulder and I shifted 

I the rifle over on the parapet so that I could look through the scope. 

I Mere curiosity prompted me to do this. When I looked through 

I the scope again I got another start. "It's a Jap!" I almost yelled 

§" out loud. But again I checked myself, thinking of the appalling 

number of our men killed by careless shooting. I actually refused 
I to believe what I was seeing. Only half of the man who had moved 

I past the boulder remained visible. It was the rear half of his body 
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that I could now see, and I suppose that I continued to look at 
it for a minute before the truth finally dawned. 

Despite the proximity to our lines, despite the broad daylight, 
there was one all-powerful proof that the man in the field of my 
telescopic sight was not an American. He was wearing wrapped 
leggings! The short stocky body, the suspicious cut of trousers, the 
strange looking color of the uniform — all of those I might mistake. 
But no American wore wrapped leggings in this war. 

Now I damned myself for having held fire so long. The Jap 
squirmed backwards while I took aim and, in so doing, he turned 
his face my way. He slipped down until all that I could see of him 
was his face and his helmeted head (the helmet did not have the 
usual Jap camouflage net). But at 80 yards that face was enough 
target. I must have been pretty steady at the moment of the shot 
because I remember being able to set his chin precisely on the 
flat-topped post in the Alaskan reticule. Also, I was able to hold 
it there while I squeezed the trigger. It was the sort of a squeeze 
you use on the last shot of a rapid-fire string when you see the 
target start to move! My bullet struck him squarely in the teeth 
and he pitched on his face, giving a single convulsive jerk. I found 
myself aiming for another shot without memory of having operated 
the bolt. I uselessly fired a second shot into his chest. 

Breathless with dumb, unreasoning excitement, I continued to 

watch the dead Jap through the scope, common sense and hysteria 

battling in my mind over whether or not I should wildly continue 

to fire into the dead body. Common sense, I am glad to say, won 

out and in a few minutes I was examining the ground through the 

rifle scope with relative calm. But calm, on a battlefield, is a highly 

interruptible thing. 

I An explosion blossomed in the center of the scope field, only a 

I few feet from the body. At the same time I noted a related dis- 

§. turbance over in the four o'clock side. A grenade had gone off down 

S there. Looking up momentarily from the scope I saw movement in 

1^' our positions above the dead Jap. The boys had rolled a grenade 

y down to make sure. . . . Well, what the hell — Uncle Sam has 

I plenty of 'em. But No! There was another yellow belly down there! 

S Sure as hell there was! 

b Flushed from cover, perhaps wounded by the grenade, the second 

I Jap ran a short distance, getting in partial defilade from those on 

I the hill. He was soon safe from the men above him, well below 

I their line of vision. But he remained exposed to me all the while. 

§" He began to crawl in foot-deep grass on all fours, apparently un- 

concerned with my part of the perimeter, looking back over his 
I shoulder at the spot from where the grenade had come. Perhaps 

I the sounds of my two shots had been altered by local acoustics, 
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perhaps he was stunned and wounded. Whatever the cause, he was 
certainly unaware of any danger from my quarter. He continued 
crawling down a shallow cut, at right angles to my line of vision. 
It was as easy a shot as the other. I tracked him for a moment 
with the scope, keeping the post on the thick, upper part of his 
body as he crawled, then I moved the post well up in front of him 
and let him crawl toward it. When his armpit was right above the 
top of the reticule post, I gave the trigger a last ounce of pressure. 
When the scope settled after the recoil I saw that he was dead. 
I put another in him for good measure and then I shakingly 
crouched back to get my breath. The machine gunner sang out 
congratulations to me — he having awakened to witness the shoot- 
ing. Like myself, he had first feared that I was shooting at our 
own men. He had definitely recognized them as Japs when I shot, 
however. 

I had forgotten about the heat of the day. There was a cold 
clammy sweat all over my face then, and my knees felt weak even 
without my being on my feet. It seemed wise to sit there for a 
while, talking with the machine gunner before I returned to the 
battalion CP. The aimless chatting with the doughboy next to me 
was calming. I felt able to leave in a few moments, but my pulse 
took a long time to return to normal. Shooting Japs at less than 
a hundred yards, I had found, was a lot different from sniping 
them at long range. 

As I dashed from cover to cover on my way back, I felt a rather 
logical fear that has assailed me many times since. After killing 
one or more enemy, I have always sensed a proportionate increase 
in danger to myself. That fear was renewed in my mind after each 
exploit — on through the war. Another enemy killed — an increased 
gj likelihood of being killed myself. It is strange the way a man 

§ manufactures his own mental handicaps. 

6 The rear side of the hill around the command post had been 

% cleaned up during my brief absence. The dead had been removed 

^1 from around the aid station and a burial detail was busy down on 

g the slope digging graves. Shovels and entrenching tools could now 

I be spared from the more important task of digging shelters for the 

living. The necessary areas had been cleared of enemy, and the 

1 command post was no longer subject to rifle fire. Mortars and 
I knee-mortars were still banging in as before, but their efFective- 
l ness had not increased and they produced fewer and fewer casual- 
I ties as shelters were improved. 

I All of this I saw as I got out of the fire zone on the top of the 

^ hill, moving that short distance to relative safety which takes a 

g battalion officer away from what he would call The Front. I was 

I to find out later that there was no term in the war which was to be 
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so variously defined by different authorities. The Front, sometimes 
incorrectly confused by laymen with the combat zone, has meant 
entirely different things to different people. Sometimes anywhere 
within range of enemy attack aviation or buzz bombs. But to men 
in Infantry battalions it has meant the outer row of foxholes in a 
defense, or the advance-guard squad in a patrol. The Infantry- 
man's front was where close and hot contact with the enemy was 
assured, where a soldier might at any moment find an enemy 
springing into his shelter to knife it out, or maybe where a grenade 
could roll sputtering into a foxhole with fuse burned too short to 
allow for throwing it outside. The Front, as the doughboy thinks 
of it, is a place of grime, horror and heart-breaking effort, often 
rewarded by semi-starvation and lingering death. 

Existence at this Front, especially if prolonged, leads any human 
to the realization of a new set of values. There the soldier prays 
to his God (or his luck) for his life — or for a quick or pleasant 
death. His great fear is that he will be horribly wounded and live 
a cripple — blinded, castrated, deafened, or without limbs. His 
greatest wants are for a little time to sleep every 48 hours or so, 
and for ammunition and food. His companions are his buddies 
and his officers — and he seems to notice a marked shortage of 
officers from where he happens to be huddling in a hail of enemy 
fire. 

I rolled a tongue around the outside of scummy teeth and began 
to think about the toothbrush in my pack, as I got down to 
^'Harry's New Yorker" (the name Art and I had given our fox- 
hole). Art was not there, and most of the nearby diggings were 
also empty. I asked a lone occupant of a **three-manner" close by 
where the hell everyone had gone. "Lieutenant Hantel went down 
to get a cup of coffee; they got plenty coffee and doughnuts down 



I I could have kissed the grimy face of that soldier, beard and 



all, for saying that. While I was getting out my canteen cup I 
found that the troops on the top of the hill were being relieved by 
relays, so that everyone could get down and have as much hot 
coffee as he wanted. Four big doughnuts, fried as only "H" Com- 
pany's mess sergeant could cook 'em were handed to each man. As 
I walked down where the ranges were set up I saw by the cheer- 
iness of a hundred faces along the way that it does not take long 
I for a man's appetite to be summoned back into existence by the 

smell of hot coffee, and the taste of good old doughnuts. 

There were other sniping adventures for me during the next few 
days. I was placed in charge of the garrisoning of a hill on our 
flank as the threat of counterenvelopment increased. But all of 
these shooting parties were of similar stamp, all at rather short 
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range — nothing to place any demands on true marksmanship abil- 
ity. One of these affairs, because it is depicted in the cover illus- 
tration of this book, is perhaps worth relating. It happened one 
morning while there was still considerable shooting on Hill 27. 
This little minute-thriller concerned several members of "E" Com- 
pany, defending the left-hand curve of the perimeter on the morn- 
ing of January 7th. 

All through the night there had been weird sounds and sights 
along the outside of the line; yells, exploding grenades and inter- 
mittent flashes of automatic fire. One man, looking at the skyline 
in front of his hole, had seen the unmistakable outline of a crouch- 
ing enemy. He let fly a few rounds from a Reising gun and saw his 
target fall. After that, for a while, there had been silence, broken 
occasionally by a gurgling moan from the spot where the Japanese 
was lying. The men knew that the moans would not long continue, 
because each one of them trailed off with a hissing sound, clearly 
indicating that some of the slugs had found the Jap's lungs or 
windpipe. But the noise bothered the men. They were waiting for 
dawn, when all of the uncertainty could be cleared up. The men 
would be able to see the ground to their front and tell what other 
things had happened. Necks began to be craned a little as it got 
lighter; eyes began to be lifted higher above the parapets. 

The situation outside of "E" Company's perimeter had been 

described to us over sound-powered telephone, and I had left my 

foxhole near the battalion command post to investigate. I got to 

a point about twenty-five yards from the concerned platoon CP 

— fifty yards from the outer line — when a single rifle shot, passed 

close over my head, caused me to lie down and get ready with my 

rifle. From my prone position I stared fruitlessly at the wall of 

gj jungle off to my right. It could have contained a hundred camou- 

§ flaged enemy. For the moment I had lost interest in the dying Jap 

6 in front of the line. 

% I set my eye to my rifle scope and began looking for a giveaway 

^1 movement of foliage where the shot had come from. The direction 

S was off to my right, a full ninety degrees from line of vision to the 

^ scene of original interest. Just before the shot had scared me into 

lying down I had noticed two foxholes, dug closely together, just 
E a little below the very crest of Mount Austen. They belonged to 

1 two of "E'* Company's riflemen, rather apart from the rest of 
I their platoon. Just as I took cover, I noticed that one of the oc- 
I cupants had raised his head and shoulders above ground level, 
I pointing his rifle nervously towards his left front. Apparently he 
^ was trying to draw a bead on a fleeting target. 

g In searching the green tangle of leaves, vines, and trunks, during 

I the next few seconds I examined and eliminated many suspicious 
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looking objects. I saw a definite movement about fifteen feet up 
on the trunk of a large tree which I decided might be my target of 
the moment (might be a lizard, too). Anyway I figured that three 
shots or so through the foliage immediately around the spot would 
do no harm, and might do a lot of good. I held the first one in the 
center, and fired all three as fast as I could operate the bolt, so 
that the suspected tree-sniper would be unable to take cover if the 
first one missed. I planned to hold the scope on the area, after 
getting a fourth live round ready in the chamber, and look for 
more suspicious movements, hoping that I would be able to watch 
the death-flounderings of the man who had shot at me. 

But I had no such opportunity to survey the results of my three 
searching shots. The last shot I fired blotted out in my ears the 
first syllable of a shouted Japanese battle cry, coming from in 
front of the two closely-dug fox holes. But the trailing last half of 
the word was enough. 

. . . "Z/-^'7 it croaked out loudly and terrifyingly, shouted 
through a wide-opened Oriental mouth, and with every ounce of 
strength in a Japanese officer's lungs. And then it was followed by 
a chorus-yell of the same word: ''BANZAI! BANZAir High 
pitched; blood-curdling; croaking with fanaticism, savagery, hate. 
And so keen is my memory that I can remember the exact sound- 
ing, the rheumy hoarseness of the voices, as though each of the 
attacking Japanese were suffering from a bronchial ailment! 

I wrenched the forward half of my prone body around, to bring 
my rifle to bear in the direction of the yells. As I did so I obtained 
a lasting mental picture of the two riflemen, weapons to their 
shoulders, twisting to the left and listening with breathless tense- 
ness to the attack party coming up directly at them. The Japs 
I were then out of view and below the riflemen's field of fire. These 

I riflemen had not more than thirty yards in which to halt the attack 

§. with fire. They would have to kill or seriously maim every member 

S of the Japanese party during that short rush. Thirty yards space, 

1^' and about five seconds time — for a charging Jap covers ground 

y like a sprinter. 

I I reasoned these things out before the five Japanese came over 

S the rise; a dynamic picture of gleaming whites of eyes, bare teeth 

b and steel of sword and bayonets. These steel blades, it seemed, did 

I not merely reflect the dull light of morning, but radiated light of 

I their own, flashing, infernal. At the sight all controlled thought fled 

I from the minds of all involved in our little drama; only instinct, 

§" and wild, pointless emotion remained. Sequence and the pattern 

of events were lost. I saw what happened — clearly, through eyes 
I and senses amplified by obsessive fear. I remember it all. But to 

I place each event in proper turn would require a later piecing to- 
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gather of the story by participants, if we lived. History, If it were 
interested, could wait. This, as best as I have been able to learn, 
is the story of those very few seconds. 

As the first three Japanese loomed over the rise, bounding to- 
ward the two foxholes, the left of the two riflemen fired, as did 
I along with him. The leading and farthest left of the three Japs 
was an officer, brandishing at shoulder height a gleaming Samurai 
blade, wearing their peaked, star-emblemed cap. The rifleman's 
bullet caught him just above the belt buckle, missing his spine by 
an inch on the way out. He halted, straightened upright from the 
crouched position in which he had been charging, staggered back- 
ward for a pace or two. Then he fell over on his back, raising his 
arms above his head and casting the gleaming blade from his right 
hand as he fell. 

My own first shot was fired in great haste, aimed frantically at 
the leading Japanese rifleman, just to the ill-fated oflRcer's left. A 
bound he had taken just as I fired had carried him as much to the 
left as forward. My bullet sped through, missed, but killed the 
last of the party, some twelve yards behind. My second shot, 
timed perfectly with the first of the rifleman on the right, shared 
credit for slowing down, but not stopping, the charge of the third 
member of the party. The right hand rifleman's first shot hit the 
Jap I had missed squarely in the chest at a distance of about 
eight yards. It took a second shot to finish the job. 

With only two cartridges in my weapon when the action began, 
I was now reduced to mere helpless watching (and fumbling to 
awkwardly load the magazine of my Springfield, occluded for clip 
loading by the damn bracket type mount of the scope). The two 
remaining enemy, now practically atop the two riflemen, were dealt 
with before I could manage to tear from my belt and cram into 
g^ the chamber a single round. 

? The first of these two to go down was the most distant— the 

^ extreme left flank member of the attacking force. A third shot 

I from the rifleman on the right did the work. This Jap threw his 

^ rifle forward as he fell. 

y His killing had taken perhaps a half second — precious time to 

^ the remaining Jap. Being almost abreast of the officer at the time 

5 the rush began, this second fellow was now nearly upon his ob- 

1 jective, close enough to use his bayonet. Some part of my mind, 

q working subconsciously during this crisis, caused me to remember 

I and to later marvel at the infinite bravery and courage of this 

I stout hearted little Oriental. He was charging the two men, his 

c arms and body cocked back to deliver a piston thrust to his bayo- 

netted rifle — a thrust which would surely have killed the rifleman 

1 on the left. 
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Both of the riflemen saw him now as their last remaining (and 
greatest) danger. They pointed their Garands, still holding more 
than half-magazine capacity, at his chest. Then they pumped the 
triggers until both clips were ringingly ejected from the receivers. 
They lowered aim to keep the stream of metal pouring through 
him as he fell to his knees, then to his haunches, then on his face, 
clutching his rifle tightly to the last. This continued fire was not 
hysterical — not a waste of ammunition. That Jap was alive and 
dangerous until perhaps the last two rounds were fired. 

What I saw during those few seconds made me glow with pride 
at my belonging in the same outfit with the two men out in front. 
They had killed twice their number of Japs with only minor as- 
sistance; they had not lost nerve in the face of the most savage and 
terrifying weapon in the Japanese repertory. Other men before, in 
Burma, in Indo-China, in other lost territories still under unchal- 
lenged Japanese control, had permitted themselves to be paralyzed 
with fear and slaughtered under similar circumstances. 

Now those two men were ready again, with rifles loaded, scan- 
ning the ground to their front. One of them turned his head my 
way for a moment, and I saw under the shadowed brim of his hel- 
met that though his face was ash-gray above his beard, his teeth 
were partly bared in a grin, of self-confidence — even of triumph. As 
I loaded up my rifle, filling the magazine as well as the chamber 
now that I had time, I too enjoyed another feeling of bolstered 
faith. 

On the 9th of January we were visited by a few of the staff 

oflScers of the 35th Infantry, a regiment of the 25th Division, and 

we made arrangements to be relieved. Late on the loth the physical 

relief of the battalion was finished. I remained over through that 

g night with the turnover detail and left the next day. 

As we walked out over the shortened and improved trail, panting 
§. from the exertion of mounting the hills it covered, we all became 
3{ aware of how weak and exhausted we really were. We had all been 
^1 in the sun, but the tan we had gotten from that exposure had not 
y given our skins a healthy glow. Everyone had lost weight, and 

1 inches had been added to the curves of stooped shoulders. Clothing 
S was ragged beyond belief and mud was crusted over all of it. With 
b several halts — no need to hurry now — we soon arrived at the junc- 
I tion of the main trail on Edson's Ridge. The trail had been cut 
i much further in than when we had left. It was when we got to 
I that jeep path, up on a ridge and out of the stinking jungle, that 
S- the full realization of our luck in coming out of the Valley of the 
^ Shadow was to dawn upon all of us. 

S The battalion had 27 killed in the operation, and we all knew 

I that it was a small fight in the big scheme of things. No one can 
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ever say that any particular gain was worth such a loss. But 500 
Japanese had been killed, and prisoners which we were to take a 
month later in our operation against the rear of the Japanese forces 
on Guadalcanal would be heard referring in tones of dread to what 
they had named, "The Battle of the Mountain of Blood." 

To them, much more than to us, the fight for Hill 27 had been 
no small thing. 

The day we marched out was a bright and sunny one. The sky, 
the ocean, and the green land were vying with each other for first 
honors in a great concerted effort of all nature to tell us that the 
world was a wonderful, magnificent place, and that life was grand. 
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A SHORE TO SHORE OPERATION 

The day I am about to relate started with a bang — several of 
them, in fact. The empty "C" ration cans, hanging like Christmas 
tree ornaments on the barbed wire outside the inner perimeter, 
rattled loudly, rousing one of the company platoon sergeants from 
an especially sound slumber. He opened his eyes to see a sight 
which sent various kinds of chills up and down his spine and out 
to his trigger finger. The sergeant had little thought for the peaceful 
rest the battalion was enjoying at the time. He raised his tommy 
gun and took none-too-careful aim at a pair of evil looking eyes 
glowing down at him over the lip of his foxhole. Then he let fly 
about half a drum of .45 slugs. 

The whole drowsy command sprang into immediate action. Offi- 
cers rolled cursing from their bunks. Half naked crews ran out to 
man their weapons, stumbling over the cut vegetation and slipping 
in the soft mud. The trails and paths leading through the jungle to 
prepared positions were crowded with scurrying doughboys. All 
gj through the brush surrounding my tent could be heard the hurried 

§ sounds of preparation for a last ditch fight. Mi rifles were being 

6 charged — I could hear the distinctive sounds as clips were shoved 

^ home and bolts went forward, driving first rounds into the cham- 

^1 bers. Forward, on the line which was crowded with heavy machine 

S guns, each bolt was clangingly pulled and released to bring the 

I weapon to full-load. The rattle of machine gun bolts was the last 

sound heard. I counted them and knew that all six crews were on 

1 the job — waiting for the attack to develop. The attack would have 
I to cross a loo-yard cleared field of fire out in front of the entrench- 
l ments. With that last rattle the noise subsided and the battalion 
I settled into absolute silence — watching its front — waiting. 

I It was a satisfying thought to know that the Japs had not 

^ achieved surprise. We were ready. It would take a lot of them to 

g get through the stuff we had out there. Three double aprons of 

barbed wire . . . Interlaced fire from three times our complement 
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of heavy machine guns . . . Dug in 37mm anti-tank guns with 
piled up cases of cannister shot . . . Fifty-caliber ground-mounted 
jobs ready to take care of any Japs who came in low. (The fifties 
would penetrate the spreading roots of any large trees within the 
cleared field of fire.) All of that — plus a substantial line of riflemen 
out in front, gave all of us a good feeling of fitness in the matter. 
We were almost certain of our ability — as an entrenched battalion 
of American Infantry — to hold off all the Japs in the Solomon 
Islands, attacking in a column of regiments one behind the other. 
And, with Henderson Field behind us but a few hundred yards, 
we did not doubt that the Japs might try that very thing. The 
164th Infantry^s Third Battalion had killed hundreds of them on 
that very same spot. That was a month earlier when a Jap regiment 
made a very desperate bid for the Field. 

We waited with bird-dog tenseness for the fire fight to begin. 
We knew how it would come — a few scattered shots, then a chorus 
of wild yells and screams followed by a furious charge with bayo* 
nets and grenades. The silence continued for a full ten minutes. 
Then a murmur passed up and down the line. 

**Check on those damned shots — where did that firing come 
from.^" To me, ignorant as the others of the exact source of the 
firing, the sound had been definitely recognizable as one of two 
things — a Nambu light machine gun being fired toward us or a 
tommy gun being fired away from us. Either would indicate some 
sort of Japanese action — and that to me could mean but one thing 
— an attack directed toward the air strip. And, at that very mo- 
ment, Henderson Field was making its exact location known with 
the sound of many motors. Morning fighter sweeps were getting 
warmed-up. 

The scene continued to be one of tense alertness. Helmeted heads 
g^ projected above the shelters only enough to clear eyes for obser- 

? vation. Everything was lined up and ready to go — and it remained 

^ so, waiting anxiously — almost eagerly — ior the first sign of the 

3 coming attack. 

^ The sergeant remained quietly in his hole, raising his head oc- 

y casionally. He did this to check the defiladed spot into which his 

^ target had fallen when the slugs tore squarely into it. He could no 

5 longer see the target — the eyes he had fired at — but he could hear 

I convulsive threshing in the declivity where the body had fallen. 

c He kept the spot covered and shouted a warning (when at last 

I his voice returned) telling his friends on either side to watch the 

I spot and to '^not let the bastard get away.'' Perhaps he thought 

c the hail of .45 slugs had merely wounded. 

^ A doughboy on the sergeant's right climbed from his shelter 

I and moved forward. He did not even go to the trouble of crouching 
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to lessen the six foot target he was offering. The sergeant told him 
to get the hell back in his hole at once but the man disregarded 
the order. Along the line all the men within view kept their eyes 
to the front, ready to cover this man with fire if anything should 
happen. Obviously he was going out to investigate the body of the 
Jap that Hill had killed. 

He got down into the declivity where it was and went to work 
on it with a trench knife — apparently cutting off the collar tabs 
to get the insignia of rank, or perhaps cutting a shirt front to get 
to the diary and flags so often kept inside there. In a moment he 
arose, lifting the bullet ridden corpse for all to see. A great ringing 
chorus of laughter broke out and spread along a whole company 
front, causing the doughboys in flanking outfits to look at each 
other curiously and tilt their helmets forward and to scratch their 
heads. 

The sergeant's victim, held up for all to see, was a huge long- 
tailed reptile — the giant tree lizard of Guadalcanal. 

So began the day on which we were to get things underway for 
the big shore-to-shore operation, calculated to trap the remaining 
Jap forces on the island in the jaws of a vise and then to squeeze 
them into the inland mountains or the sea. (We held no fancied 
hopes that they would surrender.) 

The Second Battalion, 132nd Infantry had been chosen to do 

the job. General Sebree told us our success in the Mount Austen 

(Hill 27) battle had been taken into account in the selection. The 

plans had been communicated to us early and we had made the 

necessary administrative arrangements for the move. We were to 

concentrate at Lunga Point for loading the next morning. We were 

to be moved in destroyers and LCTs (Landing Craft, Tank) in a 

I sweep around the enemy's left flank, landing in the vicinity of 

g. Visale, a small village in the extreme rear of the main Japanese 

I forces. This would give the Japanese a second front. We had the 

I whole of the day to make ready — embarkation was to be at an 

1^' early hour the following morning. 

y So, after the comical happenings brought about by the lizard 

p and the unsteady nerves of the half-asleep platoon sergeant were 

K terminated, we set ourselves to the business at hand and moved 

^ from the perimeter to the beach, where we began the actual am- 

munition and supply loading at about noon. The LCTs were nosed 
I in to the beach and the regimental supply officer was with the 

regimental ammunition officer busy supervising the loading. For a 
I" while things went along smoothly but soon the customary unpleas- 

antnesses began to occur. First of all we were told that the number 
N of LCTs was to be reduced for some reason or another. When we 

i^ received this news a great cry of pain went up from the slide rule 
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boys from division headquarters. Their loading tables were all 
messed up by the change. We set to making adjustments of our 
own while they went into a highly technical huddle to devise new 
loading tables. (I believe that by the time this was accomplished 
the convoy must have been underway for some hours.) Anyway 
the job was done; we were loaded before darkness overtook us. 

After the loading we went back to the beach for a night's rest. 
But there was no rest. Some one of the gang had gotten hold of 
some torpedo juice from some closeby Navy people. There were 
many sounds of discordant singing from around the dispersal area. 
I know that it is not good for me, as an officer, to mention this 
and at the same time admit that I did nothing about it. But I 
considered my sleep that night especially valuable, as I was not 
feeling well at the time. 

My arm and shoulder had turned to raw beef with a recurrent 
allergy rash which I had picked up on New Caledonia a year 
before. It had been necessary for me to talk fast in order to avoid 
being hospitalized. So I lay still, enjoying the anonymity given by 
the darkness and the confused situation. I failed to hear the yells 
of high brass which were ringing through the night, threatening 
things dire and disastrous if responsible officers did not take im- 
mediate action to stop the drunken racket. It turned out later 
that my abstaining from action was a good thing, because most of 
the merriment came from certain naval officers and a few army 
guests — all of whom were of much higher rank than myself. Finally 
I drifted off to troubled, nightmarish sleep. 

At midnight part of the unit struggled up from sleep and 
climbed aboard the boats. The indefatigable adjutant of the bat- 
talion had slept so soundly that it took several yells from the 
gj leather voiced battalion commander to rouse him. After he was 

8 properly roused he managed to get on the wrong boat or something. 

The darkness became blue with profanity as Colonel Ferry sum- 
^ moned him to his proper place. 

^1 There was a strange mosaic of sounds filling the night air. Back 

S of everything else, of course, was the roar of the Higgins boats as 

1 they shuttled the troops out to the destroyer. The roar of landing 
S craft motors was a standard sound each day at Lunga Beach but 
I it sounded strange during the night. 

I Something more than a thousand men were gathering their 

i equipment and getting aboard the LCTs, which are miniature 

I LSTs — nothing more than ocean-going Higgins boats. They had 

S- a conventional trap-door bow to permit unloading personnel and 

^ equipment, including tanks and trucks, directly on a beach. The 

S thousand men were not happy with their task — as no soldier ever 

is with anything which gets him up so damned early. Inasmuch as 
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PeekivL and SnoopirC — not a Japanese speciality; at least not in the day- 
time. They were great for scouting and observation^ all right, but generally they 
didn't use daytime unit infiltration tactics. If they crept up on us they did it 
by ones and twos. fVhen they moved in bunches they most often rushed. 

Notice the cheese knives fixed on the rifles. If the Japs ever took their bayonets 
off, they had to have a good reason. Guess they figured that the mile-long barrel 
and the heavy wooden forearm didnH provide enough balance. 

These two boys are stalking something, probably some American machine 
gun position spotted earlier. Usually such a stalk would be conducted in a 
wide half-circle, around a flank, with the objective of getting within easy 
grenade distance. Sometimes this method worked against us; more often we got 
the Japs. 
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the beach was secure and there was no need for silence the men 
took full advantage of the situation. There were many discontented 
grumblings among those who were throwing on board the last of 
the task force's equipment. They were working in complete dark- 
ness — darkness which was particularly treacherous within the 
landing craft. Inside the craft there were a million and one sharp 
articles for a man to bang his ribs against. And there was nothing 
comfortable for him to lie on once he was loaded and his work 
finally at an end. Some of the more lucid were heard to insinuate 
that all of these difficulties and irritations were in reality parts of 
a cleverly conceived plan, meant to enrage the soldier just prior 
to combat, so that by the time he met the enemy he would be 
conveniently obsessed with an insane desire to kill and tear apart 
everything in sight. 

The destroyer "Stringham'* left Lunga at oioo with the task 
force staff and "George** Company — which at that old-fashioned 
time was known simply as **G^' Company. This unit had the mis- 
sion of establishing the initial beachhead at a place named Verahue. 
The rest of the force would arrive in the afternoon — if all went 
well. The remainder of the force got under way somewhat later 
than the scheduled 0400. Dawn found the landing craft out on 
the open sea, taking the water route around to the rear of an 
estimated 4,000 to 7,000 Japs. 

In those early days of the war we had none of the present day 
conveniences such as vomit bags or seasickness prevention pills. 
We went along our sad way, with a man at the helm of our over- 
grown mudscow who gloried in breasting — head on — each and 
every ground swell. Men would crawl up the sides of the ship to 
lean over the edge and vomit while the ship went right on heaving. 
I was back near the two sets of twin 20mm guns near the stern, 
g and so did not get the worst of the undulations. An LCT in rough 

§- weather seems to pivot from the stern — the bow does the worst 

^ jumping, 

[^' I placed my Springfield in a little green poplin case which I have 

S always carried along, took oflF my pack and looked for a place to 

p lie down. There was nothing I could do for the men. They were 

K sitting around their machine guns — the sick ones being unmerci- 

^ fully kidded by those unaffected. The voyage continued without 

I incident — which was surprising. We would have been a most re- 

I munerative target for the light bombers the Japs had been sending 

I over lately. We had for water escort, as far as I could tell, a single 

I Australian vessel which looked like a cross between a destroyer 

and a mine layer; nothing else. Overhead, however, we had a good 
I umbrella of fighters. There have been several times in my military 

I career when I have prayed with especial fervor that the situation 
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would remain non-tactical as far as the enemy was concerned. 
This was one of them. Our LCTs' only defenses from air attack 
were two 20mm guns. These small weapons did not inspire much 
confidence. Neither did their drowsy crews. 

Along about 3:30 in the afternoon we began to nose in eastward 
towards shore, which at the time was several miles distant. We 
could make out some craft on the beach and there were a few huts 
there to indicate that it was most likely our destination, the village 
of Verahue. Such it proved to be and we clambered onto the sand 
as soon as the clumsy barge-like boats had made their way in. 
They raced their motors for a last spurt of speed in order to jam 
the heavily-laden bows upon the sand. This allowed the drawbridge 
of a front gate to span the last bit of water and permit the guns 
and vehicles to get ashore dry. 

We came in nicely, encountering no coral shelves and immedi- 
ately began to unload. Apparently someone had seen fit to take 
steps to prevent the poetically snafued occurrence of the ramp be- 
coming stuck. We all had heard stories of ramps failing to open, 
leaving 200 men and their equipment penned up in a craft under 
enemy fire. 

It was evident that there were no Japs on hand to receive us — 
only our own advance parties who had effected the landing without 
resistance and had sent out security in all directions. We all felt 
that a reaction was coming soon though, and there was no slowness 
in unloading the supplies and getting things organized. We fully 
expected to have to fight in order to hold and enlarge the beach- 
head. There was a ludicrous occurrence (which could have been 
tragic) which took place a few minutes after our landing, while the 
craft were still unloading. 
oj The coconut groves came right down to the water's edge on the 

shore of the narrow little cover. I think we owed a lot to those 
^ tall palms, huddled in a ring around the noses of the ships, for, 
^ after a two seconds* warning roar, two bombers came in directly 
^1 over us at treetop height. We had not seen any enemy planes while 
S we had been relatively helpless out there on the water so our 

1 worries had more or less left us when we hit shore. But we were 

S still concentrated — a lot of men and materiel in a small area — 

1/1 

I and therefore a good air target. Hearing the sound of the motors, 

I I hoped against hope that they were our own planes. But as they 

i roared over I saw big red "meat balls" on the wings and knew 

I otherwise. I watched them carefully, expecting to see the bombs 

S- leave their racks and start downward in their curved path. But no 

^ bombs came. 

S The only explanation that I can find is that the Japs did not 

I see us until they were directly above us. We were as much a sur- 
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prise to them as they were to us. This explanation received further 
credence from the planes' subsequent actions. They flew on, di- 
rectly away from us, streaking straight for the destroyer. It was 
a golden opportunity for anyone who had a weapon ready but we 
were all asleep. 

I stood by with my rifle in my hands. 

The equally stupefied 20mm gunners on the landing craft stared 
open-mouthed until the planes were more than a mile away. Then 
they scrambled frantically to get their guns into operation. One 
jammed — even at that uselessly late moment. 

The destroyer, however, had its own best interests strongly at 
heart. It met the incoming planes with a stream of tracers and 
Bofors explosions. Both bombs struck close on the first run, but 
only one plane remained to make a second. The leading two-mo- 
tored light bomber was fatally hit and crashed into the water a 
mile beyond the destroyer. 

The surviving plane made a courageous second trip, circling 
and coming back in for another try — braving again the fire of the 
little ship, which by that time was fully alerted. This bomb went 
wide again and the Jap made the classic decision about discretion 
and valor and streaked back towards where he came from as fast 
as his two motors would carry him. The saucy little destroyer nosed 
around, signaled ''Good Luck" to us and went back towards Tulagi. 
We stopped watching the interesting small-scale naval and air 
battle and returned to our serious work which we knew could 
become a hell of a lot more serious in a matter of hours. The Japs, 
unless they were utterly blind, would know now that a sizeable 
American force was behind their lines. Our G-2 reports had indi- 
cated coldly that the Japs would be there in strength. They would 
oj be able to liquidate our little group if they concentrated against 

8 us or reinforced their rear with that in mind. 

D We organized a perimeter and bedded down with the entirely 

% natural apprehension of people who know that their enemy is most 

^1 likely to become active during the night. We were awakened at 10 

g o'clock that evening by the flashes and sounds of a naval battle 

1^ in the vicinity of the Russel Islands, off" to the west. 

S It was a strange feeling to lie on the quiet beach and see the sky 

I light up over the water with flares and star shells. We could feel 

M the very earth quiver and vibrate with the air as sounds of explod- 

l ing torpedoes and depth charges reached us. The feeling became 

I doubly poignant when each of us realized that his very life might 

I be wrapped up in the vast war of machines out there in the dis- 

^ tance. 

g We were all aware of the close tie-in of ground, air and naval 

cooperation in that island struggle. There was no need for orienting 
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our men on the overall picture. It was always there before our 
eyes — the complete cycle of island war. The ground forces rooted 
out the Japs, killed them and defended the air fields. This allowed 
the planes to get into the air and kill Japs in larger bunches — 
at less cost in human life. 

The Navy got us there in the first place, landed the heavy 
equipment for the air bases, kept the Japs from sneaking in and 
reinforcing at night or in bad flying weather, and kept our supplies 
coming in by the hundreds of tons, piling up on the beach. Back 
at Lunga we sometimes saw all this going on in the same place at 
the same time. Transports were in the harbor unloading with 
planes overhead fighting off the Jap air force, while marines and 
doughboys kept their link in the chain solid by fighting the Japs 
off more ground and keeping the air field secure. 

So we all had an interest in this naval battle which would prob- 
ably not have been felt by troops in continental warfare; we ob- 
served the flashings and listened to the uninformative rumblings 
with great wonder as to what could be the outcome of the fight. 
We were all well aware of what the consequences of a major naval 
defeat would have been to our own little group. 

The next morning came, breaking through night with poetic 
impatience. Our patrols of native scouts reported negatively from 
their reconnaissance northward to Bahi and Titi. The entire unit 
made ready to move. The absence of a decent coastal road, perhaps 
overlooked in the planning of the expedition, compelled our trans- 
port to remain at Verahue and forced the first part of the move to 
be conducted without assurance of artillery support. 

Our battery of Marine 7Smm howitzers would be unable to move 
forward until our engineer detachment managed to bulldoze a road 
for them and our trucks. 

We began our northward march over native trails of tropical 
g- beauty at 8 o'clock that morning after a breakfast of pancakes and 

syrup — the last hot meal we were to receive for sometime. Our 
trip, made carrying our heavy weapons by hand, took us into the 
S foothills of the mountains — which were not far from the coast on 

p that side of Guadalcanal. The jungle we passed through was not 

K quite as dense as that near the air field but it was just as interesting 

^ and of equal beauty. We often crossed banana groves and other 

I cultivated fields. Many of the men picked papayas at the halts 

I and munched them en route. A lucky few found a patch of ripe 

I watermelons in a deserted village. I laughed a little as I watched 

^ them eating, remembering that an oflftcer of my acquaintance had 

been crucified for permitting his men to buy melons during a 
N practice march of the regiment at Camp Forrest, Tennessee, some 

i^ two years before. 
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During this march I was being kidded for putting up with the 
weight of my rifle and scope. Other officers were carrying lighter 
weapons — pistols or Reising or Tommy guns. Most of them had no 
idea that a scope-sighted rifle had an application in the jungle — 
and they regarded my carrying one as the height of eccentricity. 
Art Hantel was there though, and between us we were well aware 
of the capabilities of the weapon which he was by then speaking of 
as "our rifle.^* I had cut a piece of bamboo and shaved it into a 
good cleaning rod, cutting the tip in the manner of a Parker jag. 
The rod was tied to the rifle so that no matter what inconvenience 
the strain of combat might impose, I would always be able to 
clean my weapon after I had used it. I kept the scope on the rifle 
during the march — not wanting to miss any opportunity to use it. 
It was not especially likely that fighting would take place back in 
the heavy weapons section of a column, but I knew from past ex- 
perience that it was possible. Besides it was nice to have something 
to worry about besides the present ticklish situation. In concerning 
myself with the care of my cherished sniping weapon I kept my 
mind off greater worries. 

We arrived at Titi without incident in the afternoon and set up 
a hasty defense around the village area, taking advantage of avail- 
able commanding ground. It was a pleasant, comfortable place — 
a large, grassy clearing with many shade trees and a pretty beach. 
Things now looked as though we might have an absolute pushover 
on our hands. The Japs had been in that village and had left it 
several days before. But the indications, as usual, were not correct; 
we were soon to find out that the Japs were very close and that 
our fighting was about to begin. 

A patrol from "F" Company ran into a Jap patrol and engaged 
gj in a head-on fight which was indeed a sour deal. Five of our men 

were killed or missing and one of our native scouts was lost. The 
^ J^ps had a heavy machine gun up front, in a four-man carry. They 
^ dropped it the minute they saw our people and it hit the ground 
^1 popping. It was several minutes before our patrol could pin down 
S the Japs and withdraw and the damage was mostly caused by 

1 several lucky bursts from the Jap strip-fed gun while that was 
S being accomplished. 

b I only know what I heard of the fight — but it was an exceptional 

I performance for the little brown brothers. It has been my experi- 

i ence that they almost always misbehave in that sort of fight, trying 

I to close with the bayonet or some such foolishness. In this instance 

s- though, they sat tight and shot it out, completing an unusually 

^ good transaction for the Japs. (They only lost eleven men in getting 

S five of ours.) We found one of our men days later, 12 miles north 

into their territory, where the Japanese had apparently left him to 
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Japanese had to rest on the march^ too. The one in the foreground who has 
assumed the universal ^^position of the soldier^^ is employing his headnet to 
keep off gnats and flies. With his sleeves rolled up we know he isnH greatly 
worried about mosquitos. He has pushed his rear cartridge box around to his 
side and unslung his packy for complete comfort. 

That was one Japanese failings and a much worse one than we had — alert- 
ness during haltSy I mean. These two Nips are about as alert as a hibernating 
bear. The intensity of Japanese march efforts made them able to cover a lot of 
ground^ but with considerable sacrifice in security. Notice here how the near 
Jap*s rifle is lying — where it would be hard to grab quickly; chances are that 
there is no round in the chamber. 

This sketch does not show their tendency to bunch up on haltSy making an 
easy target for automatic-weapons fire. They committed that error also; killing 
them was child* s play if you could lay an ambujh at a likely halting spot 
along the line of march. 
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die with a shot through the body. Another was never found. The 
bodies of the rest were later found, stripped naked and knifed in 
the legs, close to the scene of action. It is a sure thing that this 
all worked to the later disadvantage of the Japs. 

After the patrol pulled back into the perimeter and gave us this 
information we got set for a night's stay. While we were so doing 
two other tough events happened. First of all one of our men was 
killed by our own artillery, registering in. This man had made a 
show of violating an order to take cover and had paid for it with 
his life — another tragically useless casualty, foolishly leaning 
against a tree, disregarding a shouted order to take cover. He 
taunted his buddies for worrying about "those little pop-gun 755" 
while the shells "shooshed'^ over his head. The next moment he 
was a palpitating, unrecognizable mass of flesh and bone. 

The second happening had comical aspects — after it was over. 
Colonel Ferry had just moved his command post outside a metal 
roofed shack for the evening when one of our noble little naval 
craft came by steaming about 1,000 yards off shore. It took one 
look at the activity in our little seaside village behind the Jap lines 
and without further ado began to shell the merry hell out of us. The 
first salvo struck the Colonel's erstwhile command post and turned 
it into rubble. The second screamed over with the distinctive sound 
of "light" naval artillery and exploded spitefully in the treetops, 
showering the area with fragments from which there was little 
cover. A third and a fourth followed but by the Grace of God, no 
one was killed. 

A man sharing a ditch with me during the shelling looked to the 
sky and muttered a deeply intoned "Jesus Christ!" The way he 
said it lead me to believe that it was not meant to be profanity. 
gj It sounded more like an earnest appeal to some one up there who 

8 should have been keeping a closer watch, and not allowing such 

D embarrassing things to happen to us. In undue time the destroyer 

% ran up a "so sorry" signal, realizing the mistake. The battalion 

^1 commander was by this time almost dead with rage. The lack of 

S casualities did not lessen the dressing-down the commander of the 

I destroyer got from Colonel Ferry — or at least that is the story I 

S heard, and did not doubt. 

I I was scheduled to command the first force to head north the 

I next evening with Capt. Danny Prewitt due to leap frog over me 

i on the following day. I went to sleep that night with the myriad 

J wonders and doubts of if, when, what, whirling in my mind. I had 

S- a feeling that it would not be long before my sniping rifle would 

^ be fired again. It was a beautifully clear and pleasantly cool, starry 

g night. Its warm charm seemed wonderfully appealing to me, per- 

I haps because af a fancied fear that I might not live to see another. 
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MOP UP ON THE TANAMBOGA RIVER 

I took off north the next afternoon with a section of my own 
machine gun platoon and a rifle platoon formed into a combat 
patrol. We were to "point*' the forward movement of the force. 
Our orders were to advance approximately i,ooo yards into the 
area where our last patrol had been shot up and to dig in and hold 
for the night. The whole of **G" Company was to leap frog over 
us if the resistance we encountered was not adjudged too heavy. 
Otherwise **G'' Company would be reinforced and would take over. 
We proceeded quietly through our lines and took to the same 
trail used by the unfortunate patrol. 

The terrain was very open compared with the ordinary coconut 

groves we had traversed; there was very little underbrush, barely 

enough to cover prone or kneeling men in most places. Our trip was 

a scary but uneventful one. We passed a scattering of cartridge 

cases left there by the Jap heavy machine gun and went on beyond, 

walking along with extreme alertness. We kept eyeing available 

I cover and outlining ahead our individual courses of action should 

gi we be fired on. But the Japs had withdrawn and our passing was 

§- not contested in any way. We arrived at our halting point, which 

I I adjusted farther northward for best use of automatic weapons 

[^' fire. There we put up barbed wire and dug in. 

u Our artillery delivered harassing fire on the village of Morovovo, 

p several thousand yards to our front, throughout the greater part 

K of the night. When dawn came one of my men expressed his hopes 

that the harassment of the Japs had been commensurate with the 
harassing we had received. Intermittent salvos had passed directly 
I over our heads, making sleep well nigh impossible despite the un- 

usually comfortable holes we had dug. 
I Captain Prewitt arrived at dawn, walking at the head of his 

column with a Colt .45 held swinging in his right hand. He was a 
S little annoyed at the orders he had gotten from force headquarters: 

I First, he had been told to move as far as he could: then he had been 
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told to go only as far as Morovovo. While we were organizing our 
columns the battalion commander arrived on the scene and cleared 
up the confused orders. He told Danny to move on to Morovovo, 
a few miles north, and hold there for the night. I was to follow 
along with my previously organized group and serve as reserve for 
"G" Company. A Marine lieutenant from the 7Smm battery was 
accompanying Danny^s point. Along with them was a detail of 
signalmen who carried a radio, and uncoiled telephone wire behind 
them, as double check means of communication. 

I allowed the tailend of the new advance guard to clear me by 
about ten minutes before pulling out. My group had a 5x1 radio 
set for communication while moving and a field phone handy to 
tap onto the wire when we halted on the trail. 

We moved along with a feeling of suspense building up con- 
stantly within us — things had to happen pretty soon. After all, we 
had moved several miles into territory which was alive with Jap 
sign — footprints, discarded cigaret packages, odd bits of equipment, 
diggings — all very fresh. As hours passed this feeling grew. Surely 
the Japs were not going to let us walk right into their back door! 
We heard the column ahead of us splashing into the water of 
some sort of a stream. I paused to check my map and found that 
it had to be the stream upon which our objective — the village of 
Morovovo — was sited; there were no other streams around. We 
walked on, 100 yards or so behind "C* Company, and began to 
ford the stream, glad that it was near the end of the march so that 
we would not have to walk far with wet feet. 

We were half way across the stream's 30 yard width when the 
long-expected shooting began up at the head of the column. The 
noises were uncertain, rapid bursts, indicating one of two things: 
g A Jap Nambu light machine gun was being fired toward us, or a 

I Tommy gun was being fired by one of our own people. The bursts 

§. were followed by more firing, then a babel of Jap yells interspersed 

3{ with American profanity. 

^' I took a very dim view of my little group's situation at that 

y moment. I was standing in the middle of the stream, thigh deep 

I in the water when the shooting began. The rest of my outfit was 

S behind me in the water and on the bank, entirely too exposed. I 

b pulled the whole unit back on the far bank and ordered them to 

I take up positions to cover a possible withdrawal of "C Company 

I across the stream. Then I tapped my field phone in on the wire. 

I I heard several familiar voices in excited conversation. The shoot- 

s' ing was still going on and its sound had not decreased appreciably 

in volume. Lieutenant Quast was giving a shot-by-shot description 
I of the fight over his phone from a spot right in the middle of it. 

I "Got five of 'em — laying right here in the village when we 
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walked up! We're shooting up another batch on the far side now! 
Krist! Watch 'em run!'' 

Colonel Ferry's voice broke in jubilantly, coming from group 
headquarters, back near Titi. "Good Work! Six slanteyes done 
for!" Captain Prewitt had his bit after that. His voice sounded 
calm: ^'Nothing has happened back here, Quast; need some help?" 
Quast's answer was drowned out in a burst of Jap bullets that 
popped too close to his phone. Then I got in on the party line. 
"Weren't hit, were you, Quast?" I asked. When I found out that 
he was okeh I sought a word with Captain Prewitt. I asked him 
what he wanted me to do, telling him that I was behind him and 
on the other side of the river. Danny told me to get around to his 
left flank, to cross the river at the beach and to out-flank the Japs. 
This seemed like a very sound idea indeed, and it took only a 
few seconds to issue the order. In a few minutes we had doubled 
back to the beach and started back north. We performed this 
maneuver at a dead run, maintaining a workable tactical formation 
the while. However, when we got to the point where the trail 
crossed the river we paused in dismay. There was no cover for the 
next 200 yards. Some sort of diggings were on the other side, 
probably for automatic weapons covering the sandy delta in front 
of us. There was nothing else for me to do but cross on the spot 
as best I could. I crossed the outfit a squad at a time, with the 
remainder of the force covering their movement, ready to open up 
on anything that started to shoot from the far bank. 

Luck was with us in the extreme. We were inside the Jap diggings 
in a few moments. There was still some hot rice and several lighted 
cigarets left by the Jap gun crews. They had picked up their 
weapons and fled just before we arrived. The imprint of the tripods 
and butts of two "lights" were fresh in the sand in front of their 
B^ deserted positions. Had they stood fast they could have killed 

I half of my outfit. 

I reorganized hurriedly on the far bank and got my 511 operator 
g' to working on his set, trying to get in touch with "G" Company. 

y Firing was going on as hot as ever in the village which was now 

I directly inland from my command. In a few minutes we established 

^ radio contact and the breath-taking word from "G" was: "Hold 

^ fast if you are on the north side of the river. We are driving the 

i Japs towards you." 

I In frantic haste we set up a firing line, using the narrow strip 

of the sand from the roots of the coconut trees to the ocean as the 
axis of the line. This gave the men some cover, but it gave them 
no organization in depth. They were stuck with their backs liter- 
ally against the sea, with absolutely no choice but to hold where 
they were. We were much concerned over the danger of shooting 
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our own people and took the best measures we could to prevent it. 
I cautioned all of the men to be sure of their target — no shooting 
at anything not clearly recognizable as Japanese. I then began to 
site all of my automatic weapons to shoot across our front — another 
measure to lessen our chances of firing into "G" Company. 

While I was finishing this task I was shot at by a Jap rifleman. 
The bullet passed so close to my left ear that I felt a sharp pain 
and the snap of the bullet was louder than any such sound I had 
ever heard in combat or on the range. While I was down on the 
ground, wincing and holding my ear, a group of Japs blundered 
into our left flank and more firing began. I had a rough idea of 
where the Japanese who shot at me was lurking, and as soon as 
my ear stopped killing me I started looking for him with the 
thought of shooting him in the belly so that he would die slowly. 
The report of the Jap's rifle had merged into the pain-producing 
snap of the bullet so I knew he was close by. The rows of palms 
were so arranged that all aimed fire was confined to the alleys in 
between the rows of trunks and the ocean eliminated half of my 
directional guess work; he couldn't be out there. By a process of 
hasty deduction I located his approximate position. He was at the 
base of a palm about sixty yards down one of the two available fire 
lanes, crouching low, and observing from the left (my right) side of 
the tree. Unless he happened to be a southpaw I could see no reason 
for this; anyone in his right mind would have been peering around 
from the right, body hidden by the lower trunk of the cocoanut 
palm. 

Since the even rows of trees obstructed fire from all but two 
directions, there had been but two truly suspect spots. And these 
had been limited in depth by my knowledge that the shot had been 
I fired from very short range. Actually I had but two narrow strips 

B> of ground — perhaps four by fifty yards apiece — to inspect. I had 

I selected the most likely to search first and, luckily, had found him 

I there. 

[^' The fight was going on hot then, over to my left, but somehow I 

u managed to keep my mind on the individual who had come so close 

P to killing me. I got into a huddle with myself behind the roots of a 

K tree. The Jap had apparently assumed a kill, for he was now not 

I even looking in my direction. My relatively long stay in the dirt 

had perhaps fooled him, though it is doubtful he would have seen 
I the small portion of helmet that I now exposed. He was glancing 

around, scanning the area where the main body of my platoon was 
disposed — craning his neck like a buried gobbler at a country 
turkey shoot. 

He towered in the field of the scope, visible to the third shirt 
button, the sweat of excitement and exertion showing on his face 
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and khaki shirt. His lower body was screened by the thick weeds — 
which might have caused me to forget my animal resolve to shoot 
him through the middle. I set the picket post on his chest, fired, and 
saw him lurch forward as though struck from behind with a sledge 
hammer. 

The main body of the crestfallen Nips staggered our way, fleeing 
"G" Company's attack. The confusion reached a new high. These 
Japs had Americans behind and in front of them, with common 
sense dictating that they turn right to escape annihilation. With 
typical Jap intelligence they chose to turn to the left, which 
brought them bang against the river — where some of them had 
started from! Having gotten over there they blundered into us 
again. 

Results of this move were largely fatal. Four of them ran down 
an alley between the rows of coconut trees in obvious terror, with- 
out weapons. I shot one of tHem on the way and I suspect that 
the rest were killed by riflemen on the right flank of "G.'' The last 
shots of the engagement were fired by myself and several other 
men at two armed Japs who were attempting to drag one of their 
wounded comrades to safety. All three were killed. 

The firing died away suddenly. Immediately I became terribly 
worried about the likelihood of our firing at "G" Company as it 
would come into view. I got the operator busy again trying to make 
contact with Prewitt or Quast — both of them had been involved 
more than we in the shooting spree. As radios often do, this one 
failed us utterly. Nothing to do but sit tight and wait. I could not 
outrightly tell the men to cease fire. The next people they saw 
might be Japs. However, I decided to risk a yell or two and I called 
out in my loudest voice: **Lollypop! Lollypop!" which was a uni- 
versal password on Guadalcanal. No answer came but in a short 
g, time there was a movement in the bush in front of us. One of 

S- Prewitt's native scouts emerged. I have never been happier to see 

anyone. 

I secured a quick nosecount from my platoon sergeant and was 
pleased to find that we had only a few scratches — no one badly hit. 
I went on with the native to find Quast, walking along a path 
on the bank of the river. Even this venture turned out to be risky. 
After we had taken our first few steps along the high bank in some 
manner a grenade fell from the native's belt and began to sputter 
I at my feet. I immediately dived headlong into the river, com- 

pletely immersing rifle, scope, pack and myself in the water, which 
S" was quite briny so near the ocean. Forgetting the rifle and scope 

I remained submerged to the neck until the damned grenade went 
N off*, whirring its fragments merrily past my ears. Drenched to the 

i^ skin I crawled back up the bank, feeling the while a fiendish hope 
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that the careless native would be dead. He was quite alive, though, 
having stepped behind a palm. The narrow trunk gave ample pro- 
tection to his pencil-like body, while the fuse burned and the gre- 
nade harmlessly detonated. 

The native enjoyed a big laugh. He did not even stop laughing 
when I angrily took his other grenades away from him. He had 
bent the pins straight, so that they would come out easily; he had 
not substituted tape but had merely hung them by the levers on 
his Japanese leather belt. How he had lived as long as he had with 
such habits was beyond me, especially after he told me in pidgin 
that he had had several grenades go off on him before. His hand, 
he said, was too weak to pull the unstraightened pins. I told him 
to shut up and to go to hell. 

After this disturbing delay we continued our walk toward "G" 
Company and in a few minutes Lieutenant Quast and I were slap- 
ping each other on the back and congratulating each other on still 
being alive. We had many things to do — and quickly. We were not 
set up for the night and it seemed quite likely that the Japs might 
counterattack in strength. Captain Prewitt, Quast and myself 
went into a huddle to decide on a plan of defense for the night. 

With the policies of the regimental commander in mind, I held 

out against Danny's idea to draw back across the river. It seemed 

to me to be foolish to give up ground that we would have to retake, 

but Danny prevailed. At the moment I held it against him, but 

events of the night were to prove how very right he was and how 

absolutely wrong my idea would have been. We organized again 

— Danny had not lost a man either — and we withdrew to the other 

side. As we waded back to the south side I wondered how many 

lives it would cost us to get back across on the following morning. 

gj We sat up a triangular perimeter with one edge against the sea, 

8 strongest side facing the north. Lieutenant Wojek, the Marine 

D artillery observer, set up his phone close by the command post and 

% he and I shared an enlarged foxhole that night. He gave me an 

^1 account of the experiences he had during the day while we were 

S digging in. His day had been an unusual one for an Artilleryman. 

I Twice he had been involved in fighting at near-bayonet distances 

S while walking with Prewitt's point. One of the Japs that Quast had 

I announced killed while speaking over the phone had fallen to his 

I .45 automatic. 

i Just as we were crawling in our holes for the night a Nambu on 

I the far side of the bay cut loose and fired a clip at us. Its bullets 

S- streaked across the water, splashing and kicking up sand on the 

^ beach, finally ricochetting into our positions. I grabbed my rifle 

S and ran out to a little vantage point, hoping to locate the gun. But 

the shadows on the far shore of the bay were dark beneath the 
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palms — so dark that the additional luminosity of my scope would 
not bring out the hidden palm-trunks. The gun did not reopen 
fire. 

While we were still looking Wojek handed his field glasses to 
Captain Prewitt, asking him to identify a certain group of objects 
on the far beach. ''Two camouflaged Jap barges!'' said Danny 
after peering briefly through the glasses. "You're wrong, Skipper," 
said Wojek, "there are thre^ barges over there; I'm gonna try to 
get some hits on them while I've still got enough light to observe 
by.'* 

He phoned back a fire order and promptly got two rounds over. 
The rounds struck, exploding short, in the water. He then rolled 
into the boats and hammered them as much as the limited am- 
munition supply would permit. (A day later we were able to ex- 
amine the effect of those few rounds. They had destroyed the 
barges and a large batch of Jap equipment stored inside with ap- 
parent intent to get it off the island.) 

The night passed pleasantly but not quietly in our perimeter. 
No Japs, no lizards. Only hundreds of land crabs, crawling every 
which way, across the bellies of sleeping men, dropping down now 
and then on a poor soldier asleep in the bottom of his hole. 

But across the river, in the village we had assaulted and then 
left deserted for the night, things were different — vastly so. Several 
90mm and quite a number of knee-mortars gave it a heavy pound- 
ing through the early part of the night. While the mortaring was 
still underway the Japs machine gunned the deserted huts to a 
fare-thee-well, adding a heavy volume of rifle fire, which was de- 
livered in volleys, apparently by command. 

Then the little brown men filled the night with weird screams, 
91 clearly audible from our position a mile from the village and sub- 

jected the vacant huts to a terrifying banzai charge, followed by 
^ scattered rifle fire. The shooting and yelling continued for an hour, 
^ indicating that some of our friends were meeting a glorious death 
^1 — fighting amongst themselves in the darkness. 

y Laughable as all of that was, it was nevertheless an exhibition 

is of considerable Jap strength in our locality and many of us cut 

S our laughter short on that account. For myself, I now felt that 

b Captain Prewitt had certainly been correct in his decision to return 

1 to the south bank of the river. Without barbed wire we would have 
i had great difficulty withstanding the attack had we set ourselves 
I up in the village. And we would have set up there had we remained 
S- on the north side; it was the only tenable position in the vicinity. 
^ Had my recommendations been complied with I might well not 
S be writing this story. It was our good fortune that Captain Pre- 
I witt's better judgment was available. I told him so the next morn- 
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ing. Had I not mentioned it though, Danny would never have 
directed an "I told you so'* at me. He wasn't that kind of soldier. 
The next morning my platoon was consolidated by the arrival 
of my other squads and I reverted to the control of force head- 
quarters. My MG platoon was then assigned to reinforce ''E'* 
Company, (commanded by Lieutenant Geisel) and we marched 
inland on a wide enveloping movement. Our route looped into the 
lower hills east of the coconut groves, along a series of trails that 
would have been impassable in most places for animal transport. 
After a long march through jungle which had been vacated some 
hours before by withdrawing enemy we came to a high, command- 
ing spur. It was a fine commanding position, reaching from the 
mountains across the coastal plain, all the way down to the sea. 
Just as darkness overtook us we organized a defense line. We dug 
as long as we had light, clearing short fields of fire in front of our 
positions by cutting the deep grass with bayonets. When it became 
dark we passed along the word to stop all digging. This was neces- 
sary to prevent giving away our position to possible Jap infiltration 
parties and to enable our outposts to listen more effectively. 

It was the most interesting and eerie night that I spent on 

Guadalcanal — that night on a ridge top overlooking Beaufort Bay. 

It was also one of the most memorable examples of lost opportunity 

I have ever seen. A Japanese destroyer or submarine pulled into 

the bay just after dusk and took on a number of evacuees. All sorts 

of craft: boats powered by outboard motors, row boats, life rafts, 

landing barges — all were used that night in effecting the escape 

of several hundreds of Japs. One of the principal embarkation 

points for the operation was within spitting distance of us — less 

than 300 yards below and to our front. 

g Yet we could do nothing. We did not have ammunition to fire 

8 blindly — we had only a few rounds of 6omm mortar stuff. No ma- 

g. chine gun or rifle ammunition to blaze away with at area targets. 

3j But we were sitting and watching hundreds of Japs leaving an 

^1 island that rightly should have become their last resting place! 

y The most tantalizing factor involved was that we had our artil- 

I lery in position, in readiness to bring deadly fire to bear on a 

S closely observed enemy. We could have engineered a wonderful 

b slaughter with a few rounds of high-explosive. But it was the an- 

I cient and honorable military problem of communication. The 

i damned radio always weakened as night set in. Just a character- 

I istic of that particular set — the M511. Geisel struggled heroically 

S- all night in an effort to make contact with Force, but luck was not 

^ with him. He climbed a tree to gain height for the antenna; he 

S yelled into the mouthpiece at intervals all through the night; but 

I to no avail! The guns of our Marine battery, which had displaced 
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forward during the day in order to keep fire ahead of us, remained 
silent. The Japs loaded and escaped under our noses. That is, all 
that the vessel could carry escaped. Many wounded and sick were 
left behind. Many able bodied Japs were left behind while officers 
pulled their rank and lived to fight another day. That we learned 
later on when we killed or captured those who remained. 

I moved over with Geisel and together we watched the activity 
below. Geisel was beside himself, angry beyond words that the Nips 
were making their escape. When one of our Navy patrol planes 
came over and dropped a flare on the scene we took up hope that 
perhaps some action would be taken. We anxiously waited for a 
cloud of bombers to come over from Henderson Field — even made 
plans to pull our people back on the south side of the hill during 
the bombing, but nothing came of it. 

I went to sleep shortly after the plane came over. The last thing 
I remembered were the few words that Geisel uttered, expressing 
measureless disgust: ''Isn't this the Goddamnest foul up you ever 
saw.?'' With that pathetic question he threw down the useless radio 
and lay down on the ground, pulling his poncho over his head. I 
did the same except that I had no poncho. I used a Jap ground 
cloth. 

The next day had its brimfullness of action, excitement and 
triumph. Prewitt's column, which had been held up at dusk the 
day before by machine gun fire, enjoyed an early breakfast of "K" 
ration (we were getting it for the first time on this show) and shot 
its way through the Jap block, moving quickly to join us. We then 
waded down through the wet grass of the ridge and into the coconut 
groves. The whole grove was strewn with discarded equipment and 
abandoned Jap guns of all sorts left by those fleeing the island. 
I Heavy machine guns in perfect condition, 90mm mortars, dozens 

gi of rifles, tons of supplies. 

§- We halted and waited for the newly formed column to go on so 

S we could take our proper place in it. Our halting place was the 

[^' middle of a large leanto camp which had been used for some days 

y by the Japs. It had the foul smell characteristic of all places where 

p Japanese soldiers live. It was filthy; flies buzzed around in millions, 

K feasting on bodies and offal. 

^ I selected a coconut stump and sat down. Subconsciously I began 

to fumble with my rifle which had remained loaded and locked 
I through the night. I had cleaned the barrel, of course, but I had 

been unable to disassemble the weapon after its immersion some 
48 hours before. The salt water had nibbled a bit on the scope tube 
and mount — that was the first thing I had noticed. But in a mo- 
S ment I examined the weapon and found that corrosion had set in 

I on the action to a dangerous extent. I could no longer depend on 
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the little piece and there would be no immediate opportunity to 
get it back into shape. I regretfully turned it over to an officer 
from rear echelon and transferred my pistol from holster to hand 
until I located a good M38 Arisaka .25 carbine and some ammu- 
nition for it. I fired a few shots at some floating bottles to check 
the sighting and the results were pleasing. The points of appeal 
which made me decide to give the little gun a try were its compact- 
ness and its light weight. I loaded it with some of the long-nosed 
.25 caliber Jap cartridges, after discarding the useless receiver 
cover. I felt quite happy with the little barleycorn front-sighted 
job. It was a bit of a novelty. Then too, in the back of my mind 
was the thought, I guess, of shooting a Jap with a Jap weapon. 

When we were falling into the column and getting ready to 
move, a broad-shouldered, squatly built officer approached me. He 
had a Tommy gun held aggressively in his hand and a stub of a 
cigar in one corner of his mouth. This gave him such a striking 
resemblance to the Hollywood version of a Chicago gangland char- 
acter that I almost chuckled. When he came closer, however, I 
recognized him as Lt. Col. Paul Gavin, the dynamic G-3 of the 
Americal Division. He paused not for a second but went on by at 
a slow gallop, yelling as he went, "YouVe in pursuit; the Japs are 
giving in; get going!" The column moved faster; Gavin broke into 
a trot to get up to the front. The trail we were then on ran along- 
side the water, with only a few yards of coconut grove between it 
and the beach. In compliance with the Colonel's order we were 
ignoring flank security and plodding straight ahead. At this point 
our march was interrupted. 

Two shots were fired over our heads from the rear. A Jap was 
lurking in the narrow band of trees to the left of the beach road. 
^ All took cover for a minute while we hunted him down. I saw him 

8 in the brush some yards from a side path, so close that I killed him 

g. with my pistol. Sergeant Hill and myself walked cautiously up to 

3{ the Jap who was then in his death struggles. Hill reached down 

^1 into the death-retching Jap's inside pockets and with a callous 

y remark of **pardon me buddy, but you won't be needing this any- 

I more — " removed the dying Jap's billfold and a battle flag. We 

S needed the information in the billfold and we did not have time to 

1/1 

b be too polite about getting it. 

I The column went on its way, shooting itself through very weak 

i Jap resistance. Up at the front. Colonel Gavin was having the time 

I of his life. He ran forward and applied his Tommy gun on more 

S- than one occasion — and once he shot dead a stubborn Jap in the 

^ center of the trail. After the point was moving to his satisfaction 

S he came back and joined the headquarters of the assault echelon, 

walking along and kidding the group in a heartening way. 
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Even at the rapid pace we were making, some of the natural 
phenomena of the island drew our interest. I became fascinated by 
a large cloud of black and purple butterflies milling above a group 
of Jap bodies beneath the palms. The accordion action of the col- 
umn had caused us to halt in the spot for a moment. I had never 
before seen so many butterflies in such a small space — in fact, I 
had never counted that many butterflies in all my life — and each 
butterfly bigger and more beautiful than any previously observed. 
While I was looking at the butterflies the U. S. Navy again 
entered into our little show. Another destroyer hove to and im- 
mediately — to our consternation — gave us a broadside. The shells 
screamed over our heads and exploded inland from us. A second 
salvo hit lower. 

Colonel Gavin began roaring above the sound of the shells: 
''GODDAMN THE GODDAMN NAVY; GODDAMN 'EM! 
GODDAMN 'EMP' Furious, he called for a telephone. Lying be- 
side him I helped strip the insulation and tap it in. **Krist al- 
mighty!'' he yelled into the mouthpiece after giving the instrument 
the hardest and fastest cranking it had ever received. ^^Answer 
me. Goddamn you!" He continued in tones that should have made 
the metal and plastic instrument come to life and speak on its 
own — but the phone was dead. 

A signalman down the line suggested that the phone might be 
on ground-return circuit, so the Colonel yelled for a bayonet while 
the Navy kept pouring in the shells, which, thank God, were still 
going high. I drove the bayonet into the ground and reversed the 
phone while the Colonel continued his energetic cranking. My job 
became more entertaining at this time because the Colonel's voice 
had become loosened with his initial burst of profanity. He set out 
upon a new succession of oaths which were more varied in vocabu- 
B^ lary, more explosively delivered, and far more descriptively vivid. 

He spoke of the admirals in the Navy and the oflftcers of lesser rank, 
discussing their ancestry, moral standards and intelligence. He 
g' dwelt at length on the value of the Navy as a means of National 

y Defense, comparing its ships unfavorably with the teats of the male 

I swine. As if in answer to the Colonel another, and a closer, salvo 

^ came over. Some of us wondered if they could hear him out there. 

^ The phone just would not work. He rose to his feet and heaved 

i the phone, box and all, into the dirt. "As usual!" he roared. "No 

I Goddamn communication." 

With that the ship ceased fire and steamed off — perhaps having 
been informed of its error by force headquarters. Our march con- 
tinued without further incident other than the shooting of another 
Jap. In two hours we were halted on the trail for a long time, 
wondering what had happened and waiting for word from up front. 
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Our artillery had been ordered to cease firing; contact with our 
own main forces pushing south was imminent. Perhaps that was 
the case. We all hoped so and our hopes were fulfilled. The word 
was not long in getting back. It was the best news we could expect. 
Contact had been made with friendly forces! 

That night we heard it announced by radio that the end of or- 
ganized Japanese resistance had been officially declared by General 
Patch, the popular commander of the Americal Division and the 
XIV Corps. It was the best news anyone on the island could hear. 

We knew of course that there were still a lot of Japs running 
around loose on Guadalcanal — but the big job was done. The rest 
would be nothing in comparison to the task completed. We had 
little trouble with the last ones we had killed. Knowing that more 
were left was not discouraging when we believed that their last 
remnants of organization had been shattered. It was a great thing 
to be able to get a good night's sleep with the prospect of a good 
bath the next day. It was a good thing to have the last veils of fear 
lifted in respect to the Jap*s competence as a foeman. We knew 
now that the Jap was in many ways a definite bush-leaguer. 

That was what the final capture of Guadalcanal meant to us. 
We wondered what it meant to the folks back home and to the 
rest of the world. After all it was the first bit of territory which the 
Axis Powers had been forced to give up in the war. 
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REST FOR THE WEARY 

The assault echelon of the force halted on the south bank of 

the Tanamboga River — a spot that had been beautiful before it 

was visited by the influence of war. We camped there to take a 

first breath after the fight had ended and to execute a new mission. 

We were to mop up the nearby hills of the scattered enemy parties 

which had been cut off from rescue by our march down the coast. 

The scene that surrounded us was one of intense human suffering 

and death. Japanese dead — dead from all causes, wounds, disease 

and starvation — were everywhere; their maggotty bodies breeding 

clouds of flies. The insects swarmed onto our food during meals 

and prevented any rest during daylight hours. We were camped 

in the coconut groves where the stench and the flies were worst. 

For a few days we went to work burying the dead and burning the 

filth left by the Japs. We had lived like animals for a long time, 

and it became a pleasure to set about housekeeping tasks again. 

There were few supplies shipped out to us other than food and 

I essential clothing. We had to improvise shelters from the materials 

B> at hand — materials left by the Japs, for the most part. Little hard- 

I ship was involved there, however, because there were plenty of 

I canvas rice bags and serviceable mosquito nets. After cleaning or 

[^' boiling they were utilized for shelter and bedding. Our stoves were 

u brought down to us by the supply boats and we were fed cooked 

P "B" rations while we conducted the mop up. All of us had tre- 

K mendous post-combat appetites; we ate ravenously, making up 

I for missed meals and regaining weight lost during the operation. 

We built frame shacks and covered them with canvas salvaged 
I from Jap tarps and rice bags. In a few days we had the makings 

of a well-policed jungle village. The clouds of flies had been greatly 
I" reduced by the burial of hundreds of dead Japs and our kitchens 

had been screened with the captured mosquito bars. The trimmings 
N of an American camp were not entirely left out either, for here and 

I there among the rows of shanties could be seen little plots of 
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flowers and palms, and the usual mock street signs were not long 
in making an appearance. When they did appear they were all 
Chicago names. My shack was situated on State and Madison — 
so attested by a painted marker in front of my ever-open door. 

With all of the new feeling of security we continued to maintain 
a thin perimeter outside the village. There were many Japs around 
— a fact that we were not long in verifying as we sent our first 
patrols. 

Major Wirt ("War-Horse") Butler took over the battalion 
from Colonel Ferry when the Colonel became force commander. 
He conducted the mop up operations, which were highly successful 
in that the area was practically clear of all enemy before we left. 
Fifty-two prisoners were taken and hundreds of Japs were killed 
during our stay at Tanamboga. Our casualities were negligible. 

It was a period worthy of memory to me — those days in our 
little camp there on the shores of Camp Esperance. It was crowded 
with comic anti-climaxes — happenings that could be viewed with 
humor again, once we knew that the great dangers were gone. The 
Navy was still fighting in the waters near us and each night we 
could hear and see their activities. But we settled comfortably. 

I secured my rifle and got it into good shape again. The scope 

had not been damaged; all the corroded parts were found to be 

all right. After a good boiling and a light going over with some 

emery cloth it was as good as ever. Indications were that there 

would be more Jap hunting so I hurried to sight the weapon in. 

Accuracy was good — unaff"ected by the submersion in salt water. 

Art Hantel and myself had a chance to get together again during 

our easy time at Esperance and do a little everything from going 

on patrols with each other to shark fishing off Savo Island. Our 

I excursions, plus a few fantastically high-stake poker games, per- 

8 mitted the time to pass fairly well, even when we were not busy 

g. with patrols or housekeeping tasks. 

^ For our sporting pleasure we had many things at our disposal. 

^1 There were plenty of Jap plywood folding boats with outboard 

y motors. We were able to improvise fishing tackle and even some 

I athletic equipment. Art and myself were anxious that our lost 

S weight would not come back on in the form of fat. To insure 

b against this we climbed a thirty foot rope six times each day, going 

I up hand over hand without using our legs. Each morning we took 

i a good swim in the none-too-safe waters of the bay. 

I After things were fixed up in our camp we really had little to 

S- complain about, other than the obvious shortages of women and 

^ entertainment. All in all, Cape Esperance was not a bad place. We 

S all fattened and got brown as coconut husks. IVe had many worse 

I times since. 
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The battalion headquarters continued camping at Cape Esper- 
ance, functioning as a clearing station and a coordinating agency 
for patrols. The patrols fanned out into the hills each day on mis- 
sions to hunt down and capture or kill Jap stragglers. They did not 
have far to go to run into the enemy for there were plenty around 
close by; nearly every patrol brought back prisoners or souvenirs. 
Collections of swords, battle flags and handguns showed a steady 
increase. Rifles were no longer regarded as worth while. I even gave 
away several Type 14 pistols to visitors. Later on in rear areas I 
was to see soldiers selling similar weapons for $100.00 or more. 

The Jap survivors, now reduced to cringing animals by starva- 
tion and complete disorganization, became little more than ordi- 
nary quarries of the hunt. They were no longer thought of as 
dangerous. Those of our men who remained in the camp became 
more or less accustomed to the firing which would usually com- 
mence a few minutes after the patrols left the area. They knew 
what was happening. The patrols would come upon a group of the 
enemy and call upon them to surrender. Almost invariably the Japs 
would resist and end up dead. Standard Japanese behavior had 
given us little urge to take undue chances to capture them alive. 
But later on as their collapse became more and more apparent, we 
began to take more prisoners. As I remember, the total number of 
prisoners we took was 52; which at that time in the war against 
the Japs must have been some sort of record for a unit the size of 
a battalion. 

We gathered the prisoners into a little bull pen enclosure in our 
camp and placed them under heavy guard. Having no interpreters 
we were forced to conduct our conversations by means of phrase 
books — (supplied by the Japanese propaganda or intelligence ser- 
^ vice). All of the Japs carried excellent little pulp-printed pocketsize 

? books with phrases and sentences in Japanese characters, Japanese 

^ phonetics and English. There were chapters to cover every form 

D| of military conversation. A section on personel inquiry included 

S the questions: "What is your name?'* and '*What is your age?" and 

y *'Where is your home.^'* and such. It was this part of the book 

^ which we used most often, questioning each Jap as he arrived. 

g Prisoners behaved in various ways. They were meek for the most 

I part; only a few were sullen and slow to speak. Our men crowded 

q curiously around them, giving them "D'' bars (chocolate field ra- 

I tion), cigarets and candy, listening to their talk and watching 

I their improvised sign language with great interest. 

c Most of them were ill with one disease or another. Many had 

o symptoms of beri-beri, swollen ankles and lower calves from die- 

tary deficiencies. Half of them had dysentery. To a man they were 
stinking filthy. 
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Their uniforms were the standard ill-fitting khaki or green cotton 
trousers with wrap leggings and coarse, poor-fitted leather shoes. 
The shoes had hobs set in a radial pattern around the edges of the 
soles. Some few had short-sleeved cotton shirts; most used the 
cotton blouse with turtle collar. Leather belts with matching am- 
munition pouches had been largely replaced by reinforced rubber 
or composition substitutes. The soup-bowl Jap helmet and peaked 
cap with star insignia were standard. 

Inside their uniforms they wore flannel belly bands, thousand 
stitch belts, and money belts containing all sorts of Asiatic and 
island currencies. There were sums of American money on some. 

The Japs, too, we found out, were also souvenir hunters. They 
had collected trinkets like greedy pack rats. Kits and map cases 
were filled with all sorts of loot — cameras, fountain pens and pen- 
cils, cheap jewelry; many photograph collections — a few albums, 
in fact, which displayed real photographic talent — were found in 
packs. 

Much of their equipment was found more practical than ours. 
Their rifle cleaning kits were better than anything we had. They 
came in a little canvas roll not much larger than our oil and thong 
case, with a short-jointed cleaning rod cleverly enlarged at the 
joints to prevent buckling. (Ours had that on the old Krag-Jor- 
gensen.) The tip supplied was of jag type and could be fitted to 
either the kit rod or the one carried on the rifle. The Japanese also 
had neat and well-made little oil cans, nestled in special compart- 
ments in the cartridge pouches. Included in the pocket-type clean- 
ing kit was a wood or plastic guide for the rod. It replaced the bolt 
and insured against getting dirt and sludge in the action when 
withdrawing the rod from the breech. 
g Their oval bottomed kettle-type mess gear was very practical 

for field use. It was excellent for cooking rice and other foods, and 
g the enclosed nestling trays were good to eat from. They would not 
^ have been satisfactory for our company mess system but were per- 
^1 feet for individual or small group cooking and eating in the field. 
y A Japanese variety of canned heat was sometimes furnished for 
Is cooking. Two cans of flaming jellied alcohol fitted neatly beneath 
S the kettle. Water would boil in a very short time if the cover were 
b left lightly on. Most of the men supplied themselves with Jap mess 

1 kits and shovels, discarding their own. 

i We found the shovels to be better than anything we had at the 

I time. Our own shovel of that date was a ridiculous toy by compari- 

S- son. The handle of the Japanese instrument was beautifully shaped 

for easy handling; its tempered steel blade would hold a sharp edge 
S to cut through roots. The last degree of practicability was in the 

I perforations in the center of the blade. These prevented moist soil 
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Two Japanese soldiers^ seeking to supplant their rations with a few pan fish. 
This method of fishing with very light bamboo poles and tiny baited hooks has 
always been popular in Japan, where many varieties of fish which we would 
call ^^minnies'* are considered legitimate game fish. Tiny gut leaders and very 
thin silk lines were also standard, making tackle in Japan more delicate than 
anywhere else in the world, I have always laughed thinking of it — the in- 
congruity of a squat, heavy muscled Samurai warrior seated on the edge of the 
Emperor^ s moat, fishing for shiners! 

But the Japs learned, even before we, that a hand grenade or a block of picric 
acid detonated under water was a much better method of filling the griddle. 
Best bet was to station one man at a good looking fish hole to drop the charge, 
with the remaining sportsmen lining the banks downstream, ready to pick the 
stunned fish out as they would float past. 

Reminds me of an incident: — 

An American battalion commander once came in and reported the results of 
a Guadalcanal fishing trip to me, just after beaching his captured Jap out- 
board, ^'Georgie,^^ he said with great enthusiasm, ^^Look at that boatload oj 
fish! Best fishing trip Pve ever had! Caught better than forty pounds of those 
little shiny ones, and more than two hundred pounds of the big brown scaled 
ones! Wonderful Sport!'' 

As an afterthought ''And I only used twenty blocks of TNT!^^ 

''Anything that works,'' I sez. 
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from clinging by suction. There was a larger hole near the handle 
for tying the shovel to the pack — a great convenience. 

All of the Japs had handy little iodine dispensing bottles — little 
glass affairs with a small opening and a cork-gasketed bakelite- 
threaded top. These had our iodine swabs of that period beat all 
hollow. (Our later-manufactured jungle medical kit wisely imitated 
the Japanese bottle.) 

Jap clothing, bedding and all cloth articles, other than those 
made of canvas, were vastly inferior to ours. Their blankets were 
of cotton, almost useless in the Guadalcanal climate because they 
absorbed moisture and became clammy during the night. 

The weapons we found — an assortment of all types of foreign 
guns as well as those of Jap manufacture — were not as good as ours. 
I will discuss them later in detail but a mention of their names now 
will give an idea of what museum-collector propensities must exist 
in Jap ordnance circles. 

There were different models of Mannlichers, Steyrs, Enfields 
(M1917 and British), Mausers, and of course their own rifles as 
well. Hundreds of pieces rusted on the ground or were buried in 
filled-in pillboxes and shelters. We found several anti-tank 20mm 
ground rifles (semi-auto ground mount jobs that fired from the 
shoulder) and an assortment of heavy and light mortars and gre- 
nade throwers. I, being the accepted battalion authority on fire- 
arms identification, was embarrassed several times by my inability 
to identify guns brought to me. 

Picric acid, the Jap explosive used in place of TNT, was piled 

all over the place. Stretches of the surf along the beach were 

stained a bright yellow from the tons of it dissolving in the waves. 

Also in the water on the beaches were several Jap planes, trim 

oj little Zeros, unpainted except for the big red spots on the wings 

and fuselage. We put the ships under guard to prevent dismantle- 
o_ ment by our own souvenir hunters. 

^ The collection of pistols at battalion headquarters reminded me 

^1 of a pawn shop window. There were Colts (Frontier models and 

S others) and there was every conceivable make and type from Bel- 

1 gium, Spain, China and England, good stuff and junk. So the place 
S was a natural spot for a firearms enthusiast as well as a fisherman 
I or beachcomber. 

I Our hideout in the coconut groves became more pleasant as time 

i went on. The area was steadily improved and we enjoyed more 

J leisure. Soon everyone had an opportunity to clean his clothes. We 

g- had a bathing and washing point at the mouth of the river with a 

^ guard posted to shoot at sharks. 

g Feeling lazy, I tried to save myself the trouble of laundering. I 

I staked my only pair of fatigues out in the surf, using a short 
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length of rope and a rusty Jap rifle barrel. Then I draped a piece 
of parachute silk about my hips and waited. After I picked the 
garment up and emptied the accumulated sand out of the pockets 
I felt rather proud of my labor-saving ingenuity. The clothes were 
perfectly clean. A rinse in fresh water and a half hour in the sun 
finished the job. They seemed perfect but it was too good to be 
true. Something happened. After a deceptive two days, during 
which I advised everyone else to follow the same procedure in 
cleaning their clothes, all of the seams gave way. It took tedious 
work with a Jap sewing kit to undo the damage and release myself 
from an involuntary nudist status. I was not alone in my unhap- 
piness though; several others had followed my ill-given advice and 
their clothes also fell apart. Naturally they blamed me for every- 
thing. 

We often fired our weapons at sharks and birds right in the area. 
One day a lizard got up in a tree and we all witnessed a neat ex- 
hibition of pistol marksmanship by Major Butler. His Frontier .45 
knocked the reptile out of the very top of the high palm. The 
major was mighty handy with that weapon; it was all he had car- 
ried in combat. 

Esperance was happily apart from the details, the bombing and 
the noise of the Henderson Field end of the island. Lunga Point 
we knew would be much more uncomfortable — glutted with the 
huge supply unloading operation. 

So our stay at Esperance (on the Tanamboga) proved to be of 
interest. Much of it was by no means dull. Many things humorous, 
many things serious, many things thrilling, occurred there. 
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BUSHWACKIN' 

A heavy machine gun, sited about 80 yards from my sleeping 
place, fired a long, frightening burst at 4 o'clock in the morning. 
It was the first firing that had occurred during the night; all of us 
were startled. I sat up in my bed, grabbed my pistol and operated 
the slide to get a round into the chamber. After waiting a moment 
I let the hammer down to half-cock and relaxed somewhat. The 
darkness offered no explanation — no further sounds were heard. I 
could not understand why anyone would open up with a heavy 
machine gun at a target in the dark. Why couldn't they have done 
the job with a rifle or a grenade? I guessed that some gunner must 
have gotten a little too excited. 

I pulled a pair of socks from beneath the small of my back and 
put them on. I was sleeping with my fatigues on — the only way I 
could keep warm without blankets and the only way I could keep 
my clothes from becoming clammy wet during the night. In the 
intense humidity after darkness it took body warmth to keep 
g clothes dry. 

I lifted my mosquito bar, stepped out of my hut and walked, 
g. pistol in hand, toward the machine gun position. I muttered the 
^ password over and over as I threaded my way between the huts. 
^1 In a minute or two I arrived at the gun position and noticed that 
y the gunner and the number two man were stretching their necks 

1 nervously watching the beach where the weapon was pointed. I 
S got into the digging and asked them to give me the story. 

b The corporal spoke to me in a nervous whisper. An outboard- 

I powered folding boat was out in front of the gun. It was a Jap 

i boat that Art and I had been using. Something had approached in 

I the night, lifted and placed the oars inside and started to pull it 

S- into the water. The gunner had aligned his weapon on the shadowy 

^ figure by loosening the elevating and traversing clamps and swing- 

S ing the gun free. He had flushed the rear end of the boat with a 

long scattering burst. 
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We sat in the entrenchment and waited for dawn. I could see 
no point in going out to investigate the shotup area in the darkness. 
I sent one of the men back to give the story to battalion head- 
quarters and remained there to wait for daylight. 

The shadows of the palms took on a familiarly ghastly appear- 
ance in the dim starlight. The water was lapping audibly. This 
night, like the previous few, had not been brightly moonlit. One 
could always visualize the heads of swimming Japs out in the water 
among the bits of wreckage, or the forms of Japs creeping through 
the black shadows in the palm groves. The three of us strained our 
eyes together for a half hour; then we came to our senses and es- 
tablished fifteen minute watches at the gun. 

Everyone felt nervous because of the firing. The gun's position 
had been given away by the burst; a Jap might sneak through the 
thin line of riflemen in front and grenade the emplacement. Or he 
might accurately throw a grenade from beyond the protecting ring 
of riflemen. We strained our ears as well as our eyes — trying to de- 
tect the sputtering of any grenades before their explosion. But for a 
long time we saw nothing but shadows; heard nothing but jungle 
sounds and water lapping on the sands. 

But the first peep of light did the trick. Dawn came up over the 
mountains and the direct rays of the sun were glancing high for a 
while. But the sky reflected enough grey light to expose a distinctly 
unbeautiful scene below on the beach. 

An emaciated Jap, cut almost in two by the machine gun burst, 
was lying in the sand. He had apparently been pushing at the boat 
when the burst struck him in the middle. Apparently he had been 
alone. I hurriedly organized a patrol and searched the adjacent 
groves for signs of more Japs but there were no others around. 
I To one without our hatred for the Japs it would have been a 

Bi pathetic scene. Killing a starving, helpless Jap as he made his 

I feeble attempt to get off that island was no feat to boast of. The 

Jap was obviously young and some photographs on his person told 
us of his former health. He would have weighed a well-muscled 
i6o pounds when the pictures were taken; now he would go 85 or 
90 pounds. There were also snapshots of his family in his billfold 
— his mother, father, brothers, along with some trinklets — his 
**chop'^ or signature-stamp, and some Chinese money. 

We dug a hole in the earth and coral of the coconut grove and 
I buried him. To us, dropping him in his grave, he was merely 

another enemy with whom we would not need to deal further. 

^ After he was buried we turned our thoughts to breakfast. Fm 

afraid we may have neglected somewhat the job of burial, hurrying 

N things up. We were hungry; we went over to the kitchen. Hash and 

i^ canned tomatoes with ''C ration biscuits — a whole messkit full. 
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The few flies and comparatively mild stink that remained in the 
area did nothing to lessen our appetite. Even with the excitement 
of the night we were all ready for a meal. Our mess was still oper- 
ating on a semi-tactical basis with the platoons messing one at the 
time. But it was a pleasure to be eating hot food away from actual 
combat. I fancied, looking at the st ripped- to-the-waist men in the 
mess line, that some of their surface flesh was being restored. None 
of them had been emaciated — but many were down to almost bare 
muscle which knotted itself against their skin, displaying abnor- 
mally cordlike veins. There were no hidden ribs in our outfit; no 
one was overweight. 

I was still sitting at the officers' table, enjoying a third helping 
of our sumptuous repast when one of the guards on duty at the 
hut where we kept the Jap prisoners came up to the table and 
asked the adjutant to visit the stockade; one of the prisoners 
wanted to talk. 

Much enthused of getting a complete story from a Japanese, the 
officer concerned arose and slipped out through the mess-shack 
mosquito bar. He started to thumb through his Jap phrase book 
as he walked away. The others at the table — Lieutenant Hantel, 
Captain Peterson and myself got back to some serious eating. 

There was everything there, I thought, that we had been missing 
for a long time. Around the kitchen the cooks had made the place 
as neat as possible. The aluminum field ranges were spic and span, 
though there were only two to feed 300 men. The captured mess 
gear with which the kitchen staff had supplemented the inadequate 
issue was equally clean — probably much cleaner than when in the 
care of its original owners. 

The prize objects of the captured mess gear were two large, 
I heavy stainless steel pans, very shallow, shaped like huge soup 

I bowls and they were apparently made to be braced from the edges. 

§. They had no hooks, eyelets or legs. (I was later to find out in 

S Burma that the Japs habitually built clay furnace-type foundations 

^' for this sort of utensil.) It was a very clever cooking arrangement. 

y The captured pans were being used for heating hash and canned 

I tomatoes. A further addition to the kitchen equipment were a few 

S fine aluminum pots and pans that the Japs had taken from a 

b shotup and beached American PT boat. Our cooks had salvaged it 

I from one of the deserted Jap camps. 

I It was also apparent on looking at the kitchen area that a certain 

I amount of landscaping had been done after a few carelessly buried 

§" Japs had been exhumed and reburied elsewhere. Small palm sprouts 

had been planted to outline a path and regulate the mess line 
I traffic past the serving board. The "serving board'^ was an inverted 

I Jap folding boat — a nice, easily scrubbed piece of plywood. 
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Isnt there an army in the world whose Infantrymen are free from the fetters 
of Ordnance-convention? The Japs as well as ourselves were sent into the 
field with ammunition which would corrode a barrel overnight. Here they are^ 
laboriously cleaning a barrel with water — the same as we had to do until be- 
lated shipments of bore cleaner got to us. 

These boys are not in great danger at the moment, or they certainly wouldnH 
be fooling around with this complicated rig, just for the sake of keeping a rifle 
barrel bright. We sure as hell didnU, and accordingly our rifles rusted. It^s 
asking too much of any man to keep a rifle bore clean when each shot fired 
deposits salt in the barrel. And the time consuming effort involved in water 
cleaning didnt increase our love for the people who provided our rifle and ma- 
chine gun ammunition. 

Finallyy we did get bore cleaner; it was a good artifice to help nullify the 
fault of improperly compounded primers. It did away with the need for water 
cleaning. fVhen carbine ammunition came out, with non-corrosive primerSy 
at a much later date^ we began to scratch our heads. If the Ordnance crowd 
could do it with the carbine, why couldnt they do it with the rifle ammunition? 

We*re still wondering about that. But iCs a consolation to know that the 
Japs were up against the same thing. . , . 
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In the center of everything was a nicely lettered sign which gave 
the heavy weapons company of the battalion a neat sort of crest. 
*'Snaky H" was the inscription — below a comic, coiled viper on a 
suspended shingle. The kitchen area was raked and policed twice a 
day with improvised bamboo brooms. 

All of this, along with the lately-unfamiliar sound of the rattling 
mess gear and milling soldiery, comforted us and made us feel al- 
most at home. In the afterglow of our good meal we were all 
inclined to be a bit cheery. 

When the meal was finished we all leaned back around the table, 
the others looking at me with some envy. I was a non-smoker, the 
only one in the crowd, and the only one that at that moment was 
not acutely suffering from the pangs of after-meal cigaret hunger. 
Conversation waxed rabid around the table over the cigaret short- 
age on the island. 

That talk about cigarets, however, amounted to nothing more 
than a beating about the bush. Soon the inevitable subject of sex 
was broached and energetically plunged into by the young bloods of 
the group. It seems that all chatter in an overseas army has to do 
only with topics concerning scarce commodities — women, of course, 
leading the list of shortages. I leaned back and listened, as I have 
a thousand times before, to the accounts of numerous conquests 
(and surprisingly few rebuflFs) loudly described, with gestures and 
everything. Having heard most of them previously I found my 
pleasure in listening to the color these tales gathered with each re- 
telling. It was amusing to note the changes in names and facts. I 
would let the little errors slip by, but I would always call the nar- 
rator if he changed the name of a city, or a blond to a brunette. 
It was more or less excusable to switch the names of hotels or even 
girls, but it stands to reason that a man won't forget the color of 
their hair and still vividly remember the other minute physical 



A lieutenant across the table from me was glowingly relating 
^1 the story of an affair with a preacher's daughter in Tennessee when 

S our after breakfast bull session was interrupted by the returning 

I adjutant. The adjutant came back with a handful of papers and a 

S puzzled look on his face. We all pretended not to notice him. 

I The "adj" was a serious-minded, competent officer — but a de- 

I liberate clown. He had some entertainment at hand. He was about 

i to issue one of his hilarious interpretations of the Colonel's orders 

I — and with maps and stuff. He fumbled and fussed with the papers 

S- while the table was being cleared by a couple of tired-looking KPs 

^ and all leaned back and got ready for a good joke. We could always 

get the adj's goat when he was trying to be serious. We winked at 
each other as he fidgeted about the table, hurrying the KPs in 
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their task. After the mess gear had been removed and the table 
top wiped off he spread his sketches, maps and aerial photos and 
cleared his throat. He had our undivided attention. 

His opening remark was illuminating. *'Boys," he said, *^there 
are some Japs around here in these hills." He paused for a moment 
to give us time to digest that complex bit of intelligence, then went 
on. "And I have just found where some are hiding." More winks 
were exchanged, more looks across the table, and Captain Pete 
nudged me in the ribs with his elbow. The group was on the verge 
of a spontaneous guffaw. "One of those Goddamn prisoners de- 
cided to talk," the adj continued, "and he gave me a pretty good 
idea of the hideout location. It is right about here," As he said 
this last he laid a heavy thumb on the high altitude aerial photo 
indicating an area large enough to bivouac a division. Everyone 
laughed; Hantel spoke through his mirth. '*01d Socko, did you ever 
hunt a needle in 14 haystacks?" Old Socko conceded that he had 
not. "Well, if you didn't you're going to have one hell of a time 
locating those Japs. I'm for sitting here and letting them come to 
us. We all know damned well that they are short of food. We'll 
lose a hell of a lot more men going after them than we will the 
other way. Let the bastards starve to death. It'll save ammunition 
and maybe a life or two. Maybe my life!" We all began filing out 
through the slit in the mosquito bar, leaving the adjutant to ad- 
dress coconut trees. 

The adj then said something to me that destroyed my feeling of 
well being. "Wait a minute, George; the old man wants you to 
lead a patrol up to that place and capture those Japs." I stopped 
laughing at once. That damned place was a three-hour — maybe 
more — climb into the mountains. I asked the adjutant if he gave 
the old man the idea of sending me. There was no doubt about it 
— the joke was on me — I learned that as soon as I looked at the 



us 

§. other officers. 



Then the adj had his revenge, "Yah, Georgie," he said in his 

^1 most irritating Irish tones, "the old man decided that you are 

y getting too much lard on that skinny butt of yours, A little walk 

I will do you good. Sure I put the bug in the old man's ear; I'm your 

S friend. I have your best interests at heart. We can't afford to let 

b your health deteriorate, can wcf*" 

I The adjutant added insult to injury. He told me that I would 

i have to draw the men from "H" Company. I wondered how those 

I tired boys would like to climb up the mountains and through the 

S- tangled forest to that damned spot he had indicated on his photo- 

! graph. 

S The sun was almost directly above our heads as we began to 
gather and organize the 20-man patrol. I had pulled most of the 
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men off their improvised but comfortable bunks (at that period 
in the war the term *'sack" was unknown). They came willingly 
enough but it galled me to lead those men on what might well turn 
into a dangerous sort of wild goose chase. 

The formation of the patrol was a strange scene for civilized 
eyes. A lineup of tattered uniformed men, falling in with an air 
of competent unconcern — an extreme casualness, welling, I guess, 
from self confidence. One glance down the line of tan faces would 
have informed any layman that the men were not worried. Most 
of them were merely annoyed. 

About the only point of uniformity in the unit was the men's 
facial cast. They were all clean shaven. Their green fatigue clothes 
were so ragged, so worn out, and washed to such a variety of 
shades, that there was almost no similarity of attire. Shoes were 
frayed and unoiled. Most of the men wore the old style leather 
field shoe; only a few of the new Marine shoes had been stolen or 
bartered from the Navy. One of the group had a pair of black Navy 
oxfords which he had found on a beached PT boat. Three men, 
fortunate enough to have short but wide feet, had equipped them- 
selves with Jap hob-nailed field shoes. For the country we were in 
they were by far the most practical of any footgear available. 

Men were largely armed with weapons of individual choice. We 
had no carbines at that time; we had only heard of them, read 
statistics of how they were being manufactured by the millions 
back home. About half of the patrol had Mi rifles; the rest had 
Tommy guns or BARs. The Tommy gunners were carrying clips in 
preference to drums on this patrol. Drums were bulky as hell in 
the belt pouches; when attached to the weapon they were absolute 
rib breakers. We usually kept the drum magazines in the company 
oj baggage for use in defense situations only. 

8 Many of the soldiers did not wear ammunition belts. All of 

D them carried Jap water bottles — an item of equipment definitely 

% superior to our own canteen. Also, many were wearing Jap haver- 

^1 sacks. One man was carrying a short-barrelled Arisaka, a weapon of 

S particular appeal in those pre-carbine days. It was light and handy; 

I, as I had determined it was not a bad rifle, once you removed and 

S threw away the receiver cover. 

g In our little village street we were enacting a scene not unlike 

I some I had seen in the movies. It might have been a posse being 

i lined up and sworn in for a manhunt. The scene was like some west- 

j em boom town with dusty streets and cheap board-built huts. 

g- There at Esperance we had everything but the horses. The lineup 

^ of the shacks in our little village was not unlike the false fronted 

g buildings along the main street of a frontier town. The sand was 

I much the same as dust in the wagon wheel ruts. The generally raw 
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and disorderly appearance was appropriate for almost any Holly- 
wood horse opera. The weather was hot and for the moment dry 
— another bit of American frontier atmosphere. 

I walked the length of the file, shifting men from spot to spot, 
planting steady-nerved NCOs at critical points. I distributed my 
firepower through the column, avoiding clusters of automatic 
weapons. And in so doing I could not help feeling somewhat re- 
moved from the regimentation and uniformity of modern military 
craft. Because of the intensely personal aspects of jungle fighting, 
the thought of leading a small patrol was exciting. Every man 
would hold his life in his own hands with his chances for survival 
and his effectiveness against the foe depending upon his own skill 
and cunning. Huge scale, combined-arm teamwork would not be 
our task. These impressions made me feel more like a bandit chief 
or a guerilla leader than an oflficer in a modern Infantry division. 
It seemed a romantic, storybook sort of venture. 

After we had organized the tactical formation of the column I 
called a huddle for final briefing. I then related all that I knew of 
the suspected Jap party — strength, suspected location, and prob- 
able state of alertness. This took less than five minutes. There 
was little that needed to be said. It was only a variation of an old, 
old story; the men had been on many similar missions. 

There was small variety of expression on the faces of the men. 
As we organized in column and moved off only a few showed the 
least glow of expectancy. These were the men who were sick of the 
monotony of beachcomber existence. Also there were a few who 
were souvenir happy. But a great majority had the dull and dis- 
interested look of men who were merely doing something which 
they would rather not be doing. This dull look can be described as 
a simple sagging of expression. The muscles of the cheeks appar- 

Bi ently relax, the flesh hangs heavily from cheek bones. Only eyes 

S- remain alert. 

A few faces were set with a sort of aggressive firmness. Most of 
those belonged to noncommissioned officers. These few men, re- 
gardless of peacetime backgrounds, had attained a sort of athletic 
bearing since landing on Guadalcanal. The strain and punishment 
that had bent the average soldier had seemingly added inches to 
their stature. Such men stood out in the group. No force could 
ever be victorious without a few of them. Our patrol of twenty 

I was lucky to have three. I placed them carefully in the formation. 

They were the patrol life insurance. 

I consulted a little checklist which I kept in my pocket to be 
sure that I covered all of the elements of a field order before we 
moved off. We did not synchronize watches because I had the 
only one in the group. 
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Quite a few of the men who were not going on the patrol gathered 
to see us oflP, These onlookers had maintained a grudgingly respect- 
ful silence during the organization of the patrol but as the column 
began to move out they contributed an amusing lot of chatter. 
All of the hackneyed remarks were heard: 

*'Gee! look at that bunch of sojers; ain't they purty?"; "Boy, 
what a rugged looking crew — bet you could scare hell outta the 
whole bunch with a handful of firecrackers!"; "Where's the brass 
band?"; "C'mon, get in step you guys! Lookit the Sarge! Clean 
uniform; ain't he the dude though!" and so on. I was glad when 
we cleared the village and walked through the main perimeter — 
still on the wide trail along the coast. 

As we passed through the outguards, the column extended and 
staggered itself without command. I sent two scouts out front. A 
look backward at the march formation satisfied me that the men 
would be able to gain cover quickly if the trail should be enfiladed 
by a surprise burst. 

That was the big worry — that first burst. If the Japs did any 
damage it was usually in that first blazing away. We would more 
than likely get off easy if we could get out of the exposed part of 
the trail before the second burst. Still you must be able to maintain 
some contact between patrol members. We struck a reasonable 
compromise between "dispersal" and "control" by keeping a stag- 
gered file with about eight paces between men. As the patrol leader 
I was constantly afraid of finding myself pinned down and too far 
away from my base of fire to exert control — unable to issue orders 
to influence the course of a fire fight. 

I seemed to notice a tendency in the patrol for the men to spread 
out too much and I passed word along the line to not increase the 
gj distance. It was a fault which was very uncommon in the regiment 

8 several months previously. Then there had been a persistent tend- 

on ency to bunch up. An organization will benefit quickly from the 

% lessons of actual battle — lessons that demonstrate their worth in 

^1 the conservation of human life. 

S My whispered orders were repeated back along the file and the 

I march continued at a lessened pace. The scouts were threading 

S their way cautiously; keeping a nervous lookout. The men behind 

I kept up a steady searching of the vegetation on their flanks. These 

I men had developed in a few months the keen eyes of the experi- 

i enced outdoorsman or big game hunter. They had learned to in- 

I stantly detect the least change in color in the jungle foliage; the 

S- slightest movement; they could also tell the difference between the 

^ mottled appearance of a fern and the netted surface of a Jap 

S helmet. Terror is a great educational incentive. 

I Nothing had happened so far. Most of us were hoping that noth- 
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This is a typical Japanese stunt. In Burma and Indo-China Japanese 
doughboys added much to their mobility by utilizing every bit of civilian trans- 
port they could steal. The moderately decent road-nets there made bicycles and 
automobiles rather useful. The same was true in the Philippines and on some 
of the islands. 

In places where there were no roads at all the Japs continued to place a 
high value on ^Hransport.^^ Most of them had never before so much as owned a 
hike so they were strong to keep the ones they had looted. A few bikes with 
Singapore tags on them were found on Guadalcanal^ carried into remote jungle 
areas. 

This drawing also shows the religious Japanese observance of camouflage 
discipline^ from which our own Infantry could gain a lesson or two. Japs al- 
ways used leaves and branches to break up the outlines of their bodies and their 
weapons. Most of them wore nets on their helmets^ too. 

Personally y I have always been able to see eye to eye with them on the camou- 
flagey and sometimes on the idea of employing captured transport. On Guadal- 
canaly however^ I think I would have chucked thai damned bicycle into the 
woods. 
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ing would happen. We all felt that we would not encounter any 
Jap parties of equal strength but we were not eager to get into any- 
kind of a fight. 

We had reason to feel confident. The Japs who remained on the 
island (after General Patch had declared organized resistance to 
be terminated) were indeed disorganized, demoralized and starved. 
No soldiers of any army could be expected to endure such hard- 
ships and yet retain the will to fight or even to live. Malnutrition 
— a diet of straight coconuts — had weakened the average Jap to 
the point of death. Many had died in their shelters. Bodies without 
visible wounds were found by the hundreds. 

When approached by our men, many of the surviving Japs could 
be counted on to make a feeble grab at a weapon. Some offered no 
resistance at all — they simply remained sitting or lying, looking 
up glassy-eyed at us. The latter were captured; the former usually 
were not. 

The Jap soldier was now seen in his true light. We still respected 
his ability as a specialized jungle inhabitant, skilled at junglecraft. 
We knew he was capable of making himself very comfortable in 
island terrain. But the faults of the Jap individual Infantryman, 
as well as the recklessness of Jap Infantry tactics, were now evident 
to us all. Men of the Americal Division were no longer awed by 
anything Japanese. Our doughboys had met the Jap in the terror- 
izing closeness and intimacy of jungle warfare — and they had felt 
him give way before them. 

Soon the scouts in front of me halted and took up rest positions; 
they wanted to scan the vicinity of a trail junction ahead. We had 
arrived at the place in the coconut grove trail where we were to 
turn eastward into the mountains, away from the sea. 
g I passed an order along the line for a ten minute break and 

I went up to join the scouts. They had turned up the side trail and 

§. were looking without eagerness toward the jungle clad range of 

S foothills which we would have to traverse. This trail was a very 

1^' short one, petering out within a few hundred yards of the junction. 

y We would quite likely have to cut our way along a good part of 

I the route — a risky way to travel in enemy country because the 

S noise will alert the entire jungle around you; and the men who 

b wield the machetes are momentarily helpless if fired upon. 

I After the ten minute break we moved on with redoubled caution. 

I The trail narrowed into a footpath and the column closed up, 

I leaving a scant three paces between men. As we reached the edge 

I of the groves and began to climb the slopes of the first hill the path 

became a mere hog trail. Then it disappeared altogether in a 
I tangle of roots, vines and decayed leaves. Soon, in order to main- 

ly tain visibility, the interval between men was cut to two paces. 
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We noted that the cover was not impenetrable. We could thread 
our way through without getting out the machetes and without 
stooping and bending backwards under branches and vines. Every- 
thing in this jungle was moist; dampness was in the air and every 
leaf was wet to the touch. The atmosphere was faintly reminiscent 
of the first trip I made to a tropical plant conservatory and the 
smells too, were similar. 

But the dampness did not make silent movement possible. Our 
rubber-soled shoes would slip on the roots and we would fall to the 
jungle floor, cushioned on impact by the decayed and spongy mass 
of roots and leaves. But rifles would thud against trees and vines 
and other items of equipment would unavoidably rattle. 

We used our hands constantly, gripping vines for support as we 
swung beneath lateral obstructions. But only one hand was free 
for such support. Our weapons were never slung on a shoulder; 
they were always at the ready. 

The men helped each other. They lent a hand to a man behind, 
lifting him over an obstacle, held branches bent away from the 
path while comrades passed. A book could be written about march 
etiquette in the jungle, stressing points of always warning the man 
behind of pitfalls, thorns and nettles; always helping a fallen man 
to his feet; trying to avoid pointing your weapon at a man in 
front of you; and innumerable other small politenesses. 

After an hour's walk we saw light ahead through treetops and 
I went forward to the scouts to investigate, calling a fifteen minute 
rest to give them time to return and report their findings. 

As I expected, we were nearing the bald spot on the first crest. 
Obviously it was inadvisable to emerge from the jungle and avail 
ourselves of the better going on the grassy top of the hill but 
I temptation to do so was great. We had to turn to the right and 

§ remain in the cover. More than likely any party of Japs in the 

§. hills above would have an OP overlooking any of the lower crests 

3{ and had we emerged from cover our chances of catching prisoners 

^1 would be greatly lessened. 

y Sergeant Hill suggested that we might take a look at things 

I from a handy tree but I shelved the idea until we should arrive at 

S the next crest. I had previously scanned the area we were in from 

b the beaches carefully, through a pair of Jap observation binoculars, 

I but I had seen nothing. Then too, our airplanes were constantly 

I patrolling above these hills and no sign of enemy activity had been 

I reported. With such measureless areas of jungle to hide in, I figured 

B- that our chances of seeing anything from a tree OP would be just 

about nil. 
S On starting to reorganize the column to move on after the break, 

I I found a man huddled against a tree, shaking like a leaf, with 
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teeth chattering to beat the band. He was pale and a little nause- 
ated, but he was listening with some humor to the remarks of a 
few men around him. His skin was a greenish yellow, attesting that 
he had been religiously taking his atabrine. But no doubt about 
it — the man was suffering an acute malarial relapse. 

It was considered proper (on Guadalcanal) to laugh at a man 
in such a state. The poor soldier (an 18-year-old) had buttoned up 
his fatigue jacket and was still shivering in the 90-degree heat. 
Back in the states he would have excited a good bit of sympathy 
from any crowd. We kidded him, gave him some quinine tablets, 
and told him to go back to camp and lie down. We sent no one 
back with him. I chuckled to myself. Had the boy been back home 
his mother would have put him to bed and frantically summoned a 
doctor. 

We moved on again in a generally southeastern direction. For a 
while the light showed increasingly through the treetops to our 
left to indicate the bald crest's location. Then we moved into the 
deep jungle low on the next hillside. We didn't use the brush 
knives, though there were many places we could have saved time 
by so doing. We wished to move as quietly as possible. 

Up to this point we had seen no sign of the enemy and had all 
begun to relax somewhat. I think that a few of us must have begun 
to devote a small part of our minds to things unconnected with 
danger and death. Certain of the men were undoubtedly thinking 
of girls back home and ports visited. Others were thinking of other 
things they had not seen for a long time. I found myself taking an 
interest in the botanical aspects of my jungle surroundings. I had 
never been able to get thoroughly used to the marvels of the Gua- 
dalcanal jungle. The huge, shadow casting, columnar tree trunks 
oj with great buttressing roots, spreading outwards from the trunk 

§ for three and four yards, were constantly awing to me. The exotic 

6 shaped, huge leafed plants on all sides kept my eyes fascinated. 

% It took effort to get myself out of a wandering state of absent- 

^1 mindedness. To me the jungle never became commonplace; in the 

g early days of the war it seemed an especially interesting environ- 

1 ment, constantly revealing fresh wonders. 

2 I forced my attention toward the front — the space through 
I which the two nervous riflemen-scouts were gingerly stepping 
I along. I looked back behind where the main body of the patrol was 
I worming its way through the undergrowth, noting the close for- 
I mation with apprehension. 

I The going had been rough for a while. The incline we were 

^ travelling up was becoming more and more steep; the fast breath- 

g ing of a few of the heavier men in the group could be heard above 

I all other sounds. As the trail eased over toward litup treetops to 
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the left I began to think about calling another break. It looked 
as though we were approaching some sort of rise in the ground, and 
I decided to wait until we got there before calling the halt. Just 
as I made that decision the lead scout halted — froze in his tracks 
in the attitude of a dog on point. Without shifting his feet or 
twisting his body he showed me the palm of his hand. Its message 
was plain to understand: 

"Stop where you are! — Fade into cover!" 

The second scout had already slipped from sight. I turned and 
relayed the signal to the rear, noticing as I did so that more than 
half the men had already complied. The crookedness of the path 
would render the patrol unable to lay down any fire in the area of 
the scouts. I therefore signalled back for a Browning Auto rifleman 
to join me. (No, I did not use the conventional arm and hand 
signal. I simply motioned with my fingers.) He came forward at 
once, and when I had him placed to cover the length of path in 
front toward the scouts I moved cautiously forward to see what 
was up. On the way I saw Jap tracks in the trail — the old cloven 
hoof sneaker, zig-zag tread, all over the place. Funny, I had not 
seen any farther back on the trail. I could blame my day-dreaming 
habits for that. 

I looked back once or twice at the BAR man to make sure he 
was on the alert. In retrospect it seems foolish to think that the 
man would be anything other than "on the alert" but my life was 
in the balance then and it made a real "double checker" of me. It 
was good to see the BAR man behind me with his shoulder to the 
weapon, bipod on the ground, ready to send a stream of bullets 
popping past me either side, on a tenth of a second's notice. I was 
ready to clear out with less warning than that! (The expression 
I "haul ass," unknown at that time in the war, would have been very 

apropos.) 

§. I got to the lead scout and found him looking at a sheet of paper, 

3{ hung impaled on a twig of a rubber tree. The characters on it were 

^1 Japanese, inscribed in red pencil with an arrow-like mark below 

u the writing. The arrow pointed southwest — the direction from 

1 which we had come. 

S The scout's attitude was pretty cool — he did not seem to be 

b worrying much, I felt annoyed. I had been steadily expecting 

I things to start popping at any moment during my approach. Now 

I I wanted to call the scout down for not passing back word that 

I there was no great danger. As usual, I thought the better of it. 

B- After I sent the second scout back with the word we got up 
cautiously and continued on. Soon we came to a fork where our 

S path ran into a larger one. There were Jap tracks and other signs 

I galore, but all at least five days old. We began to scent the rancid 
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rice smell of an old Jap hideout soon, as we passed odd pieces of 
Jap equipment — a pair of shoes, an old haversack, an oil can and 
an improvised bamboo crutch. 

The path was broadening into a trail. There were connecting 
paths with vine handrails rigged on them, apparently for feeling 
the way at night. We were nearing a bivouac area — one which 
must have housed plenty of Japs. Still no fresh sign though. 

Well, this was good. We might get shot up as we continued on 
the trail, but it was better than rattling slam bang out of the brush 
and into a big bunch of enemy. With good luck we might now get 
the drop on any Japs we might see. We passed a Jap latrine — a 
little slit in the ground with two footrests for squatting. The odor 
was old. More discarded trash. Gaudy cigaret wrappers with silly 
drawings of Japanese women. The trail was now on level ground 
and wide enough for a jeep. 

The path soon became solid with Japanese footprints, not abso- 
lutely fresh. The lead scout froze and gave the take cover signal. I 
ducked at first but noticed that he had crouched and was looking 
at some footprints or something on the ground. When I got to him 
I saw what he was concerned about. The marks in the soft dirt 
were the unmistakable impression of bipod and butt of a Nambu 
light machine gun — and they were only hours old! Trouble ahead! 
Simultaneously with the sight of the machine gun markings I 
became aware of the familiar stench of decaying bodies. Something 
nearby was dead, undoubtedly Japs who died in the bivouac area 
we were approaching. 

With great circumspection we moved on, each man in turn look- 
ing knowingly at the gunmark in the path. Soon we saw fresh 
tracks. Then the path led out of the jungle into a cultivated banana 
grove. Feet were lifted and lowered with the greatest of care. 
Everyone now had the posture of a bird dog on point. This period 
S of silent tenseness would not be terminated by the whirr of quail 

wings — that exciting sound that used to thrill me to the bone on 
^1 crisp autumn mornings on my sister's farm. 

S This silence would likely be shattered by the ripping sound of 

I automatic weapons, the blast of grenades; maybe close to my ear, 

S there would sound the gurgle of blood and fluid running out of 

I gaping wounds. Yet we wanted the suspense ended. We felt that 

I it would be a relief to be able to make a noise — to wildly fire a 

i weapon. 

I It seemed the largest banana grove I had ever seen, though only 

S- 50 yards across. What was on the other side.? What was happening 

^ to the scout who had turned from my sight where the trail bent? 

S I found him waiting with the other scout, crouched in a listening 

I attitude. I crept up and listened with them. I signalled the man 

o^ 
o 
o 
D 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



Bushwackin' 175 

behind me to halt the column, indicating that silence was to be 
absolute. We heard talking through the cover to the front — barely- 
perceptible but unmistakable. Human voices, maybe natives but 
most likely Japs. 

Our present location was in a little pocket of shade-stunted 
kunai grass between clumps of banana trees. We could see nothing 
beyond the end of the banana grove — evidence of a clearing ahead. 
We had not run into the Jap bivouac area, which would surely be 
in the jungle — certainly not out in a native clearing. 

I called three more of the men forward and held a little pow-wow 
in sign language and silent lip movement. The plan I tried to get 
across was old. It was the only one I had ever been able to dope 
out for this frequently occurring jungle warfare situation; we had 
located the enemy by sound and knew his approximate position 
and strength, but were unable to see him because of intervening 
cover. We could not approach through that cover without alerting 
him — we had to use the trail, which might well be under obser- 
vation. 

It sounded like only two or three men talking, though of course 
there might be more. But we were willing to gamble with that 
possibility. I knew that it would be very unlikely to find more than 
10 in a single party. Larger groups would starve in trying to live 
off the land. 

The plan was simple. Its elements were automatically under- 
stood by the men so that it needed no outlining, but if I had been 
able to issue a formal order it would have sounded something like 
this: 

''They are up there in front of us. I don't know how many but 
I don't think there are more than five. We only hear two talking. 
I If we keep the drop on them we ought to be able to take care of 

B> them with no damage to ourselves. 

I "We better not risk trying to scout them out and determine 

I their exact strength. If we do that we'll give ourselves away. I do 

[^' not think that anyone can get close enough to see them in this 

u damned cover without being seen or heard himself. 

P "So I'll take the two scouts and a BAR up the trail. We'll look 

o ^ ... 

K 'em over if we can. But we will start shooting the minute they 

^ see us. 

t "Give us a little start and then follow us. Be sure not to bunch 



^ 



I up there as we are now. If they do not see us we won't shoot until 

more of you come up. Then we can throw the book at them. If we 
run into a hornet's nest we will peel off one at a time and run back. 
In that case men who are not running will cover with fire. We 
will not all take off until we are no longer in contact. If we contract 
any litter cases we will remain and shoot it out." 
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That is the order I gave — and I did not have to say more than 
a score of words. Much of it was standard operating procedure. 
Some of it I conveyed with gestures. But for the sake of the record 
that was the text. (It would at least be that formal in the movies.) 

While my heart beat like a hammer against my Adam's apple 
we moved ahead. First a scout, armed with a Tommy gun, then a 
second scout carrying an Mi (I had traded a minute before) and 
then the BAR man. We were no more than two paces apart — that 
was part of the plan. I wanted all of us to be able to shoot at once 
so had sacrificed dispersal entirely. 

The path bent again, this time to the right, and we saw the 
smoke of a small fire no more than 50 yards from us. 

The talking began again, and it sounded as though it were from 
only 10 feet away. We were now sure that it was Japanese. It had 
a different sound from the island natives' gibberish. 

Inch by inch we crept forward. The continued talking was a 
good sign. While it went on we could know that they had not heard 
us. When it stopped we would stop and hold our breath with a 
prayer. 

The hammer doubled the strength and frequency of its blows on 
the inside of my Adam's apple. The scout ahead of me looked pale 
as a ghost. We were nearing the smoke which was rising straight 
up from above the high grass where the talk originated. "Krist 
Almighty!" I thought, "wasn't there some sort of clearing?" Were 
we going to encounter those yellow bellies hand to hand in the 
kunai grass .^ "Please God let there be a clearing — only a small 
one!" 

There was a clearing and we saw it in a moment. We crept out 
to the place where the six foot grass ended and the cover was only 
I two feet high. 

I saw the first scout crouch, ooze forward an inch at a time and 
§. then freeze so suddenly that he gave the impression of having been 
S moving much faster than a few feet a minute. He raised his Tommy 
^' gun to the firing position and then gradually half-lowered it. I 
y fervently thanked God for that. The talking had stopped; in 

1 another second I would have broke and run to a point where I 
S could see to shoot. As things worked out, we were all three able to 
b move up to the lead scout and join him in looking at four live and 
I healthy Japs, no more than 50 feet from us. 

I They were squatting around the fire, completely unaware of our 

I presence. The Nambu machine gun was not with them. None had 

§" weapons in their hands and there were no grounded weapons vis- 

ible. I *'felt" the muzzle of the BAR slide past my ear, saw it 
I steady as the man took aim. 

I I did something then which was probably wrong. I signalled 
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with my hand for the auto rifleman to hold his fire. He stood look- 
ing at the Japs, ready to kill them all at the least move. In our 
paralyzed situation there was nothing that could be done to plan 
further. We would just have to let the first part of our scheme 
work itself out. 

The Japs were all facing away from us, looking off to our left 
front as they lolled about the fire. One of them was apparently 
cleaning his toenails with a bamboo sliver. The others were simply 
squatting and looking at the fire which had a single Jap messkit 
hanging above it with the lid off". It was not boiling at the time. 
It would have been better for us if it had been boiling; at least it 
would not have been so breathlessly quiet. 

Something had to break pretty soon and it did. The lead scout, 
a corporal named Bleimfor, sprang upright with Tommy gun at his 
shoulder, aimed at their bellies and shouted at the top of his lungs: 
"NOW STICK 'EM UP, YOU GODDAMN SONSOF- 
BITCHES r' 

That did it. From that instant things happened fast. The four 
Japs looked up stupefied for a split second and then jumped to 
their feet, one of them reaching for a sword that we had not 
noticed before. We all opened fire at once but made the mistake of 
aiming at the same man. The one who had been cleaning his toe- 
nails went down with a dozen holes in him. The other three scat- 
tered like chickens before a fox. We four ran into the clearing, 
joined by two more who had run up at the sound of Bleimfor's 
shout. 

The BAR man was practically on top of a Jap who had floun- 
dered at the edge of the little pocket in the kunai grass. He aimed 
the Browning at the Jap's face and jerked his head to indicate 
^ that the Jap should rise and walk to the center of the clearing. 

? The Jap answered by making a wild grab for the muzzle. 

g- That left two. I looked around and saw at a glance that things 

I were not well under control. The sequence of events then became 

g vague. The next thing I remember is the other scout standing all 

y bloody in front of me. 

g" He had grabbed one of the Japs in his arms, evidently eager to 

I make a capture or else crazy with excitement and I had taken a 

I second or two to get him out of the ensuing mess. The Jap proved 

q stronger than expected; the grappling pair rolled over and over in 

I the grass, making it necessary for me to intervene. I dispatched the 

I Jap by placing the muzzle of my rifle against his ribs and firing 

c it once, probably hoping that the bullet would not be deflected by 

^ bone from its side to side path. It was not, but it was a while 

I before I was sure who I had killed. The American had more blood 

on his uniform than the Jap. 
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That left the last Jap running for his life from three men, none 
of whom had sufficient presence of mind to stop and fire an aimed 
shot. The Nip had dropped his sword, apparently considering it 
too heavy to carry. 

As they threshed through the cover I listened to hear them 
shooting him and was pleasantly surprised. A subdued Jap came 
back in a minute, walking meekly and tremblingly, with arms 
stretched overhead and a rifle muzzle pressing the base of his spine. 

A brief check through the area gave us all the information we 
needed. The rest of the bivouac area was deserted — ^just another 
old Jap camp, and we had little appetite for further patrolling. 

"Let's get the hell outta here," I said. 

"Second the motion,'* said someone else. 

With little loss of time we did so. We were back at headquarters 
with all hands and a prisoner in an hour and a half. (The kid with 
malaria had gotten back okay and was being doped with quinine 
by Doc Cecala.) 
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BACK TO THE BEACHHEAD 

Our mop up operations — many patrols inland and to the south 
— were completed early in March and as soon as there were landing 
craft for the purpose of returning to the Lunga area we were 
ordered to break camp. 

This order was not relished by many of us, though the great 
body of men in the battalion welcomed it as a portent of a trip 
back to a rest area on some other island — perhaps even home. 
Even at that early date the Army had its wishful thinkers — and 
hadn't we been overseas for eleven months? (Many, many months 
later, in Burma, I was to remember these Guadalcanal hopes and 
look with amusement at my fatigue sleeve where the six overseas 
stripes would have been sewed had it been a blouse.) 

Taking us away from Esperance would not improve our lot, I 
felt. In the first place, it would get us back together as a regiment, 
so that centralized training programs could be gotten underway 
too easily by the Regimental S-3 (Operations and Training Offi- 
oj cer); also it would locate our battalion, with all of its manpower, 

§ within very easy distance of the damned unloading beaches. We 

I had all had enough of unloading Higgins boats. And the dangers 

% of getting bombed in the Lunga area were now just as great as 

^1 ever, with planes still coming over on every moonlit night. These 

g disadvantages would more than counterbalance the very slight 

I danger of being bushwhacked which we risked back at Esperance. 

S But such ideas of our own were merely stock for conversation; 

I Corps headquarters was in charge of troops on the island. So we 

M packed, swept clean the little gardens of our canvas frame houses 

I and boarded the battered landing craft which were to carry us 

I back to the busy beaches of Lunga Point. 

I Our kit for this trip was fantastically light and simple. The 

^ packs and gear which we had taken with us on the mission had 

g been reduced to a minimum — a selected few items of the long list 

of ''necessities" of earlier days. Cartridge belts and other web 
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equipment had been worn out and rotted away in the dampness; 
mess gear, the lid and spoon we each carried, had been lost. Only 
of weapons was there a full issue. 

My rifle, newly bedded and zeroed in, rested well oiled in my 
arms, and comprised more than half the weight of my entire kit. 
My improvised knapsack — my original officers* QM bag, with In- 
fantry pack straps sewed on to replace the useless suspender ar- 
rangement — was all else that I carried onto the boat with me. It 
contained a half-blanket; a few souvenirs light enough to carry; 
and a few rounds of that good lot of Denver Ordnance Depot ball 
ammunition which I had selected back in New Caledonia. By al- 
lowing myself only a few rounds of the special stuff for each trip 
away from our baggage, I had managed to never run out. (I was 
to fire the last three rounds of that store months later in India, 
bringing down three fine head of game — but that's another story.) 
The coxswain invited me to climb up onto the rear deck of the 
craft, where the crisp sea breeze would buffet me about, giving a 
sensation of coolness to the skin — particularly enjoyable to one 
long left in the still heat of the groves. I was wearing no insignia 
at the time, and, as always, was enjoying the resulting anonymity. 
The coxswain didn't know if I were a Marine private — or an Army 
captain; perhaps he didn't care. There had been no need for me 
to give my rank away by shouting orders while my men loaded 
onto the boat. An outfit gets that way after a while — each man 
does his job and no one needs to tell him what to do or to hurry 
him and as a result all situations are handled by the unit through 
a quiet, efficient, united effort. (The end of the war, incidentally, 
seemed to destroy that cooperative bond between men of the pla- 
toons and companies and regiments of the Army.) 

Before stepping up onto the wheel deck I paused and began to 

pull the stocking-like poplin case over my rifle to protect it from 

the spray. The coxswain reached down and tapped my shoulder, 

^ motioning for me to leave the weapon outside the case. I couldn't 

get a reason from him because the motor of the Higgins boat was 
S roaring at the time, pulling the front end of the boat off the beach. 

y In a few minutes, after we had pulled out and gotten under way 

^ toward Kokumbona, he told me the reason he had asked me to 

I keep my rifle ready by pointing down to the water, and shouting 

I above the now lessened sound of the motor, "May see sharks — 

? fun to shoot 'em!" 

I He chatted with me for the next half hour of the trip, asking 

I the usual layman's questions about my telescope sighted rifle. 

^ ''Nope," I said, ''You don't use the front sight at all — ^just look 

D through the scope tube; everything's inside. You just set the spot 

g you want to hit on top of the post and then blaze away." 
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I was enjoying the ride very much because It had been weeks 
since wind had brushed over my skin at more than the very few 
miles an hour we had dared to push the captured Japanese plywood 
hulls with their outboard motors. The bay was smooth as glass and 
the foaming wake of our craft stood out harshly behind us upon 
its surface. 

Savo Island was gradually moving behind us, a great mountain 
peak sticking sheerly out of the water, and many of us looked 
dreamily back at it, envying, in a way, the peaceful lives of its 
inhabitants. Savo had been close to a lot of the war. Thousands 
of tons of shipping had been sunk within gun range of her narrow 
beaches where Japanese torpedoes had driven themselves high and 
dry on the sands; Savo's night skies had been lit brilliantly for 
hours at a time by burnings and explosions; but her people and 
her villages remained virtually unharmed. I saw them myself, for 
we had gone over one day on a wild goose search for a parachuted 
pilot, using a Japanese barge to carry the patrol of twelve members. 
The clutch on the boat's drive-shaft system had broken, maroon- 
ing us there for three days. 

It had been a pleasant marooning, for we were able to trade our 
rations for fresh bananas and to gorge ourselves on fresh fruit for 
the first time in months. A Sergeant Anderson from the 164th 
Infantry was there with a few men on outpost duty and he played 
the good host. He and his crew were even more sun tanned than 
we and they were properly pleased with being ''stuck" on Savo. 

The natives, less spoiled than any we had seen, fitted well into 
a teamship of paganism with the average of my men. I recall the 
laughing pidgin English of a village headman, who was joking 
with one of my sergeants while a dance was being staged at his 
g village in our honor. ''Tonight," the chief said to the sergeant, 

8 *'You no get one lak dis!" — he held his hands high against his 

g. chest, cupping them upward to indicate the contours of a young, 

3{ attractive girl's breast. "You get one lak dis!" — he lowered his 

^1 hands almost to his waist, cupping and moving them to indicate 

y the long, pendulous breasts of a less desirable woman of the tribe. 

I The women and girls of Savo wore only the shortest of "grass" 

S skirts, made from a single half banana leaf, split many times up 

b to the stem, which part became the drawstring of the skirt. This 

I was poor coverage below and there was none whatsoever above — 

i breasts bared to the sun. The missionaries had not taught the 

I native women on Savo to wear mother hubbards as they had on 

S- other islands. The people of Savo had been spared the curse of 

^ modesty, condemned as such by medical men when it was learned 

S that continued wetness of the skin, caused by wearing clothing 

I while wading, bathing or fishing, had fostered tuberculosis and 
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pneumonia in these islands. Our short holiday on Savo was a memo- 
rable one, though I believe that some of my men worried for 
months for fear of an aftermath to a last nights' celebration there. 
We were finally picked up by a boat from a Navy salvage ship. 

I was musing on the memories of the voyage, looking back at 
the little pinpoint of an island growing smaller, when the coxswain 
called my attention to a big shark some 20 yards away from our 
craft. He was a large, boxnosed creature and he rolled over just 
as I looked, showing us his fine white teeth, set in a pair of jaws 
wide enough to be passed untouching over my shoulders. I put 
three bullets into him — wondering as I fired if he had tasted any 
of the thousands of human bodies which had been buried in the 
waters nearby. Sharks were especially bad around Savo and the 
natives there refused to wade even knee deep in the ocean. 

We didn't take time to chase down the wounded shark, for we 
were then nearing Kokumbona Beach and soon we turned in shore, 
once again experiencing the thrill of tropic landfall. We saw a 
distant yellow line enlarge gradually into a broad beach and a thin 
layer of green and neutral color above reveal itself gradually as a 
grove of coconut trees. Still closer in we were able to distinguish a 
strata of graceful fronds weaving in the breeze, above the bleached, 
rough surfaced trunks. 

We remained a night at Kokumbona and it wasn't nice. No 
American troops had camped near our landing area; the Jap bodies, 
dead for some weeks or maybe a month, had not been disposed of. 
The place stank to high heaven, with corpses strewn all over, 
each one of them seeming to be in the very worst stages of putri- 
fication. There were very few carrion birds on Guadalcanal, cer- 
tainly not enough to meet requirements, and so the bodies just 
^ continued to lay and stink where our people had been unable to 

bury them. Flies, of course, had flourished, so that by day there 
o_ was a constant buzzing annoyance added to the almost intoler- 

£ able odor. 

If) 

^1 Our trucks arrived the morning after and we were all glad to 

S leave. The grove at Kokumbona was nothing like our camp at 

1 Esperance had been, though in the beginning at Esperance there 
S had been even more bodies. We went hungry at Kokumbona dur- 
I ing the day, waiting until the flies went away so that we could eat 
I our food. You had to pick the ravenous insects right out of your 
i mess gear; waving a hand above did not faze 'em. 

I The trail continued through ungarrisoned grove areas for some 

S- distance, so that I felt inclined to keep a few weapons ready in 

^ each of our three trucks but it was not long before we were able 

S to dispense even with that measure, for the road became lined 

with pyramidal tents. The troop areas had been extended and units 
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More Japanese cleanliness here. Japanese were pretty good laundererSy 
considering that they had Utile soap, and no washing machines. Often their 
uniforms were clean, and I doubt if they ever made my mistake of washing them 
in the surf. Where they had permanent camps they would always rig drying 
lines. The first Marine landings on Guadalcanal disclosed this commendable 
domestic trait. Clothes were left hanging in front of some hastily-evacuated 
officers quarters which, by the way, were pretty comfortable huts. Just another 
point in the makeup of the Japanese soldier that tended to make him live 
comfortably though far from home. Even there he hadn't been used to com- 
mercial laundry service or Maytag machines. 
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were being camped farther and farther out into areas held by Japs 
not many days earlier. 

Returning after only a short absence, we were seeing big changes 
in the old areas. More troops had moved in; Guadalcanal, with 
many Japs still alive and free in its hills, was fast becoming another 
"rear base" for supply and staging purposes. 

Later elements of the 25th Division had arrived and along with 
them had come mountains of stores. Docking facilities were now 
under construction and gasoline was being pumped ashore via 
pipeline, as well as by the older barrel-handling method. Some 
pattern of organization was being given to the supply installations 
in the groves. Red drums of gasoline — at least the top layers — 
were being painted over in OD, an overdue but still needed measure 
of safety. Everyone was bedding down and making themselves 
comfortable too. "Houses'* were built in some places — nice frame 
shacks for headquarters and mess halls. The Air Corps and the 
Sea Bees had not neglected the matters of housing and comfort, and 
the dispersal area around the field had been well improved from 
every standpoint. Especially was there improvement in the various 
air raid shelters, attesting well to the continued Japanese air ac- 
tivity. Many live people were now sleeping — cot, mosquito bar and 
all — three or four feet beneath the ground. 

We noticed all these changes within a few days after we were 

camped in our new area, again in the eternal coconut groves, not 

far from the campsite we had been given just prior to the Hill 27 

show. Henderson Field was bombed the first night we were back 

but once we had located the direction of the planes' flight we went 

back to bed. We were tired and reasonably secure in the knowledge 

that the flames at the field would draw the rest of the Jap bombs. 

I I wondered, lying in my cot and listening to the distant crackling 

I of ammunition in the big fire, if anyone had been hurt on the strip. 

§. As a rule the damage there was to materiel, rather than men. But 

S the airstrip got it on the chin many a moonlit night so that some 

1^' of the men must have been hurt. Now, however, we were no longer 

y fired with morbid curiosity. We didn't even ask each other about 

I casualties. 

S We were, of course, immediately given a training program to 

b carry out. We got word of it on the second day, while I was suf- 

I fering a fit of extreme annoyance over the loss of all my spare 

I clothing. Another bedroll had been left behind, in charge of our 

I rear echelon, and the storage area had become flooded. All of my 

I clothing, a spare watch, a couple of fountain pens, nearly all of my 

films and a camera had been thoroughly soaked. Later the waters 
I had receded and the rear echelon people had satisfied their con- 

I science by restacking the bedrolls and wiping off the outside mud, 
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without emptying them and drying their contents. When I opened 
mine, my beaver shortcoat came apart in my fingers, my extra fa- 
tigues were eaten through with rot, and my fountain pens and 
watch were, of course, ruined. I had left only the clothes on my 
back and my rifle, which items, thank God, never have to be en- 
trusted to rear echelon people. 

I was lying disgustedly on my bunk in the mood brought on by 
the bedroll incident, still attired in the same tattered, reseamed 
and patched fatigues which I had worn back from Esperance, when 
a clerk from battalion headquarters brought and waved under my 
nose a copy of our training schedule. It called for hours of calis- 
thenics, close order drill and other subjects which there is no 
need to enumerate here. 

I resolved, regardless of consequences, to do everything possible 
towards shirking every bit of spirit and letter that training sched- 
ule contained, utilizing in my evasion every trick, every blind, 
every ruse which I had for years seen so well demonstrated by 
old soldiers in my command. 

I suddenly discovered friends and relatives in the camps of other 
units, far over on the island, who in all decency had to be visited. 
I trumped up obscure reasons for visiting Tulagi Island, and once 
there I trumped up better reasons why I should not return on time. 
Each hour's errand, on which I was sent away from the area, 
turned out to last the better part of a day. 

After my imagination had run dry and I had no stock of pre- 
tenses left, I simply absented myself from the area, muttering 
something unintelligible to the charge of quarters as I left and not 
even making a decent sham at truth when I later would explain 
the absence to higher authority. 
I Actually, most of the time I was away during the day was spent 

g, hunting boar in the kunai grass fields inland from Henderson Field 

I and the nights were spent not far away on a hill dubbed ^'Concen- 

S tration loi'' where the pigs were roasted and eaten native style 

1^' — washed down with "bamboo juice" and raisin-jack to the ac- 

S companiment of much drunken, boisterous song. All of this ac- 

p tivity was in company with some of my Air Corps friends with 

K whom I had hunted deer on New Caledonia. 

^ I further dissociated myself with the battalion and its training 

program by renewing contacts with my old friends in Anti-Tank 
I Company, spending days at this camp when the weather was no 

good for pig hunting. They too were game for a few nights of poker 
^ and torpedo juice guzzling. 

In this organized evasion of duty I enjoyed almost complete 
S success, being hooked only once to instruct calisthenics for half an 

I hour. Lieutenant Singer snapped a picture of me leading the class 
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in arm and shoulder exercises so he would have proof that I had 
failed in my resolution to participate in none of the training out- 
lined in that damned schedule. Other than that one bit of drilling, 
however, I did nothing and even today I recall the fact with a 
sense of morbid pride. 

In these activities I had risked courting the ill favor of the bat- 
talion commander and executive officer, but I limited my worries 
on that score because I felt that Lieutenant Colonel Ferry and 
Major Butler must have entertained feelings similar to mine to- 
ward that typewritten sheet from regimental headquarters. After 
quite a few days, however, I began to sense a certain coolness 
around both the regimental and battalion command posts, but I 
went stubbornly on with my program of inactivity, counting it 
interesting to see from which direction the axe would fall. I have 
since heard stories of torn up citations, recommendations, and the 
usual krap; things which bother me now even less than then. 

The axe fell soon and in a strange way — as much due to the 
Japs, perhaps, as to offended people up the line. A mastermind at 
some headquarters had seen or heard of some lights up in the di- 
rection of *'Gold Ridge." He had immediately connected the inci- 
dent with the most annoying and urgent factor of current Gua- 
dalcanal existence — the nightly air raids. The chap in question 
suspected that the planes were being talked-in by radio or guided 
by lights, so that they could bomb Henderson Field more ac- 
curately. 

It was decided (perhaps by this same person) to send a patrol 

out to the suspect ridge, through miles of intervening jungle, to 

investigate the matter. The original decision was made in some 

headquarters above regimental — probably corps, perhaps division. 

9J Our regiment was ordered to make the investigation; division 

8 kicked it down to regiment. Colonel Andrew Casper, regimental 

^ executive officer, or someone told the S-2 to take care of it, and 

^ Captain Cosby came down to battalion, caught me during one of 

^1 my twenty minute stays in the area and gave me orders to organize 

y a ten-man, heavily armed patrol and to take it up into the moun- 

I tains to destroy or capture a Japanese outpost. This was just a 

S week before we were to have left that effing island for good. 
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Cosby jeeped me up to an OP situated somewhere beyond Burnt 
Knob on Edson's Ridge and let me look through a BC scope at 
the point which was to be my objective. It was marked by a small 
tin roofed shack, where lights had allegedly been seen burning for 
the last three nights — visible during and shortly before each air 
raid. The ^Mights'' were said to have resembled flares, or some form 
of pyrotechnics, rather than any ordinary campfire or electrically 
created signals. 

The shack was built on the side of a huge ridge, a rather promi- 
nent spur leading up to the main central range of peaks, high above 
the lower hills and coastal flats where the greater part of the fight- 
ing had raged. Only the merest bit of a clearing surrounded the 
shack and the large trees of the hillside jungle were clustered close 
on three sides, so that even the roof was hid from view from all 
other directions. Practically the only elevated point on the island 
^ which shared intervisibility with this shack was the very spot on 

which we stood. 

o 

"^ This lack of intervisibility afforded me with a ready argument 

^ against my trekking to that out-of-the-way cabin — an argument 

3| against any likelihood of its being the scene of any Japanese air- 

S craft directing agency. *'How,'' I asked, "can any Jap pilots even 

ro see the damn place, when it is obviously blocked off by trees on 

q three sides?'' 

1 I got nowhere with that point. The lights, I was told, had been 
I ntar the shack — not necessarily burning upon its very roof. The 
^ J^ps would more likely burn their flares in the top of one of the 
I large trees, making no use at all of the shack proper; or perhaps 
I they used it merely as a shelter at night. To support that con- 
^ tention, a "charred" spot on the side of one of the nearby trees 
D was pointed out to me. The men at the OP had better eyes than I 
g had, to be able to identify a dark spot on a large half-dead tree 
D as having been "burnt'* there — at several miles range! 

I 187 



Google 



Original from 
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



1 88 Shots Fired in Anger 

I depressed the BC scope and looked without relish across the 
tangle of jungle intervening between my nearest jumpoff point and 
the distant objective. The damn trip, come hell or high water, 
was going to have to be made. 

I returned to the battalion command post and briefed the men 
whom I was to lead on the patrol — they had been ordered to as- 
semble in front of the message center tent. They seemed to share 
my own lack of enthusiasm, so I wasted little time in issuing in- 
structions. I told them where we would assemble the next morning 
and when, and announced what they were to carry in the way of 
rations and weapons. 

All reported on time early the next morning, walking from their 
scattered areas. They had been requisitioned from all the com- 
panies of the battalion, and I did not know by name even one of 
the noncommissioned officers. I had to allot responsibility in direct 
conformation with rank — a method which is at best a poor ex- 
pedient, definitely second choice to the selective procedure possible 
when a leader knows personally each one of his men. Perhaps I 
should have asked the battalion for at least one noncom with 
whom I had worked before, but I didn't. I knew nothing against 
any of these men and they had probably been selected to go with 
me because it was now their turn. If I asked for someone I knew 
well, I would be yanking a good man out of a well deserved period 
of bunk fatigue, and I just didn't have the heart to pull such a 
trick in the interests of "military necessity." 

With my lukewarm attitude toward the job, I had failed to 

check in advance on the matter of native guides, depending upon 

the word of authority, which had given me to understand that the 

guides — two natives who could speak understandable pidgin — 

I would be waiting for me, on time, at the jumpoff, which was to 

Bi be the observation post. As often happened with those people, they 

I failed to show up. We waited for thirty minutes, I vainly calling 

I the native camp on the phone all the while. Finally we took off 

[^' without them, the men of the patrol cursing the laziness of Gua- 

u dalcanal natives. 

I Navigating jungle areas is always much easier if the services of 

native guides are available, and not having such service is always 

a serious handicap — often spelling the difference between knowing 

where you are and being completely lost. On Guadalcanal, where 

I few worthwhile maps were ever given to us, this was doubly true. 

As the trail on which we had walked from the OP gradually 
dwindled into a path and then finally faded out altogether I, too, 
pondered bitterly — in between machete whacks — on the inade- 
quacy of the Guadalcanal guide service. 

Two capable officers were running that *^guide service," and a 
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labor pool along with it, keeping many natives housed in a com- 
pound near the airstrip, and performing invaluable service thereby. 
Major Clemens and Captain (later Major) Trench were their 
names, if I remember correctly, both Britishers, The "sad control'* 
of the guide service was no fault of theirs, as both of these men 
were hard working officers, kept steadily busy at a thousand and 
one tasks involving the services of natives all over the island. The 
guide service was only a small part of their total headache. We 
knew this — and it was one reason why I did not run down to the 
camp for assistance. 

But early in the trip I began to wish that I had done that very 
thing, for it looked as though we would never find a trail — never 
get through cutting. We chopped on for two hours, trading off on 
the machetes, and halting now and then to take a hone to a blade 
nicked on some of the resin bearing vines. Blade edges were often 
chipped on particles of hardened minerals, which had solidified into 
tiny stalactites on vines or saplings. We kept hoping, as always, 
to find a ready trail which would make our trip easier, but until 
we should see one we would have to continue cutting our way, 
navigating through the densely undergrown rain forest by the only 
sure method — that of following a compass azimuth. 

Following an azimuth in the jungle is like many other things 
the Infantry has to do, it is as simple as can be, but difficult as 
hell. Having no view ahead, the leader cannot practicably sight an 
azimuth from tree to tree and cut straight along the established 
line. Trees are usually too close together in the jungle, and under- 
growth closes in front like pea-soup fog, so that the route must 
be laid out by pointing the compass as a finger — after offsetting 
the dial for proper allowance — and then trying to cut in the proper 
^ direction. If the proper direction happens to be blocked off by 

trees or other insurmountables, the cutting must "tack'' around 
i them; if a larger barrier, should intervene, such as a dropoff or a 
^ swamp, a correspondingly wider detour must be made. Such ex- 
5, pedients in jungle navigation are the rule, rather than the excep- 
S tion; and they result in the cutting of a crooked path, thereby 
ro destroying the patrol leader's one sure means of easily checking 
q the direction of his planned course, for only by sighting back along 
3 a section of straight-cut trail can he know that he is proceeding 

1 in exactly the right direction. 

^ Practically, then, in the jungle the compass becomes an instru- 

I ment of estimation, only roughly accurate. For purposes of navi- 

£ gation it can no longer be considered a precision instrument, pro- 

^ viding easily followed directions for the bewildered jungle traveller. 

D Men who would bet their lives on a compass reading in open 

M country often lost all such confidence during its employment in 
5 
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tangles of tropical rain forest. But even so, we all knew that any 
compass would be far, far more accurate than any mans' alleged 
sense of direction. 

There are a few methods by which jungle navigation can be 
accomplished with fair precision. With knotted twine or engineer 
tape staked out behind on the cut path, one can accurately plot 
direction and progress. This method, within its limitations, worked 
well. Obviously, it has little application on Infantry patrols. I 
mention it only because it was used by the Engineers for laying 
out trails, and because it was used once in a blue moon by us — 
when extreme accuracy in routing was of prime importance, or 
when every less complicated means had been tried without success. 

Because he could not practicably use this staked out cord and 
tape, and because he was hardly ever able to cut his route as a 
straight path, the patrol leader, in order to find his way in the 
jungle had to fall back upon two important qualities of leadership: 
common horse sense and patience. 

The former quality is one that many of us had been forced to 
acquire in at least small measure, but few Americans possessed 
enough patience to feel at home in the Solomon Islands. Delays 
of all sorts ground against my nerves on Guadalcanal, and of those 
encountered by a patrol, cutting through the jungle was more 
annoying than all the others put together. 

As soon as our path petered out we ran into a swamp, around 
which we obviously would need to detour. Before we had cut fully 
around to its other side, we ran into a floodfiU of rotted wood 
which gave way under foot like quicksand so that we had to detour 
again. Then we ran into a tangle of bamboo, too heavy for our 
machetes. Before we had cut for twenty minutes I found myself 
^ reduced to almost complete reliance on my limited amount of 

common horse sense, and I began to use the compass only as a 
^ rough indicator of direction. 

^ This threw an element of gamble — larger than any gambler 

5, would desire — into the march-routing of my little command. I 

S knew that when I was up on the observation post I had not been 

ro able to count all of the ridges intervening between our jumpoff 

q and the spur upon which the tin shack was sited. I had seen six 

1 ridges in between, but the actual number might be anything up 
I to twenty. Many, I knew, had been defiladed behind higher ones. 
^ So I could not tell when I was about to reach or pass over the 
I final rise, merely by the number of ridges already crossed. I could 
I only guess. That — come to think of it — was all that jungle navi- 
^ gation seemed to be made of: guess, guess, guess. Guess how far 
D right you traveled on that last tack. Guess an hour later on whether 
g or not you had traveled a compensating distance in the opposite 
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Here a few coconut logs are being cut by a pioneer detachment, probably for 
bridge supports, A few green coconuts and some heart-of-palm salad will be the 
culinary by-products. The man with the axe is doing the usually awkward job; 
the Japs are expert at using their draw-type wood saws, but poor at chopping. 
They donH know how to cut and their blades are poorly shaped, often dull. 

Coconut logs were one of the standard engineer building materials in the 
Pacific, like bamboo. Our own engineers made great use of them for many 
different forms of construction. Most of the conventional varieties of timber 
were too far inland for lumbering, and we had to cut many palms anyway, 
in order to clear the necessary roads. May as well make use of the fallen 
trunks. ; 

/ hear rumors that Lever Brothers collected some sort of settlement for the 
trees we cut down. Must have been somewhat of a job to count em, . . , Must 
have been quite a chore to tell which ones we cut and which the Japs cut. 
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direction. Guess the total airline distance you have covered . . . 

Then halve that last figure, to be anywhere near correct. 

Along towards early noon we had crossed three ridges with less 
than an hour and a half's break in the cutting. No paths at all. 
Most of the way we could have wormed through the undergrowth 
without cutting, but it would have taken longer to do so. Along 
part of the route not even a panther could have gotten through 
without biting away the fine toothed tangle of vines and thorns 
as he went. We had hoped to get on higher ground soon, above the 
dense valley forest and into the hillside growths, which had a thin- 
ner floor-growth and were well lined with pig paths. But after 
topping each rise we had always seemed to dip back to the same 
level on the other side. 

I hadn't yet called a halt. Usually you don't have to on a ten- 
man patrol cutting through thick stuff with only two active blades. 
Halts come naturally for men who are not cutting, because the 
cutting speed varies in different types of cover, sometimes slowing 
to a near halt. Men just relieved from the blades can sit for a 
minute or so, allowing the column to pass slowly while they regain 
their wind. 

The cutting was the hardest kind of work and the jungle heat 
was not helpful. The cutting reliefs, except for those manned by a 
few unusually strong members, were of short duration, for men 
tire quickly after a few yards of hacking. Successively, the men 
behind stepped up each time without a word to take over the two 
blades — the leading one breaking way, hacking through principal 
barriers, the second one trimming ends and widening the path a 
bit. We were a small body, so we did not employ an extra pair of 
followup blades to widen and improve. In the heat the use of four 
I machetes at a time would have overtaxed the strength of the 

patrol. Shade or no shade, it was plenty hot. 

g^ Sweat lay unevaporated upon skin, welled up in plenty to drench 

\ clothing, and dropped onto the ground after clothes became soaked 

^1 to the limit and were plastered to bodies as though each man had 

y just climbed out of deep water. Sweat lay unevaporated because 

1 the air, like our clothing, was already holding its limit of moisture. 
S The morning coolness had left the jungle and the dew, as fast as 
b the atmosphere would allow, was turning to steam. This dew was 
I heavier than ordinary rain, and it splashed heavily from leaves as 
i they were shaken by hacking machetes. 

I The machetes were being wielded with skill, now. Most of the 

S- men had already learned how to swing them, hacking diagonally 

^ through vines and stalks, with just the right amount of force be- 

S hind each blow. There is a wide difference in the resistance of 

N 

I various plants and vines to such cutting. On Guadalcanal we had 
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learned quickly that mere diameter — thickness of stalk or stem — 
meant nothing; it was hardness and resilency that counted, A huge 
banana stalk, a foot through, can be cut easily at a stroke, while 
a bamboo shaft of a third that diameter might require as much as 
ten strokes to sever, depending upon its greenness and the length 
of arm swing allowed by surrounding vegetation. Only by learning 
to judge the force required for each stroke, by recognizing the type 
of material being cut, can the machete wielder properly conserve 
his energy and make himself last for more than a few feet of trail 
making. 

Blades must be kept sharp, and the honing must be done so 
often that deftness in this specialty becomes another prerequisite 
of the good jungle soldier. Good hackers stone their blades often, 
usually carrying the stone in a free hand and swiping the blade 
every few strokes so that the edge is constantly of almost shaving 
keenness. Good hackers swing their blades with a regular rhythm, 
varying the angle and force of individual swipes, to keep the blade 
cutting at a constant speed. And if they are good soldiers, they do 
not hand the blade to their relief until they become tired. Until 
they become tir^d. 

American civilian workmen and the laborers of Europe have 
come to recognize as symptoms of "tiredness'' such indications as 
heavy heartbeat, labored breathing, noticeable perspiration, ach- 
ing and early numbness of muscles and joints. 

Good jungle Infantrymen have another definition for the word 

and the only symptoms to which they pay attention are those of 

acute dizziness, disturbance of the sense of balance, complete 

numbness of limbs, the appearance of dancing spots before the 

eyes, involuntary buckling of the knees or hip joints and vomiting 

oj or fainting. Heavy pounding in the temples, panting breath, and 

§ clothes soaked with perspiration are normal and expected — part 

D and parcel of every jungle trek. 

% We rattled on rather loudly, hacking incautiously through the 

^1 first of the bamboo grove, so that we failed completely to detect 

g in advance a stream which ran across our front only 150 yards 

I away. Light, coming in through the high leaves above us, gave 

S away the stream's location before we heard the sound of its fast 

I waters. We would know soon that we had made some little gain 

M in elevation and were now approaching the lower foothills, because 

i the small river, when we got to it, was found to be very fast 

J running. It had a series of rapids coming down from our right 

g- front, the water foaming slightly yellow in a strange manner as 

^ it surged and eddied like a mountain trout stream. Not that it 

g much resembled a trout stream, however, since its color and bank 

I vegetation made it look much different from anything in the 
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States, though much like some trout waters I have since seen on 
lower Honshu. 

The stream was using only a portion of its floodtime bed and 
its wide gravel floored expanse of sunlight was affording us a 
pleasant relief from the jungle darkness. Such relief would hardly 
have been welcome a few weeks before on Guadalcanal when we 
were constantly worried about being seen by the enemy, but on 
this occasion we had no great concern. I did not suspect a danger 
of ambush at the moment, but I felt that special care should be 
taken. Casualties incurred just before we were ready to leave the 
island would be ironical. The stream we were now crossing was 
hardly in a danger area. Any enemy there would have been re- 
ported and likely dealt with by Major Clemens' natives. 

I took the lead and we began to walk along the stream, moving 
inland against its current. We were able to walk on the gravel 
most of the time without wading — an improvement only in footing, 
because our feet were already wet by the dew-drenched jungle 
growth and the swamp areas we had come through. Keeping feet 
dry in the jungle is an impossibility. 

Dubbin-coating or waterproofing leather shoes is not the good 
practice generally thought. True, it waterproofs the foot gear to 
an extent, but in tropic climates that merely serves to increase 
the dampness of the feet, holding the perspiration right in the 
shoes and giving encouragement to athlete's foot and jungle rot. 
Perhaps it does increase the life of shoes a little, but other than 
that there is little to be gained from the use of dubbin or from the 
excessive use of oils on any footgear in the jungle. Leather of all 
sorts will rot there, no matter what you do; and if oil is used it 
takes twice as long to dry the insides of shoes once they get wet. 
^ The best bet is to leave the leather untreated, and merely remem- 

ber to dry footgear as often as possible. 

"^ Under such conditions of constant wetness, the feet can be kept 

^ in best shape by very frequent changing of socks, and by per- 

5| sistent use of foot powder. Every man, we learned, should carry 

S two changes of socks on every trip, and if the trip is to be a long 

ro one, he should bring foot powder also. There are only a few ex- 

q ceptions to this rule — lucky individuals who are fairly immune to 

1 tropical skin diseases and are able to go for long periods without 
I taking any of these precautions. Any man can get along in a pinch 
^ without the powder or extra socks if he will now and then go bare- 
I foot about camp, so that his feet will get some sunlight. Two days 
I of barefootedness on the hot sands on an ocean beach will tempo- 
^ rarily cure an ordinary case of athlete's foot. 

D I was wearing better footgear than any of my men — the last 

g of two pairs of hobnailed, old style field shoes, which I had broken 
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in and stored for the purpose while still in New Caledonia. Hob- 
nails are the only solution for travel over varied tropical terrain. 
They are much better than any of the rubber or rubber cleated 
soles which were later issued, though the rubber ones were far 
longer-wearing. From the supply officer's standpoint, the rubber 
soled shoes were better and, as Infantrymen were to rediscover 
many times over, front line preferences throughout the wao were 
often subordinated to the convenience of ranking staff sections, 
whose officers always had a louder voice in things than the dough- 
boy or doughboy officer. 

Despite my own good footgear, my feet were bothering me when 
I first began to wade in the water. My recurrent jungle rash had 
blossomed out again — this time on my ankles — and a gathering 
of gravel in my socks just at the shoe tops caused me to call a 
halt at the next bend. 

We spotted lookouts up and down stream and broke out our 
"K" ration, which, early in 1943, was yet quite a novelty to us on 
Guadalcanal. It was nice to sit in the sunlight and nibble on a 
cheese luncheon, drinking a citric acid solution called lemonade, 
made by dissolving a powder contained in the "K" ration pack- 
et in a canteen cup full of water. But for a hungry man the **K'' 
ration was not enough — especially the meal unit marked "dinner." 
It took us about fifteen minutes to eat and while the patrol 
rested during an additional fifteen, I climbed a tree to see if I 
could get a hint of where we were. Luck was with me and I was 
able to roughly orient our position by intersection — taking a com- 
pass shot at a recognizable point on Edson's ridge, and another of 
the far edge of Henderson Field. I could not, however, see either 
our starting point or our objective. We had made up for lost time 
by walking up the easier stream route, and I felt that we must be 
almost halfway to the shack. We would take the first good looking 
§- trail or stream bed to branch oflf to the left. 

The sun was boiling straight down when we resumed march, 
and its light made the wax surfaced leaves glitter like bits of green 
glass. The heat bore against our fatigue hats with almost real 
weight. Now and then we would scoop up hands full of water to 
splash in our faces. Our shoulders and upper parts of our clothing, 
so dampened, quickly dried again, as did the socks which we would 
hang on pack straps after rinsing them in the stream. The air in the 
I stream bed had become a little dry itself, the sun there in the open 

dehydrating it faster than the jungle on either side could seep in 
I" more dampness. The yellow stain had now left the water, it was 

^ perfectly clear and very cold. With good footing and no cutting 

I other than an occasional hack at a trip-vine, we were now making 

I very good time. 
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All along the stream there had been old Jap signs, as we had 
learned to expect of all of the streams on the north end of the 
island, but no recent marks were present, either in the form of 
discarded equipment or of tracks in the stream bed. 

We knew, of course, that many Japanese were still alive on the 
island — possibly moving about in small bands, undoubtedly armed. 
This small danger — the only one left, now that the Japanese or- 
ganization had been thoroughly broken — seemed greater and 
greater each day, as our date of departure from the islands came 
nearer. No one wanted to risk being hurt or killed after the fight 
had been officially finished, and everyone felt that he had already 
done his share and deserved a little rest before the next big risk. 
Inland patrolling was going on as a matter of course with many 
units required to send people out into the hills, but there were 
generally very few who wanted to go for the fun of it. Mostly the 
patrol missions were assigned. I don't think the volunteer system 
would have worked. 

Knowing that some armed Japs were left alive was enough in 

itself to make inland trekking unpopular as a sporting diversion. 

At earlier times, while we remained highly uncertain as to whether 

we would ever get off the island, there was less objection, on the 

part of men and officers, to normally dangerous duties. Lately, 

however, life had taken on a new value. We all pondered upon 

these ideas as we walked on, heat and fatigue making us grow more 

lax. The scouts, particularly, were causing me much apprehension 

with their lackadaisical state of '^alertness.'' Seldom, I noticed, 

was there a moment of marching when less than four of us would 

be lined up at a time, so that we would all be clearly visible to any 

Jap gunner lurking around the next bend. 

I I increased my pace and got within conversing distance of the 

I lead scout, so that I might caution him to be on the qui vive. We 

§. were **laid wide open" I informed both scouts, and while it would 

S be entirely okeh with me for them to walk along half asleep if 

1^' ' only their own individual lives were at stake, it was no part of my 

y intention to let their carelessness get all of us shot. A moment 

I later I felt sorry for this petulance, but I did notice that the scouts 

S were paying more attention to business. 

b Then a peculiar thing happened, one of the many surprises of 

I which jungle warfare has such a great store. The column was hair- 

I pinned around a bend in the river when a copious burst of rifle 

I fire was heard deafeningly in the narrowness of the stream bed. 

I And the firing had broken out at the rear of the column! 

Nothing could have been more confusing. Everyone's first 
I thought was to get under cover, get out of the open river bed and 

I down behind a log or into some of the nearby jungle. There were 
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a few seconds of scurrying, with men slipping and falling on the 
mossy stone river bottom — some making it to the bank on all 
fours, fighting the current, others getting to safety with compara- 
tive ease, wetting themselves only to the calves in the effort. 

I was one of the fortunate latter group, and it was a matter of 
short seconds for me to get myself laid away, crouching low with 
a large upturned stump between my body and the resounding 
rifle shots. Mentally I began to act, noting the locations of the 
men who had been near me in the column when the firing had 
started. Having marked them down, I began to concern myself 
with preparations to shoot anything showing up where my buddies 
weren't. The cracking and reverberating rifle fire, coming from 
somewhere back towards the tail of the column, continued. 

As we listened to the shooting I gradually began to get back 
a measure of calmness. No thought but ambush had entered my 
head when the first shots had been heard, but this second bit of 
listening seemed to reveal another important fact — a comforting 
one, too. 

The fire all sounded like that of American arms — and nothing 
else. It could have been 7.7mm Jap rifles, from the character of in- 
dividual reports, but the spacing of the shots was too regular for 
bolt action guns of any sort. It had to be Garands, I reasoned. In 
a moment I heard eight go off in an even string and knew for sure. 
Another good indication that the shots were not fired by the 
enemy had been the absence of secondary bullet cracks over our 
heads. The stuff was apparently going away from us, with nothing 
much coming back. I listened in particular for the familiar, whip- 
like cracks for two full seconds before I made up my mind to go 
back and see what was causing all of the racket around the bend, 
less than a hundred yards away. I motioned for the two men 

g nearest to cover me as I made my way. It was but a matter of 

§- seconds for me to get to the tail of the column, where I found 

two of my men firing away. The frequency of the reports had de- 
creased, perhaps by then the shots were being more carefully 
aimed. I got back in time to verify that; got back, as a matter of 
fact, in time to do some shooting myself. 

The fusillade, I discovered, was being directed at a small party 
of enemy stragglers who — for some strange reason — had seen fit 
to let us pass where they had been hidden in the brush of the 

I banks. Then they foolishly ran out and exposed themselves while 

we were still within range. Their poorly-selected route of escape 

I" took them down the stream bed, straight away and in full view. 

The bed was very straight for a long stretch where the Japs had 

N flushed, and the banks there were too high to allow quick ascent. 

I To gain cover that way, each Jap had to expose himself for a 
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moment as a stationary target. On that account the two men in 
the rear had been able to shoot at the fleeing Japs a fairly long 
while. When I first saw them, two Japs were still visible and under 
fire — but running like hell. I, of course, immediately joined in the 
shooting, taking rest on a slanted bit of bright yellow clay (so 
bright-colored that it khaki-dyed the chest of my jacket). We 
still got to fire a few more shots while the two Japs scrambled on 
across the rocks and river bottom in a way that made them appear 
to be badly hit. They both slumped, tripped, and fell awkwardly 
several times while our numerous bullets kept speeding their way 
from about 400 yards. 

The water all around the two Japs was being splashed by the 
fire of the Mis before I rested elbow and forearm to draw a bead. 
I fired a whole clip at them — and never actually learned the re- 
sults. Certainly I cannot claim a hit. 
Why.?— 

Well, the Japs were a long way off, and we were not shooting 
very well. I was holding the shots while trying to regain my 
breath, and the Japs — because the rocks near the edges of the 
stream were very irregular — were forced to stumble in a way that 
made it impossible for us to accurately calculate leads. Further- 
more, all of us had lately been used to shooting at very short ranges 
so perhaps our holdingover was a little careless. Still, with so many 
shots fired, there was no excuse for our not dropping both targets. 
We didn't though; we may have winged or even fatally hit the 
two. The way they fell and stumbled would have led a beginner 
to so claim, but not us. Neither went down for good, and my own 
guess is that a good scaring was all we dished out. Maybe they 
would each have several holes in the loose thighs of their breeches, 
I for there was a lot of lead thrown very close. But when a man's 

I number isn't up he just can't be killed, not even by the law of 

§. averages. I hope personally, if they lived through the nightmare 

S experience we gave them, that the two Nips are now alive and 

1^' doing well. They deserve it. 

y We were all shaking a bit after the shooting, especially the men 

I whom I had passed coming back to the rear. Several had stayed 

S in the covered positions they had taken at the first sounds of 

b shooting, and they had consequently remained uncertain of the 

I situation during the fireworks. It would have been easier on their 

I nerves for them to have been in the middle of it. 

I We turned from the direction of the shooting and walked back 

I upstream, the patrol assembling around the bend where its front 

end had been at the start. A quick nosecount and check revealed 
I a single casualty: one man had gone completely under water in 

I the first rush for cover, stepping into a six foot hole and getting 
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Japanese march columns never presented a very military appearance. These 
doughboys had a tendency to tvalky rather than to marchj getting to their ob- 
jective in the quickest and least troublesome way. And they made themselves 
as comfortable as possible on halts. It was not at all out of order for them to 
pick up items of camp-making equipment along the route; apparently there 
were no inspectors present to condemn this noncom for carrying a nice dry 
piece of firewood on the last mile. 

Years of active fighting and realistic training had drilled into the Japanese 
Infantry organization a healthy respect for results rather than appearances. 
In the Jap Army^ parade ground spit-and-polish was left for the parade 
grounds. In the field, emphasis was on marching and tactical training. 

Somehow I cannot ever appraise this good quality of the Japanese Infantry 
without thinking of the faults of our own. One of our better officers was crucified 
for eating a piece of watermelon during a practice march in Tennessee. An 
added feature of this crime, of course, was that it was committed in the presence 
of enlisted men! 

The Japanese Army made a lot of mistakes, but it certainly did not have a 
monopoly on stupidity. 
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a lung full. Aside from that the patrol was just as good as new. 
There was no discussion of pursuing the two Japanese. You 
just don^t do that sort of thing. If you pursue the alerted enemy, 
they lie in wait and hear you coming — before you see them. Pursuit 
in the jungle is not sound tactics — even for small units — unless 
there is some important objective to be gained which would make 
worth while the sacrifice oi a few men. In our case there was no 
such important objective. 

In spite of ourselves, we were all apprehensive ov^er leaving live 
enemy astride what might prove to be our only practical route of 
return. I felt a peculiar sort of fear myself, thinking once more 
that it would be a very hell of a thing to get killed NOW! I was 
tempted — especially when I felt certain in my own mind that our 
primary mission was nothing more than a wild goose chase — to 
go back and report on the two Japanese we had seen, putting 
forth a front of naivete when I should be asked why I did not 
proceed to my assigned objective. Somehow I felt sure that the 
whole show would turn out to be either a complete fizzle (a satis- 
factory outcome), or else a big, slam-bang affair, with shooting, 
casualties, and a rough time on the way back carrying litters. 
Our prayers were against the latter. 

After we had rested long enough to settle our jangled nerves, 
we resumed the arduous, wading march upstream. I got my com- 
pass in hand again and was pleased to find the general course of 
the stream now leaning toward the desired azimuth, so that we 
could keep following it for a while longer, before taking a side path. 
The water was becoming more and more swift and clear as we 
went on, and the stream itself was leading us noticeably uphill so 
there were occasional cascades and increased unevenness of footing 
gj on the bank. We were stumbling more often now, each one of us 

8 sitting inadvertently down in the water several times. The sen- 

D sation was a pleasant one; the wetting did not hurt us, and the 

% water was nicely cool. 

^1 Hillside jungles began to crowd the sides of the stream as we 

S moved on, and underbrush began to grow right down to the water's 

I edge. For more than a mile we did nothing but wade while the 

S stream became more and more narrow, and the jungle got so 

I closedin that we soon had a solidly-leafed ceiling overhead, which 

I blocked out the sun. This was all right; it was the atmosphere 

i we were used to. We felt at home in the solid, danky shade. 

I We had come to regard the deep shadow of the jungle as a sort 

S- of a protective covering, like the concealment one might obtain 

^ through the use of skillful camouflage, for we knew that in shadow 

S only very bright objects reflect the light and are easily seen. Cer- 

I tainly we had on many occasions strained our own eyes, for hours 
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at a time, vainly trying to see an enemy whom we knew to be only 
a few yards in front of us. But the jungle, always the friend of 
the static defender, hid the camouflage-wise Japanese, protecting 
them effectively with its vines, shadows, leaves. Always we had 
had to pay a price for locating these Japanese, trading casualties 
while we listened and watched for little giveaway sounds and 
sights — the shaking of leaves from the muzzle-blast of a weapon, 
or the deceptive sounds of individual rifle shots in the cover. 

Now we knew that any movement of our own in the stream bed 
would not be seen from any great distance, or heard from even a 
short one. The sound-deadening and vision-blocking leaves, and 
the noise of the running stream were comforting. There would be 
no sunlight to glint from our rifles — from parts unavoidably worn 
bare of parkerized finish. 

The Garand was a particular offender in the matter of shiny 
reflecting surfaces. Its gas chamber and front sight base, necessarily 
made of corrosion-proof metal, would not blue or parkerize, so 
it was finished with a sort of stove blackening which would not 
even wear for one week in combat usage. It always came off after 
a few days, presenting a bright nickel surface, rounded to catch 
and reflect each gleam of sunlight. When a man carried the weapon 
in his hands at a high port, this damned gas chamber would always 
show bright on some part of its surface. And when he got into 
firing position, it became a brightly polished ornament, far more 
visible to the enemy than any other part of the firer or the weapon. 
We got into the habit of carrying a few small cans of flat black 
paint in the company baggage for the purpose of restoring the 
black finish. In combat, however, there were so many other details 
to worry about that this one was often forgotten, and those men 
armed with an Mi would each end up with a Christmas tree dec- 
§> oration on the front end of his weapon. I am certain that several 

I of our men were killed on Guadalcanal because of this one ordnance 

defect. 

I had time to think about such things as we walked up the 
shady stream — I with two shadowy shapes, the scouts, out in 
front of me and the rest of the unit behind. Each man was another 
shadow and the noise of our wading was drowned by the gurgling 
of the stream. 

Birds of various kinds flew around in front of us, frightened 
I from their perches. A few of the more stolid types sat in the under- 

growth and watched us pass. One bird in particular was noticeable 
in the deep jungle — as much so as the little "twirl-taiF' which I 
discussed earlier. 

The bird I refer to now had no particular shape to remember — 
it was something like a crow in appearance, but it made a very 
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distinctive sound with its wings when in flight. This sound was 
absolutely indistinguishable from that made by a Japanese shell 
in flight — especially the type fired from the 7smm battalion gun. 
On this trip the familiar "whirr-whirr-whirr** shouldn't have 
bothered us. We knew we would not be potted at with Jap artillery 
while going up the stream bed. On previous occasions, however, 
we had been bothered plenty. Each time we had heard the sound 
we were frightened and often jumped for cover because no one 
could tell whether it was a projectile or a bird coming over our 
heads. When we were entrenched we always ducked down and 
cursed. Strangely enough, we would complain with equal violence 
whether there was an explosion or not. 

We saw several of these "artillery fowl'* along with other kinds 
of birds as we continued up the stream. We were now beginning 
to look anxiously for a path leading off to the left. The shack we 
were going to visit had been located in what had been a mining 
area before the war, and I felt that there should be a recognizable 
path leading to it. The path would logically cross or join the very 
stream we were walking in. But for a while there was nothing in 
the stream bed other than the inevitable pig rootings. Even the 
old Japanese sign and tracks had petered out in the last mile. 

Several bends were negotiated and we had all become a good 
bit more fatigued before I found the trail I was looking for. But 
when I did locate it, I was sure of the find. There was a rough log 
bridge across the stream, two heavy trunks in width, with a well- 
worn path leading across. 

We nosed the column up the left bank, and the scouts and I 
began to examine the ground for recent Jap sign. We saw nothing 
which could be regarded as recent, other than a few bare foot 
prints which seemed too wide, even for Japanese. Most likely 



native. 

§. The trail was wide enough to allow two men to walk comfortably 

abreast, and it had been kept clear so that we could walk upright 
most of the time. Some of it led through clumps of heavy saplings 
which would certainly have been circumvented, had the original 
cutters intended the trail to be a temporary one. It had been cut 
with intent to provide a good path for relatively heavy jungle 
traffic, most likely native carriers loaded with supplies or produce. 
After reasoning things out on those lines, I began to feel reasonably 

1 sure that we were on the right trail, the one leading up to the 
I shack. Compass readings tended to substantiate this conviction. 
§■ Up we went, over several small rises, and then over a large one. 

After that we began a steady climb which promised, by its very 
S steepness, to take us soon onto a high observation point, from 

I which we would surely be able to get our bearings. It was only a 
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quarter till four, and it looked as though we were nearing our ob- 
jective — an achievement which I calculated would take much 
longer than our then elapsed march time. We had been very lucky 
to find the stream and the paths so that we did not have to cut 
trail for the entire distance* 

Now we had only to locate the shack and, as things worked out, 
we did so much sooner than we had dared to hope. We were able 
to see it — less than a hundred yards away — in a few moments, 
after climbing up onto the partially bare top of the ridge. I had 
feared that we would approach the shack blindly, unable to see 
it until we had actually hit it, because it had appeared so guarded 
by forest on three sides. 

The ridge had a bend in it though, or else a spur leading up to 
it, for we could see the house top easily. I climbed a tree to get a 
more complete view of it, and studied it intently with binoculars, 
trying to determine the direction of approach which our path 
would take in its last few yards to the building. 

Around the shack, the trees were more distant from it than had 
seemed to be the case when I observed it through the scope at 
our OP back on Burnt Knob. There was a fair sized clearing 
around, with a few planted trees growing amongst the weeds and 
short bladed grass. 

We kept the house under surveillance for fifteen minutes, saw 
nothing. Then I took one of the scouts and walked cautiously up 
the trail, which had turned to follow the ridge leading upward. 

Naturally, we carefully examined the ground as we walked for- 
ward, stopping now and then to listen for any human sounds up 
ahead. It was not until we had covered about 200 yards that we 
saw anything exciting. These were imprints in a soft part of the 
I trail, fresh, and definitive enough, to make our hair stand on end. 

I There in the dirt at our feet were many of the familiar, unmis- 

§. takable marks of Japanese field shoes. We froze for a moment, 

S and then eased back into cover. The prints were not identifiable 

1^' as to the time of impression — they may have been made an hour, 

y a day, or three days previously. But they were not old. I wished 

I sorely, now, that I had heeded the advice of one of the men at 

S the OP, who had told me to take more than ten men on the mission. 

b I motioned the scout to lean an ear my way and gave him orders 

I to go back and get the rest of the patrol, lead them up to where 

I we were. I would remain under cover in my present position and 

I cook up some sort of a scheme for closing in on the place, or at 

I least for probing and determining how many enemy were there. 

It would not be long until dusk, and I wanted to get this chore 
I over with, if possible, before we should be halted by darkness and 

I have to wait out the night short of our objective. 
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When the scout left I felt very much alone and out on a limb. 
During his absence the seconds ticked slowly away, their little 
sights and sounds impressing themselves on my memory so much 
so that I can now recall each little part of the scene. There was a 
long string of red ants coming down the trunk of a small tree 
close to me, each ant following in the same serpentine path taken 
by his predecessors. This seemed silly because the trunk was 
smooth and the ants could travel as they saw fit anyplace on its 
bark. At least they could straighten out their line. As it was, 
though, the lead ant had chosen a rather drunken downward 
course on the trunk and the other ants had followed, snake-dancing 
behind. That much I remember very well, despite the fact that I 
saw it only through the corner of an eye. 

My visual powers were primarily being strained in an attempt 
to sec anything which might come along the path up ahead, and 
my ears, too, were straining — to hear the least human-made sound 
from the shack. I was painfully aware then of the slight loss of 
hearing in my left ear which was caused by the work of the Jap 
rifleman who almost got me near Morovovo. My hearing hadn't 
been the same since his bullet had cracked so close to my ear. 

I heard and saw no man, however, for quite a few moments, 
and then I detected a friendly sound — the sound of the rest of 
the patrol coming cautiously up the trail behind. Nothing in the 
way of unnatural sounds came from the other direction; in fact, 
the stillness had become very intense and ominous. 

We were all quiet ourselves, experiencing again an old feeling 

which we had all expected to be spared, after Esperance. The air 

was charged with a peculiar variety of electric tension which only 

the jungle soldier can know. This is a spicy mixture of fear, an- 

^ ticipation, anxiety and exhilaration set in the exotic jungle atmos- 

phere of shadows and dank, sweet smells. 

i Ahead we had an objective, a point on the map to be visited 

^ and acted against solely to satisfy the eternal curiosity of higher 

5, echelon staff officers. Always in every army there are many ques- 

S tions being asked about the enemy situation, and it has always 

^ been the duty of the intelligence oflRcer (G-2 or S-2) in each outfit 

q to be able to answer whatever questions the commander may see 

5 fit to ask about the enemy or the terrain he occupies. 

5 "What is the enemy troop strength in forward areas? In rear 

^ areas.?* Where are the various enemy units located?" These are the 

1 general questions asked by commanders who may be engaged in 
£ tactical or strategic planning or shifting their divisions and regi- 
^ ments and battalions to attack or organizing them for a defense, 
g Their "curiosity," to the men who had to actually secure the in- 

^ formation, seemed utterly insatiable. 
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Against the Japanese in the jungle — at least in the early days 
— intelligence generally bogged down. There were no sources of 
information other than a few natives and a very few prisoners, 
neither generally able to give accurate information — even had they 
wanted to; and to other agencies, such as observation aircraft and 
ground observation posts, the jungle was an almost solid blanket, 
hiding everything from view. Whole regiments could bivouac under 
a solid green ceiling without danger of detection by aerial obser- 
vation, and they could move at will with no enemy the wiser- 
Wide paths — sometimes even roads — could be cut through tropical 
rain forest and yet not break the solid overhead cover. 

Our own intelligence organization was rather inadequate at the 
beginning of the war, and our people possessed very little specific 
knowledge of the practical field methods of determining enemy 
strengths, whereabouts, or dispositions. This made it impossible 
for a commander to judge enemy effectiveness with any degree of 
sureness. It took time for this situation to improve, and eventually 
it did, because it had to. 

But on Guadalcanal it was never improved enough, and reliance 
for the securing of dependable enemy information had to be placed 
principally upon our own agencies that would get into actual con- 
tact with the enemy: front line elements, forward observers, pa- 
trols. 

We were one of these patrols out risking our necks in order to 
satisfy what often seemed to us to be rather whimsical curiosity 
of local Intelligence Officers. If we should all be killed during our 
little closein on that shack, a little mark would go up on a piece 
of acetate transparent sheeting stretched across the situation map 
at headquarters, A small measure of this boundless curiosity would 
be satisfied, and another patrol would be sent out to find out 
B> more. Military Intelligence (information about the enemy) is a 

I priceless, hard-to-get item, and many men who have toiled at the 

worst of it — that of going on patrol into enemy territory — are 
the only ones who know how really priceless it can be. 

In a few moments we would move from our present position up 
to the suspect spot and, by some means or other, get a good look 
at the place so that we could later paint a word-picture for some 
desk man back at headquarters. In getting one good look at our 
% objective, we would have finished our task had we been only an 

I intelligence patrol, but we had another mission — we were also a 

combat patrol. 

That meant that we had to do our utmost to destroy or capture 
all that we should see in the way of the enemy or enemy property. 
So we were to move up to this little shack, look it over, count the 
enemy there and then kill or capture them all. 
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All these things I thought of as my men assembled behind me 
on the path and as the last man drew near I ceased cudgeling 
my brain for a shortcut solution and decided to use an old simple 
method of doing the job — one that would get it over quickly. The 
group, in the meantime, had crowded around me where I had 
edged off the trail into a little declivity, and I whispered out an 
order which went something like this: 

"I believe that the trail approaches the house from below, and 
comes up into some sort of a small front yard. I don't know whether 
the sides of the shack are solid. If they are we'll have to get inside 
before we learn what's there. If not, we will be able to take care 
of it from the outside unless the place is dug in. Anyway, we'll 
have to get up there right soon and get the thing over with. It'll 
be dark in another hour or so. 

"I'll move up ahead with our scouts and a BAR man. The rest 
follow at about twenty-five paces, but keep fairly well together 
back from there. I don't want the outfit too scattered if we have 
to do something in a hurry. 

"We'll do one of two things; either we'll walk in and take the 
place — no use staging a battle if there aren't any enemy around, 
or else we'll rush the house and get inside before any of the Japs 
can get the drop on us. If the walls of the shack are intact, so 
that we can't see inside, we'll have to assume that there are enemy 
inside — and we'll have to rush the place. 

"I'll plant the two BAR men to cover us, and they are not to 
shoot unless they see Japs, or unless we should be fired on and 
pinned down before we get to the shack. If that happens, though, 
I want that shack riddled all across its bottom. 

"By the time you join me, I'll have my mind made up as to 
^ whether we rush or walk in, and I'll signal you. If I am fired on 

before hand, hold tight back there and cover me if I have to haul 
g^ out. Any questions?" 

\ We moved along the trail, cautious, ready to spring to cover 

^1 at any time, but also possessed of an impatience — a dangerous 

y desire, like a patient in a dentist's chair — to speed up the proceed- 

1 ings and get the damn thing over with. Our walk up the trail was 
S cautious, carefully trodden, with always a little bend kept in our 
b knees to give us leg-spring so that we might quickly jump to cover, 
I or fall into firing positions. The undergrowth remained thick so 
i that we could not see ahead more than the only occasional straight- 
I ness of the trail would allow. Because the trail was very winding, 
S- we came upon the clearing suddenly, almost stepping out into its 
^ brightness before we knew we were there. 

S The house, viewed obliquely from its front as we faced it, could 

I now be clearly seen. No one was in sight in the clearing. The house 
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Two Jap doughboys halt for a noonday snack. The rice which nearly fills 
the mess kit of the man in the foreground was probably cooked in the morning^ 
to be eaten cold on the march. The chop sticks being used are carried in a little 
pocket box^ or are cut from bamboo along the march. The fancier ones are 
carved of ivory or bone. 

Japanese soldiers always fed individually^ or in small tactical groups. 
There were no field kitchens in the Nip Army^ and no designated cooks for 
units in the fight. Every man was a combat elective — no deadwood or over- 
head. Each man was responsible for the preparation of his own food. 

Rice was a compact^ easily carried ration. Usually it was carried in a sort of 
stockingy opened at one end for pouring. The mess gear usually had one or two 
trays y not shown here^ which nestled under the lid. These and the lid would 
serve as extra^' plates. ^^ Our own mess gear^ for field purposes and for cookings 
could not even be compared with the Japanese, 
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walls were solid. The distance was short from the edge of the 
clearing to the door, and it looked to me as though the only solution 
would be to rush the place. I spotted the one BAR man so that 
he would be able to rake the house with fire, and than we waited 
for the rest of the patrol to come into view on the trail behind. 

I motioned with my arm to the other BAR man, indicating a 
position for him to fire from, and a central direction for them not 
to fire in should the maneuvering element of my little attack force 
rush the building. 

Then I looked down at my rifle and read the word READY on 
the lock lever, took oif my pack and laid it under some fern stems, 
and watched for a second while the other men who had arrived 
behind me on the final stretch of the trail took off their own packs. 
Then I waved my arm forward. 

All of us broke into a wild bounding run, disregarding all caution 
as to whether we were bunched or scattered or lined up one behind 
the other. We were only interested in getting into that shack — 
visible and open doored — before any of the occupants could recover 
from their surprise and grab weapons. We had good reason to 
believe that they were not on the alert — maybe cooking or resting. 
Well, with luck with us, they would all be dead before they learned 
what was going on. 

The lead scout beat me to the door, I followed him inside, cursing 
because it was dark and I had not thought of pre-accommodating 
my eyes by holding them closed before the rush. Unable to see in 
the darkness, we prodded with our weapons, trampled about with 
our feet, ready to shoot any living thing we might feel or step upon. 
Four of us were inside the hut by now, and our eyes gradually 
began to adapt themselves to the darkness. 
^ The earth and board floor, we saw, was scattered over with 

objects of various sorts, but there were no human forms there, 
i alive or dead. 

^ Nothing was there. 

5, Somewhere in the back of my head during the planning of the 

S assault was an idea which kept soaking through to the foreground 

^ of my thoughts, through the furious seconds of the rush and its 

q anti-climax. It was a marked fear of some sort — a little voice which 

3 had kept repeating **no, no, no" against my plan of rushing the 

1 shack. This thought struck both me and the senior noncom at the 
^ same time, but it did not mature in either of our minds until it 
I looked as though it was entirely too late. 

£ The whole reason for this fear dawned suddenly upon me while 

^ we were still prodding the dark corners of the shack. As I saw 

D that the place was empty, I suffered a great, rising pang of fright 

g which nearly numbed my knees — an impulse to which I reacted 
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instantaneously. I turned and yelled to the six or so men who were 
inside the hut with me: "Get out of here! . . . Back to the trail 
and take cover!" 

The men obeyed at once, and as we scrambled back out I had 
the sensation of having droplets of cold sweat come out on my 
forehead to join the hot, grimy film already there. Elbows, rifle 
butts, and equipment of various sorts banged against the doorway 
and we all struggled out while I was still overcome with a dread 
of what I felt sure would happen — that I would be responsible 
for the deaths of my men and myself. 

The sides of the shack were galvanized iron and woven bamboo, 
and the packed floor was above the outside earth surface. There 
was no shelter from rifle fire within twenty yards of the damn 
shack, and only one open way of getting out. Three men with 
rifles or one man with a Nambu hidden in part of the surrounding 
cover, which we had not checked — could kill us all, while we re- 
mained helpless to fire back. 

That was the fear. In walking up to the clearing and then in 
rushing the house I had led my men into what could well be a 
baited and set trap; as we frantically got out and back down 
toward the trail I fully expected the air to become filled with 
crackling fire. We would all be swept off our feet and then riddled 
— while we lay on the high, exposed ground in the shack's im- 
mediate yard. 

What would I have done had I been a Japanese officer or noncom 

in charge of a crew living in that house .'^ There could be only one 

answer — one solution: Camp — not in the house, but around it — 

or move in only at night. Keep some men in position at all times 

so that they could sweep the house with fire and perhaps set off 

g booby traps placed inside on a moment's notice. Then allow any 

I enemy parties to proceed unmolested up the trail and wait until 

§. they get into the house — let the suckers walk right inside or rush 

S it as we did. After they all got inside the work could start: riddle 

1^' the damn place, leaving one or two guns aimed at the door, free 

y to crack down on any survivors who might pop out of the door, 

I one at a time — like clay pigeons. As a double check measure, a 

S trail block could be thrown also — ^just to make sure that no one 

I got away. 

That was what any smart Jap would have done — what I was 
I certain of for a few moments; I kn^w that we were being ambushed 

I — the clues had all been there. Our approach had met with no 

I enemy on the last mile of trail. We had seen the fresh, clearly 

identifiable Jap shoe tracks, though, and everything had been too 
I damn quiet in the moments before we rushed the house, strongly 

I hinting that something was fishy. The hint had become an idea 
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and then had turned into an absolute conviction when I learned 
that no Japanese were in the house. My immediate reaction was a 
feeling of stark terror — a fear that my sands, and those of the 
incompetently led patrol, had run out. Death has certainly been 
nearer to me many times than on that occasion, but I have never 
worried so much about it. 

We were back on the trail now and we soon got down into 
cover, without being fired at — me thanking God for that bit of 
luck. I had taken cover near one of the BAR men, who had re- 
mained outside and I asked him if he had seen anything suspicious 
in the cover or edges of the clearing. He had not. 

Then we scouted around the house, two men going out with the 
rest of us covering, and we found the area to be clear, all around, 
with no path leading away from the house to the rear or sides — 
only the trail we had used ourselves. The Japs had pulled out, 
left several days before, apparently. 

My fears had all been for nothing — ^just a case of combat jitters, 
I told myself. 

There was a Japanese mess kit on the floor, all blackened from 
use, with a bit of mouldy rice crusted on its bottom. Odd bits of 
Japanese equipment lay about — a pack, two pairs of worn out 
Japanese field shoes, a big mosquito net, large enough to cover 
a good sized tent, and a few knee-mortar shells and grenades. 
The latter were handled very gingerly in brief inspection, and then 
we buried them. 

The place had been completely vacated. 

We made no use of the shack that night, but cut our inspection 
of the premises short in order to dispose ourselves comfortably 
before darkness. We bedded down on one side of the trail, with 
gj two foxholes dug in block positions, so that their inmates could 

g fire at anything coming up the trail. We trip-wired the trail in 

6 two places, using long-cane stalks hooked to special grenade pins 

% which would furnish us with both protection and extra measure 

^1 of vigilance — they would go off with a very loud noise and serve 

S as warning devices. 

1 Naturally the trip wires do not differentiate between large ani- 

2 mals and men, so, of course, with time spacing perfect for dis- 
I rupting an entire nights sleep, two of the booby traps were set 
I off by the damn wild pigs. The first one wasn^t so bad, because 
I the hog identified himself after the explosion with a succession of 
I agonized cries, not unlike those I remember from farm days, when 
I one of the more sadistic rites of hog raising was being performed 
^ on the boar shoats. In this case, however, I am afraid that my 
g annoyance at the noise swept completely away any pity I should 
I have felt for the wounded pig, whose injuries were obviously akin 
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to those we caused back on the farm. Actually, I have since for- 
given the squalling animal, and I hope that he is recovered and 
now enjoying the life of a prime boar, with a big family. 

The second pig didn't even murmur, was probably unhit, and 
we didn't even know that it was a pig that exploded the trap 
until we saw the tracks in the morning. For that reason we enjoyed 
little sleep through the last hours of darkness. 

Dawn, always a welcome thing in the Pacific war, came at the 
usual time, six o'clock. We were up before it, at first dim light, 
our faces bearing the least bit of refreshed appearance laid un- 
convincingly over the sagging masks of fatigue and ill-health which 
all doughboys would wear after so many months of work and fear. 

We waited on the ridge at the house until the morning mists 
lifted and we could see Edson's Ridge well enough to identify our 
OP near Burnt Knob, proving that we were truly atop our ob- 
jective. Then we started the return trip. 

No need to stay at the shack, we had done our job: got there, 
inspected the place, and checked it around for enemy. There had 
been a time when I would have gone beyond my orders and checked 
""he whole length of the ridge, but several days would have been 
required for such a task and I did not have enough rations along. 
Furthermore, I didn't want to stay up there and get left on the 
island if surprise shipping should become available to the regiment 
within the next few days. It would be just like the rest of the 
outfit to go off and leave us flat. I had assembled the patrol and 
asked if anyone thought we should stay longer. No one did. 

We would take a little different route on the way out, I decided, 

just to make things a little more interesting. We took the trail 

down only as far as it held to the ridge top, and then we struck 

gj due north, trying to connect up with one of the several trails 

which I had heard about in that area, some leading to Koli Point, 
t others to Lunga. Either destination would be satisfactory to the 

1 patrol. 

^1 The cutting seemed easier going back to the beach (funny how 

S much more heart a man can put into a march that leads him to- 

^ ward home). Our spirits, compared to their recent state, had been 

lifted to a level of near exhilaration. Jokes were frequently heard 

1 behind the hacking machete blades, and not a few comic specu- 
I lations were voiced concerning the anatomical injuries sustained 
^ by the poor pig we had booby trapped. I had brought the subject 
I up at the start of the return trip, and an ex-farmer member of 
I the patrol had strongly concurred in my exact diagnosis of the 
^ pig's injury. Then the subject was exploited from every angle. 
g "How would the grenade incident affect the pig population on 

I Guadalcanal? Would the injured animal's voice become high and 
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shrill, changing his grunts to squeals and his squeals to squeaks? 
What would the sows in the local herds think?" (More laughter.) 

We walked on behind the cutting blades for a while, and finally- 
got into a patch of lovely tropical rain forest which was strangely 
devoid of heavy undergrowth, allowing us to stow the machetes 
for a while. For a few paces the men argued good naturedly over 
who was to carry the machetes and then the blades were strapped 
on the losers packs, between the haversack flap and the meat can 
cover, if the man had an American pack — on the outside if it was 
a captured one. 

The machetes we were carrying were of the issue variety — 
heavy and long and wide of blade, with a composition handle 
riveted on. They were almost perfect for cutting, but were very 
poor for carrying. A later date would see many such blades cut 
off at the tip to reduce them more than a third in length and make 
them much easier to carry. 

It is hard for the jungle soldier to settle on a single ideal shape 
and weight of brush knife. Largely I think it is a matter of local 
preference, with men in different areas using blades of different 
types. And to a great degree, is a matter of terrain — the particular 
type of stuff which has to be cut. 

A long slender bush blade, such as was sold in the shops of 
New Caledonia — actually nothing but a lightweight and elongated 
butcher knife — was not worth a damn for cutting heavy bamboo, 
but it proved perfect for soft vines and brush. The short machete 
bolo, in its various forms — our own army design, the Philippine 
bolo, or its curved bladed cousin which the Ghurkas call the kukri 
— is very good for bamboo and sapling chopping, but poor for 
trail cutting. Even in a given jungle area there is no all-round 
^ blade. Each ones does some particular tasks better than the 

others. 

"^ The way I see it, there should be a variety of knives in each 

^ Infantry jungle squad, and perhaps a small axe as well, if the 

3| squad is operating in tropical rain forest or coconut grove islands. 

S This variety should include at least two of the machete type trail 

ro cutting blades. 

q Sharpening the blades is a constant problem, however, it is 

1 more easily solved if the lightweight, long, and only slightly curved 
I blades are used because it is an easy matter to sweep a hone 
I across their edges. The heavier blades of bolos and kukris become 
I nicked rather often, and the thicker metal demands a file or a 
£ heavier stone. 

^ The Army carborundum hones (which were issued to us in later 

D campaigns) were well designed, of palm size, and were furnished 

g with two cutting faces; one coarse grained, for sharpening, and one 
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fine, for finishing. Those stones which we had on Guadalcanal were 
individually purchased on New Caledonia — the QM apparently 
assumed, when they issued machetes, that the original edges would 
hold sharp forever. 

As the patrol walked on I could see demonstrated the technique 
of good jungle cutting. The cutters were not using work gloves to 
protect them from thorns and nettles because we had none, but 
they were none the less cutting as they should — free swinging most 
of the time, occasionally gathering a handful of vines to hold stiff 
against the sweep of the blade, stopping now and then to scrape 
with a hone. 

We kept getting lower and lower on the ridge, losing height 
fast, and I wondered what the straightaway would hold for us 
when we got down to it. I hoped that we would not be plunged 
into a swamp, to struggle around for hours knee-deep in mud. 

No swamp awaited us below, but rather a majestic stand of 
jungle which would require, for adequate portrayal, the use of 
descriptive abilities far beyond mine. Undergrowth continued to 
be somewhat stunted by the very deep shade, and the principal 
impression of this forest was given by the large amount of parasitic 
growths on the big-trunked broadleafs. These parasitic growths 
were huge and imposing, big clusters on the pillar-like giants. The 
shade was as intense as I had ever seen, and there was moisture 
and resultant rot. Nothing would ever dry there. 

We were still getting along without cutting, and the blades re- 
mained stowed on the packs, which was good. Also we were no 
longer in much danger of encountering Japanese, for our route was 
taking us farther to the north, away from areas into which enemy 
stragglers would tend to drift. As we stepped on through the 
5J patches of huge ferns, which comprised the greater portion of 

8 undergrowth, I lapsed again into a dreamy state of awed admira- 

g. tion at the eternal vastness of the primeval rain forest all around 

^ — incidentally, a good way to get your mind off march fatigue. 

^1 Some peculiarity of the local soil had made the surface of the 

y decayed wood and leaf mass firm enough for good footing, and 

I this condition improved as we went on our way, apparently moving 

S down toward some valley floor. In other places there had been pit- 

b falls — soft spots in the rotten jungle floor — where a man could 

I fall in over his head if he failed to test the path ahead with tenta- 

i tive toe pressure. Elsewhere on Guadalcanal the jungle had been 

I strewn with fallen logs in various states of decay, often obstructing 

S- our way with six foot thick trunks and forcing us to cut around 

their supine length as much as forty yards. Here, strangely enough, 
S the trees all seemed to die standing up, rotting away from the top, 

I with roots clawing the soil firmly to the very last. 
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Visibility was improving, too, as we moved in this northwesterly 
direction. The vegetation seemed more and more to deserve the 
name of ''rain forest" rather than "jungle.'^ The fern undergrowth 
was not becoming sparse, by any means, but in many places the 
principal leaf strata of the undergrowth was above eye level so 
that only the upright stems, trunks, and vines were blocking our 
vision. Occasionally we ran into narrow alleys which allowed us 
to see for as much as a hundred and fifty yards. 

Part of our solid footing was provided by a heavy growth of 
root vegetables of different sorts. These plants were of various 
shapes, some looking like tulip bulbs, some like horse radish, some 
like turnips. I suppose that they really were turnips of a sort and 
the place was a regular pig feeding ground because the soil had 
been rooted up and the exposed vegetables eaten on the spot. 

Twice we heard pigs snort and take off in front of us and I 
walked for some time at the head of the column with the safety 
on my rifle thrown, but the pigs were too clever on that island, as 
a rule, to let one get an easy shot. Generally the jungle was not 
the ideal pig shooting grounds. The edges of grass fields and the 
coconut groves were preferred. Natives were the only successful 
pig hunters where the cover was so heavy, and nearly all of the 
pigs I have shot in such cover — I am ashamed to admit — have been 
shot when a native guide was along. 

We met a party of natives moving in the opposite direction on 
a river trail which we came upon a little later. They were loaded 
down with their own household goods — pots, pans, lanterns, and 
the like, strapped and tumplined onto their backs. The meeting 
was a welcome one, even if we did go through the usual nervous 
preliminaries of taking cover and scouting them out with a lot of 
oj trigger fingers holding ready while our advance members peeked 

§ and snooped. 

6 The natives were coastal villagers who had holed up in the hills 

% at the time of the first big fighting, leaving their comfortable but 

^1 unfortunately exposed homes near the beaches. A questioning in 

g pidgin revealed that these people were still afraid to move back 

I into the groves where so much shooting and bombing had recently 

S taken place. Their hideout in the hills was good enough, they said, 

I and there was plenty of jungle kiki (food) to keep body and soul 

M together. This jungle kiki consisted primarily of wild yams, sev- 

l eral varieties of fruit, and game — pigs and birds. No one looked 

J starved in the party so the supply must have been adequate. 

g- There were six males in the bunch, varying in age from perhaps 

^ eight to thirty years. They were the usual unattractive type of 

g Solomon Islander with the deathly masks of malaria and other 

diseases showing noticeably on all but the youngest. Enlarged 
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spleens gave each one a slightly pot-bellied appearance and an un- 
natural bend in the lower spine exaggerated this effect. Their feet 
were bare, of course, with the forward portion so widely splayed 
that toes were completely separated and their legs were badly 
scarred below the knees as the result of unattended wounds from 
sharp coral reefs and thorny jungle underbrush. 

Native women were seldom seen on Guadalcanal, for good rea- 
son. The Japanese had misbehaved for one thing and another was 
the natural aboriginal suspicion that all wars are fought over prop- 
erty or women and that both sides would behave accordingly. 
So the Solomon Islanders were quick to take protective measures. 
They lost no time in hiding their property, food stores, and their 
women in the hilly interior where they knew yellow or white men 
would not often trespass. Once they had succeeded in stowing 
these commodities away, they would return to the beaches and 
wander around, making friends with the strangers and perhaps 
working for payment in food or trinkets. The party we met had 
apparently been on such a venture to the beaches, and now they 
were returning to their women in the hills, loaded down with gifts 
of bully beef, Japanese clothing, rice sacks, canvas, and empty tins. 
The last would be made into cooking utensils. 

While we were halted on the trail talking with and looking over 
the natives, another pig was heard snorting offside the trail and 
running through the cover. The two older men, armed with metal 
pointed bamboo spears, jerked around and peered intently into 
the underbrush, craning their necks trying to follow the animal's 
movement as it ran. This gave me the idea of seeing if we could 
organize a little pig hunt on the way back, perhaps get one of 
the natives to turn around and accompany us to Koli Point, guid- 
on ing us through some good pig jungle and walking up front with 
8 me to help me get a shot. 

^ It turned out that it wasn^t a difficult bit of salesmanship. The 

^ second eldest of the crowd volunteered unconditionally, very will- 

^1 ing after he had made a very good swap of gear with one of the 

y men, getting a good Remington hunting knife for a rusty Nambu 

I pistol. He knew we would fix him up well when we got back to 

S the beach. Turning his load over to another one of the party, he 

b aboutfaced and started back with us. His presence at the head of 

I the column relieved our minds somewhat for the whole remainder 

I of the walk. With a junglewise native at the front of a patrol, 

I there is much less danger of walking blindly into trouble. 

B- I had taken some minutes to explain to our new scout that we 

did not simply want to go on a pig hunt, but that we wanted to 
S shoot a pig on the way back to the beach, and were willing to 

I make a slight detour enroute in order to go through better pig 
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country. I couldn't imagine better pig country than we were in 
at the moment, however, since obviously there were thousands of 
hogs around and only the thick cover made it hard to bag one. I 
also tried my best to let him know that rifle hunting was much 
different from hunting pigs with a spear. With a rifle, I explained, 
you did not need to be close to the pig — only within sight. I made 
it clear that I did not want to go crawling and squirming through 
the heaviest type of cover, where a spear would be just as good 
as my weapon. 

Apparently he understood, for he did not lead us off on a side 
trail until he found one going through undergrowth of the less 
dense variety. He and I moved out thirty yards ahead of the rest 
and we all moved along as quietly as possible, individually think- 
ing of how nice it would be to have a pork dinner that night. 

To say that pig sign was plentiful would have been an under- 
statement. Pigs on Guadalcanal were like deer on New Caledonia 
— just as plentiful only less visible because of the heavy cover. 
The jungle floor was literally turned over with rootings, and all 
the trails and side paths were marked solidly with hoof prints. 
Droppings — not so euphemistically referred to when they were in- 
advertently sat in by a tired doughboy — were all over the trails. 
But the same tropical climate and soil that provided an abundance 
of roots for the pigs to eat had also given them an abundance of 
cover to hide in. After only a few tries, I had learned that jungle 
hunting without a native along was a chance business, and I had 
shot my independently-bagged pigs in the kunai grass fields rather 
than put up with the continual disappointment caused by hearing 
many of the animals each trip — and yet seeing not a single one. 
I would like to tell a long story of this particular pig hunt-hike, 
oj but I cannot. It was too short and lacked enough drama to make 

§ any kind of a tale. We had been off on a side trail for only a few 

6 minutes when the native froze, looking intently into the brush to 

% his left front at something which would not even have drawn my 

^1 attention had I been alone. To me it would have been passed as 

g just another shadow, but to him it was a marked irregularity in 

I the hang of fern fronds — something undoubtedly caused by an 

S animal, not just another plant. 

I If my eyes served me poorly in the task of locating game, how- 

M ever, they served me very well indeed at recognizing it once it 

I had been pointed out. The brief piloting of the native's trained 

J vision was all the assistance my own eyes needed, and I instantly 

g- recognized the pig — a young boar — looking squarely at us with 

^ his body in three-quarters view, only twenty-fiv^e yards away. 

g Only a few fern leaves intervened, but I was still afraid to throw 

I my weapon suddenly to my shoulder because such a movement 
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would cause the pig, now standing perfectly still, to bolt. Instead 
I began the age-old trick of inching my weapon slowly from the 
carry into the firing position, a very difficult task because the 
native was in my way, only two feet in front, and the rifle was in 
my right hand. I would have to draw my arm back and lower the 
muzzle of the weapon, then point it across and grip with left arm, 
and then bring the damn thing gradually into shooting position. 
All of this in very slow motion. While I started at this nervous 
procedure, the native and the men behind were helpful. They 
stood perfectly immobile. 

Like many good and proven plans, it didn^t work. 
The pig, I guess, heard my own breathing or heartbeats and 
bolted, pivoting around to run away. I naturally threw caution to 
the winds and sprang around in front of the native, trying to follow 
the animal's progress through the brush, going by the sound and 
the shaking vegetation. 

Instinct, lately developed by shooting the fast running pigs on 
the narrow path in the kunai grass fields, served me well. I cal- 
culated the pig's direction and assumed that he was headed for 
the trail we were on and decided to gamble on a shot as he crossed 
or turned down the trail. I held the weapon half cheeked at my 
shoulder, with both eyes barely clear of the barrel in order to have 
a clear view ahead. When a movement in the undergrowth in- 
dicated the pig's point of emergence onto the trail, I brought the 
weapon into complete firing position and peered through the scope, 
maintaining a wide field of vision at the same time by keeping 
my left eye open. 

The pig came out onto the trail and remained on it for some 
twenty yards, running like hell until he disappeared into the cover 

I on its right side, crashing pell-mell through the small stuff growing 

Bi low down. 

I By the time he regained cover, however, I knew that he was a 



very sick pig because somewhere during the split second of his ex- 
posure on the trail my rifle had gone off" with a bang that sounded 
dull in my intense concentration on the task of keeping the post 
of the reticule on the darting black target. The post had been 
squarely at twelve o'clock on the pig's back when the rifle recoiled. 
The slight smoke and flash had blotted out the target in the scope, 
but a fleeting glimpse with my left eye attested that the pig had 
I run into cover. The call, however, was such that it permitted no 

argument — it was one of those rare times in the shooting game 
when no doubt remains in the rifleman's mind. As I ran forward 
toward the spot where the pig had disappeared, I knew that the 
hit was a good one and close to the spine. 

On through the thorns I ran, trotting recklessly into the area 



^ 



D 

O 
O 
D 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



21 8 Shots Fired in Anger 

where I thought the legs of a pig who didn't know he was dead 
might carry him. After a few yards, though, I drew up, realizing 
that by this boyish show of excitement I might lose face with the 
guide. I told the guide that the pig was hit, probably dead. When 
he displayed doubt, I went further in explaining, pointing to the 
small of my back and then to my face to show him where I thought 
the animal was raked by my bullet. "Pig, him fella dead!'* I 
pidgined, "Damn dead, very dead. Beaucoup dead!" 

We combed the cover for a while before I found the pig, as dead 
as I had announced; it had butted against a root and expired. 
The hit was just about where I had said it would be, although 
the bullet had emerged lower down on the animal, coming out 
at the belly instead of the chest. Either the hog had jumped when 
I shot, or else the M2 bullet had curved or glanced sharply down- 
ward from the spine. The last was the more feasible explanation 
of the bullet's course, because the animal would have had to be 
almost upon his hind legs in order to let the bullet exit at the belly 
as was the case. 

Extensive damage had been done by the service bullet — as much 
as could reasonably be expected by an expanding type. The pig 
had dragged its entrails for the last five yards at least, and the 
slit in its belly was six or so inches in length, I had located the 
carcass, in fact, by an almost solid blood trail, four inches wide, 
which had commenced about five yards from where he lay. 

I handed my knife to the native and asked him to gut the animal. 
For some reason, perhaps because he thought it was so pretty, 
the native didn't want to use his own newly acquired Remington, 
but kept it in the sheath. (No doubt that knife will become an 
heirloom in a Solomon Islander family, witness to much adventure 
I in the next century.) 

Because he had relieved himself of his pack when he left his 
§. other party, the native was now free to carry the whole pig for 
S us, saving the bother of quartering the carcass. The weight was 
1^' about sixty pounds — a nice eating hog — much better than a bigger 
y one. After dressing the pig, Joe (we were now calling him by that 

1 name) adapted it to back-packing exactly as we do a deer in the 
S states. (The origin of the term "piggy back" maybe.'*) I told him 
b that we would like to go to one of the coastal villages near Koli 
I Point, where the hog could be roasted native style. 

I The village proved to be too much out of the way for our pur- 

I pose, too far to the north, and visiting it would entail too much 

I delay. I was not being pricked too strongly by my sense of duty, 

but I did want to get a prompt report in to Captain Cosby. I first 
I became aware of the width of the detour our guide was taking us 

I on when I noticed him ever turning in a northward direction. 
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Thf Japs knew how to live off the land — to make the best of any surround- 
ings. Their supply service wasn't used to sending out large quantities of food- 
stuffs from the homeland. Expeditionary forces in Burma and China got their 
food by procurement demand^ from the local populace. 

In more remote areas the Japs did a bit of hunting and fishing for the pot. 
They potted game with their rifles y they fished a bit in honest fashion andy like 
uSy they learned what a grenade would do if thrown into a likely pool in a 
jungle stream. The fish in this sketch was probably obtained in the latter 
manner. 

Once they killed the game or fish they cooked it well. Rice was just about all 
they really needed^ and a little salt. The Jap shown seems about to cut up the 
fish and boil it in the four mess kits tandemed on the fire pole. If he didnH 
have the mess gear handy he would be able to do an even better job of cooking 
with a bamboo joint. 

Japs learned to make their camps comfortable, even if they were to remain 
but a day. This man^s squad might have spent two hours in preparing this fire 
and catching the fish — but theyUl have a good meal for their trouble. Something 
better than cold "C" or *^K^* rations, anyway. 
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Since we might soon be going directly out of the way, I had to 
change the plan. 

The native obviously wanted to get the patrol to the village, 
perhaps for the trading and bartering of rations which he thought 
would take place. We wanted to go too, but sense of duty, aug- 
mented by a fear of disciplinary measures, triumphed after a brief 
tussle with our hedonistic impulses. I told Joe to turn westward 
and lead us toward the beach roads. We would have to take pot- 
luck in finding a pig roasting site to camp at for that night. I also 
told him that we would have to do the cooking and eating after 
darkness, in order to lose no time on the march. 

At this time we were travelling on a jungle trail which wound 
through the edge of a rain forest bordering a large grass field. After 
a mile or so, during which we put up another pig, we began to 
make occasional cuts out into the grass field to find a good bit 
of dry ground, so that we could bed down and build a fire. It was 
getting towards dusk — about five-thirty. 

The first few cuts out into the field had revealed only soggy, 
swamp-like ground — a bedding surface much less desirable than 
even the insect crawling jungle, and so water-soaked that a bar- 
becue pit could not be dug. It was not until the fourth or fifth try 
that we found a suitable bivouac site — a mound-like knoll, 
strangely overgrown with kunai grass, just as the flat land that 
surrounded it on three sides. Its east slope butted into the jungle 
edge. 

We found a path leading up its north side, cut through the very 
heavy growth of cane-like grass winding over the very crest. About 
half way up there was a sort of shelf, large enough to bed down 
the entire patrol, organized for sleeping and for night defense. 
g This defense setup, or harboring arrangement, would be a sort 

B of hedge-hog perimeter, with listening areas and fields of fire 

§. allotted radially to the individuals on the edge. The trails could 

3i be covered by BARs, and reading right into the tactical plan, we 

^' located a good, covered spot, away from the perimeter, where the 

u pig could be roasted. This spot was connected with the bivouac 

I site by a good path, so that the cooked pig could be carried from 

S the fire and eaten in the harboring area — a further avoidance of 

b the danger of ambush, very remote now, anyway. 

I We got into the harboring area rapidly, spreading the thick 

I grass to make little paths offside the main path, and beating it 

I down in places to give a few limited fields of fire. Our miscellaneous 

§" ponchos, raincoats, and groundcloths were laid in a short time and 

the positions were all located to eliminate any danger of our shoot- 
I ing one another. This, because we were to be above ground that 

I night, was most important. I had decided against digging in any- 
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thing other than the two trail blocking positions so we could be 
free to rest and enjoy the pork dinner. 

In the meantime, the native had gone down into the jungle, 
found a clump of bamboo, and cut several large joints of the green 
stuff. He had also picked a few onion-like plants and dug some 
edible roots to be cooked with the dinner. By the time I was 
through checking our bivouac area so that I could go down to the 
pig roasting site, Joe had assembled the green bamboo joints, the 
bamboo kindling, some fairly dry firewood, and had a fire blazing 
in the small pit which he had dug for that purpose. 

After heaping the pit fire high with deadwood, he built another 
fire a short distance away and rigged two green forked sticks with 
a cross member offside the blaze so that the long joints of bamboo 
could be filled with water like deep buckets and then propped up 
with their sides across the flames to serve as boilers. As soon as he 
had stoked a second fire to boil the water, Joe returned to the pig 
carcass and went to work in earnest, quartering it with knife and 
machete, chopping lengthwise down the center of the spine. This 
was good, I reflected, for we would not have time to barbecue the 
pig whole, and I did not want the pork undercooked. The danger 
of trichinosis, contracted by eating pork not thoroughly cooked, 
was something all of us had learned to keep in mind. While Joe 
finished with the quartering and began skillfully to prepare the 
individual pieces for initial cooking in the pot (which would be 
the several green bamboo joints), I continued to watch the ex- 
hibition of jungle craft with interest. 

Joe had lost no time in getting started, and he was tackling his 
various tasks in the proper sequence; both fires were set and going 
early, which would allow them to burn down into the ideal state 
oj for cooking during his other preparations. After the hog was 

§ quartered, Joe picked up his bamboo joints and walked to a trickle 

6 of a jungle stream some hundreds of yards away to fill them, taking 

^ along half of our canteens at the same time. We were not entirely 

^1 out of water because there had been opportunity to refill during 

g our afternoon^s walk. Without the halizone tablets (which we did 

1 not have on Guadalcanal), our only method of purifying water 

2 was the awkward improvisation of carrying one extra American 
I canteen in each patrol. This extra canteen was kept full of a con- 
I centrated chlorine solution, a single portion measured in the tiny 
I canteen cap being sufficient for purifying a full canteen of water. 
I This gave us protection against everything except amoebic dysen- 
I tery, which, thank God, was not epidemic on Guadalcanal. 

^ Joe soon got back, walking with confident step in near-dark- 

g ness that would have caused the rest of us to feel our way along. 

I He immediately put water to boil in all four of the tubes, propping 
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them across the flames, leaving the top ends uncovered. He then 
moved over to his little outdoor butcher shop and carried the 
parts over into the firelight, where he removed the skin from all 
parts but the hindquarters. Those he left unskinned and with the 
hair on, while he got some scalding water out of the quickest 
heating tube of bamboo. A gradual pouring of the boiling water 
over the two hindquarters scalded the skin and prepared the bris- 
tles for scraping, which he accomplished with a knife edge. (This 
was the only bit of inefficiency in the whole procedure. It would 
have been better for him to have scalded the whole pig before 
quartering it.) 

After this last task of scraping, which was made very tedious 
by the looseness of the skin on the disjointed parts, the pieces 
were all cut to size — some of them deboned — and stuffed into the 
bamboo tubes to boil. As Joe walked back to the pit and rigged a 
roasting rack, the air became rife with a very pleasing odor. 

I had wished for a large quantity of salt so that it could have 
been used to season the meat during boiling, but all we had with 
us would barely suffice for use in a final basting, or to sprinkle on 
the meat as we ate. We had to powder some of our small supply of 
salt tablets in order to have even that little bit. Salt, much taken 
for granted in our own homes, is an all important commodity in 
primitive areas, often being used as legal tender by natives to 
trade for a cow or a wife. 

I returned to the harboring area and detailed three men to go 
back to the fire and carry the cooked meat for the entire patrol. 
Actually, there seemed no need for this precaution and it would 
have been nice to move down and have a good community feast 
around the fire, but somehow I couldn't bring myself to throw 
^ caution to the winds as I had on several private pig-eats. 

Warmth, of course, was not important, for the night was balmy, 
^ but there is something about a fire at night that appeals to every 
^ man in the woods. One of the worst complaints I have against 
5| the war in general was that Infantrymen were so seldom able to 
S build or enjoy fires. A fire, we came to know after long months of 
ro doing without, was ofttimes the greatest comfort a man could have. 
q When weeks would go by without warmth or heated food, some- 

1 times even without heated drink, you could almost see added 
I sagging in a man's face, a tiredness over and above that caused 
^ by danger and ordinary combat hardship. Man may have been 
I able to divorce himself from many of his more recently acquired 
I habits, but I believe he would normally die in a matter of months 
^ — in anything but a perfect tropical environment — if he were de- 
D nied the comfort of his basic weapon and ally. 

g The minutes crept by while we bedded down on the hillside 
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shelf, piling some of the dew-soaked kunai grass into a sort of 
pallet with my groundcloth placed over it. Mosquitos were present 
now in their usual numbers, biting and droning around our ears, 
defying our best efforts to repel them. Some of us had little bottles 
of fly dope which we passed around to sprinkle on palms and rub 
onto other exposed parts, but it gave only temporary relief. Gua- 
dalcanal mosquitos were large and equipped with stout probes, 
fully capable of penetrating at least one thickness of new herring- 
bone twill, the material from which our combat fatigues were made. 
The frayed and worn state of our own uniforms greatly aggravated 
the mosquito problem by enabling the damn insects to get at us 
in all places, stabbing through the cloth wherever it lay along the 
surface of flesh. And if they were too lazy to probe through the 
cloth, it was easy for them to search a bit and find a hole or frayed 
spot in the material. They went on biting us unmercifully, raising 
itchy welts, sometimes causing septic sores, and giving each of us 
a concentrated dose of malaria which would have us burning, 
shivering, and vomiting through one relapse after another for the 
next two years. 

Looking downward from my bedding-down spot on the hillside, 
I could see the firelight shimmering upward against the wet leaves 
of the undergrowth, and I knew that the cooking was going well. 
From previous observations I knew how it would be done. The 
boiling pieces would be removed from the bamboo casings and 
grilled while the tender roots and onions were left to simmer in 
the tubes. The meat would be either spitted or supported on im- 
provised grills over the fire, which was by now burnt down into 
a glowing mass of coals. It would be done to a near crisp on the 
outside, retaining juicy tenderness within. 

I lay back on my groundcloth, resting an arm on my rifle which 
lay propped on a forked stick alongside, and looked up at the 
S stars, no longer trying to remove my mind from the gnawing 

hunger which I had felt for more than an hour. I knew that the 
^1 sensation was only "belly hunger,'' a feeling caused by an empty 

S stomach — not the weakness or faintness of true hunger — early 

I starvation. But I gave it free reign, enjoying anticipation of the 

S coming meal to the fullest. I kept thinking of the slow turning, 

I juicily laden spits on the fire down the hillside. 

I I had told the men who were to carry back the meat to make 

i certain it was cooked through — to test the center section on each 

I spit for the least trace of redness. I wanted no one to contract that 

S- gut-gnawing disease trichinosis. Also, they were to choose only solid 

^ pieces of meat — to let the native dispose of the bony section, 

S which would probably be slower to cook. Pork well done is the best 

I anyway. 
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The stars had become brighter and a little of the balminess had 
left the night air by the time the men returned with the cooked 
meat and passed it around. My portion was delivered wrapped in 
a leaf, still burning hot, attesting to the thorough roasting it had 
received by falling apart in my fingers. We all ate sitting on the 
ground, most of us handling the meat with our fingers, rubbing a 
little salt into it as we munched away. The noises of our eating 
could be heard above the night sounds; mosquitos, for the time 
being, had been forgotten. 

Thoughts wandered for me, as they always do during and after 
a pleasant meal, and I found myself thinking of other meals I 
had eaten and enjoyed — fine steaks aboard the ship coming over, 
dinners in some of the choice little basement restaurants in New 
York, but I couldn't then, and I can't now, recall a better dish 
than that tender native-cooked pork. 

Pork the world over seems to me to be a rather uniform meat. 
Wild or domestic, if properly cooked, it always seems tender and 
tasty. The only variation I have noticed between the domestic 
pork and the flesh of wild pigs has been in the amount of fat — 
always greater on the domestics, of course. The leaner and thinner 
cuts of wild pig have to me always seemed more succulent than 
any market-purchased meat could ever be. 

We all ate to our hearts' content. I gorged myself to such an 
extent that keeping awake during my two hour turn at watch was 
a mighty chore. We were all overcome with the luxurious drowsi- 
ness which comes from a hard day's work, followed by an evening 
feast. When I was finally relieved at watch, I simply returned to 
my groundcloth and collapsed, not even noticing the continued 
attack of the mosquitos. I slept soundly until first light. 
gj Then we broke camp, saddled up, and prepared to leave. A 

8 quick look in this light oriented me, and the roar of the planes 

D from Henderson Field gave us a constant direction indicator so 

% that we would have no trouble finding our way back. The trail 

^1 ahead was leading in the right direction, and it seemed wider and 

S better as we went on. We gave Joe the rest of the pig, loaded him 

I down with other gifts, and sent him to rejoin his friends on their 

S way to their hideout in the hills. He had been away from his 

I woman for several weeks and was eager to get back. I can still 

I remember him walking fast away from us, burdened down with 

i a great load of pig meat and *'C" rations, headed for his grass 

I shack in the interior. I never saw Joe again, and neither did the 

S- others who had enjoyed his cooking, but I doubt that any of us 

^ will forget him. 

S The mists lifted suddenly from the hills, just as the sun's rays 

I leveled downward, and the air above the grassfield became at once 
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clear. No fog or mist could stand for long against the weighty 
pressure of the equatorial sun. Moisture could lay unseen and 
heavy upon the air, but visible mist would be scattered into small 
pockets within ten minutes after sunrise proper. Only when heavy 
clouds blocked the way or during predawn while the sun was not 
visible, could any of Guadalcanal's lower hills and coastal flats 
remain blanketed by fog or mist. 

Night stiffness soon worked itself from our limbs as we walked 
along the trail, winding in and out of the jungle's edge which lay 
against the kunai grass field. We forded a small stream, skirted 
more jungle, and continued on in more kunai grass, soon finding 
ourselves walking upon an old familiar trail — one leading directly 
west from another moundlike hill (the one upon which my earlier 
pig feasts had been conducted). 

Being close to camp, most of us stopped gnawing upon candy and 
*'C" ration cookies — we would arrive at our own kitchens in time 
to throw ourselves upon the mercy of our respective mess sergeants. 
All of us were hoping that nothing would be going on back in our 
areas to keep us from getting a good freshwater bath and a scrub- 
bing for our clothes. We all needed a shave too. The rear area 
looked like home to us. 

The airfield was crowded with new planes, visible as we walked 
around its southern end; and it seemed to be busier than ever. 
And the cemetery beyond was still doing a landoffice business. 
Part of the effort there was one of reorganization and beautifica- 
tion, with the ground being raked and the mounds being covered 
with fresh palm fronds; but down at the south corner there were 
more graves being dug — with the grimly supine line of blanket- 
covered forms still there. The friendly chatter of the patrol quieted 
I as we passed that place. 

Bi An empty two and a half ton truck pulled up on the road beyond 

I the cemetery and one of our own drivers offered us a ride, saving 

I us a last mile's walk. After collecting some sketches drawn by two 

[^' of the men, I dismissed the patrol directly from the truck, letting 

y the men get off as we passed close by their areas. Only a few yards 

p to the right of the road was a swimming beach where they could 

K enjoy a swim before returning to their units. 

^ I rode past the battalion to regimental, waited briefly outside 

the S-2 office, and then was admitted to give my report to Captain 

I Cosby. A lieutenant colonel from some higher headquarters was 

present through the interview, and I derived some satisfaction 

^ from being able to offend his sense of nicety. It was clear, from 

his manner, that he didn't think much of lieutenants who would 

D ... 

I dare to come into their regimental staff oflRces so dirty and un- 

I shaven. The Colonel, clad in well-starched khakis, could not have 
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been on the island more than a few days, and he looked as though 
a good smell of a soldier^s dirty fatigue jacket would have knocked 
him over. I hope mine bothered him. 

Cosby listened to my story without comment, asked only two 
or three questions, and appeared completely satisfied with the in- 
formation I gave. He also concurred in the action I had taken. 
In the interests of military decorum, I did not report the pig hunt- 
ing incident, though I knew Cosby would have been interested, 
I didn't think the visiting colonel would have been pleased. 

The waiting and the interview at headquarters had taken the 
better part of an hour, so I begged a ride back to battalion so 
that I might get there in time to enjoy a bath and a meal before 
dark. On the way back in the chauffeured jeep I dosed off twice, 
nearly falling out once. My tired and sweaty body was crying for 
a bath and I was hungry. I wanted to wash, eat, and sleep — sleep 
the damn clock around once and a half. 

But back at battalion, a man had injured himself in tinkering 
with a captured Jap M14 pistol, getting a badly grazed calf and 
ankle. In doing the necessary telephoning and in getting a jeep to 
carry the injured man to the hospital, I used up another hour — 
thereby losing my chance at a good bath. When the company 
formed for chow, I hurriedly washed my hands and part of my 
face and ate as only a hungry man can. It was dark by that 
time. 

In order to be able to sleep with myself, I had to substitute some 
sort of washing for the good soap and fresh water bath I had 
failed to get, so I dragged my weary bones out into the ocean and 
scrubbed myself with sand, swimming back and forth to soak and 
loosen the thick grime. Then I shaved, hung my dirty fatigues on 
g a tent rope, and crawled into my cot naked — so exhausted that I 

did not properly tuck my mosquito bar edge under my blanket, 
§. allowing the mosquitos to nibble away freely — as some of the men 
S put it, giving them a chance to read the blood type marked on my 
^' dog tags. Only I had no dog tags, and my blood had never been 
g typed! 

1 "T'Hell with everything. • . . Be off the damn island in another 
S few days. . . ." 

b One hour later the telephone at the orderly tent sounded off, 

I and an orderly came over to my cot, shook me into wakefulness, 

I and told me the call was for me personally. 

I 'This is Cosby, George. The old man read your report and is 

I more suspicious than ever about that damn shack. He wants to 

send out a stronger patrol and garrison the place — You'll have to 

I go back there tomorrow." 

u) Yes, sir. . • • 
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The next morning I borrowed a jeep and went over to Major 
Brite's ordnance setup where a kindhearted sergeant loaned me 
a pair of coveralls — a garment which I have never thought to be 
ideal for jungle wear, but one which would be a hell of a lot better 
than my own wornout two piece fatigues. With the one piece 
**zoot" suit rolled up and laid safely on the seat beside me, I drove 
to the Lunga River and finally enjoyed a freshwater bath, using 
plenty of laundry soap on myself and the remains of my dirty 
uniform. Afterwards I lolled in the sun for a while, comfortably 
stretched atop a big fallen log. 

Having played hooky this hour and a half I dutifully climbed 
back into the jeep and returned to regimental headquarters, won- 
dering about the details of this second trip I was to make up to 
that damned ridge. ''Why on earth does the Brass want to keep 
sending our people up into those hills?" (All I had to do was to 
turn my head and I could see the rugged jungle clad mountains 
I had reference to.) 

"And if someone must go up there, why in the name of Hannah 
does it always have to be me?" As I drove on, knowing what 
I would be in store for me in the way of responsibility and work, 

the day seemed less and less cheery. Organize a larger patrol, 
[^' arrange for a five day level of rations, lead a bunch of tired, un- 

^ enthusiastic men back over a route which I already knew to be a 

p torturous one — and with twice the pack loads we had carried 

K before. 

^ Soon I turned left and commenced driving up the ridge road 

I toward the OP where I was to again meet Cosby. I was half con- 

I sciously toying with the thought of suddenly wrenching the wheel 

I of the jeep and rolling it over sideways, crashing down the steep 

I slope into the heavy trees a hundred feet below. I obtained satis- 

faction from a mental vision of the jeep hurtling end over end, 
N tearing itself to pieces on the way down, throwing off a part here 

^ and there. 
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Before the idea matured, however, I got to the OP and began 
to chat with Cosby. That, at least, was one pleasant aspect for the 
whole damned mess; Cosby was an old friend, a good man to talk 
to; and I knew that he would, if he could, give me every break 
possible. 

Cosby introduced me to an Artillery lieutenant who was using 
the BC scope, looking again at the damn shack on the ridge and 
then Cosby gave me the second set of orders, telling me what I 
was to do this second trip. 

"From your report, George, it has been gathered that Japs are 
making some use of the place you visited — at least that's what 
Corps seems to think. You saw some sign of Japs up there and the 
lights were seen out that way again last night. Maybe they just 
moved out when you got there and then right back in when you 
left. It may be just a group of stragglers, or it may be the bomber- 
directing station that Corps is worried over. 

"You are to take this patrol back to that point again, camp in 

the locality, and set up a good radio. Maintain a schedule for a 

few days with the regimental set. Meantime you are to patrol in 

all directions from that shack and run down those Japs. Savvy?" 

I nodded and stated my few requests. 

"I'll want guides this time and some more natives to carry that 

radio. We had better not try to cut through the way I went last 

time if we go so heavy — had a hard enough time before with the 

little bit we took then. We'll have to find a better route. I'll go 

down to the native labor pool and talk about guides and carriers 

if you'll see to it that the men are all assembled down at the foot 

of Wright Road, so that I can check them over and get out early 

this afternoon. Please try to get the radio operators down early — 

g we'll have to break the set down into handcarry loads." 

I Before leaving I noticed that the Artillery lieutenant was plot- 

Q. ting on a map, drawing a line from the point of the distant shack 

S back to a spot near Point Cruiz. He showed the map to Cosby, 

1^' shaking his head and speaking in a discouraged voice, "Nope, we 

S can't do it; not a gun on the island could reach that target from 

I where we could set it up. Only way we could reach her would be 

S to bring a i5Smm rifle up here on the OP — and that's damn near 

I impossible." 

I Cosby grinned. "Well, Georgie, there goes our last possible 

I argument against this thing; might as well go get your guides and 

I carriers." Both of us walked over to our jeeps and started down the 

I roller coaster undulations of Wright Road, Cosby peeling off at 

regimental and I continuing down through the groves to the native 
I compound. 

I When I got to the compound — a comfortably situated tent camp 
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fFh^n you include the time spent in fencing drill and the effort of keeping 
these cheese knives maintained in the field, you have to concede that the Japs 
went to more trouble over their swords and bayonets than we did with hand-to- 
hand combat and kitchen inspections. Every Jap who carried a sword also 
carried a silk cloth and a puff of very fine abrasive to polish and clean his 
blade, and he whiled away his idle hours by keeping a mirror surface on the 
steeL 

Most of the better Japanese blades were hundreds of years old, handed down 
from early generations. They were treasured accordingly. 

This officer is wiping his blade, but not in the formal manner. (There is a 
regular ritual for handling swords, a right and wrong way to draw, grasp, and 
re-insert them in the scabbard.) Most likely he is eager to use this weapon, and 
maybe heUl be foolish enough to try to close with it in the next assault he leads. 
He's pretty confident in its ability to kill, because he has cut the heads off 
several Chinese prisoners. One stroke to a head. 
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near the fighter strip — I asked at the headquarters tent for Major 
Clemens or Captain Trench, but found that both were out. In- 
stead I dealt with a character named Smyth, an oldish sort of 
Aussie or New Zealander, I guess. I laid my problem before him, 
telling where I was going to go, what I was going to do and what 
I wanted in the way of native guides and coolies. 
' Smyth produced a map and asked me to pinpoint the objective. 
When I complied his interest seemed to increase greatly and he 
asked me to tell him about the trip up, the approach, and what I 
had seen there. When I told him that I had been at the shack 
only two nights before he began to subject me to a detailed and 
highly annoying questioning, asking how many men I had taken 
along; what the shack looked like; and exactly what I had seen 
on the way. 

As the interrogation continued I began to get impatient with 
the old boy. After all, was it any of his business how many men I 
had taken up there and what route of approach I used-f* I felt I 
had important orders to carry out, and so without showing dis- 
respect toward an Ally and a man of considerable years, I tried 
to get Smyth back on the business of furnishing me with guides. 

"Sir," I said, "I came here at the direction of Captain Cosby, 
staff officer to Colonel George, He told me you could arrange for 
me to take some natives along on my patrol — some to carry and 
some to guide. Can you do that much for me? If you cannot I will 
have to make other arrangements. It would help a lot if you could 
let me know what you can do right away because I'm supposed to 
leave on the trip early in the afternoon. Can you give me an an- 
swer now?" 

Smyth's ruddy face grew ruddier. He was a slender, well coupled 
I man, unstooped by his years, but his cheeks had a "fat" color. He 

looked at me threateningly, as though about to reach for his Web- 
§. ley, and shouted at me in Cockney — the pitch of his voice was 
3{ high and sounded like a sick bagpipe — : 

^1 "Ye little whelp! D'ye know ye skeered the divvle outta one 

y ov our outposts.'* You and yer bloomin' patrol goin up inta the 

1 hills and chasin my blacks all over, skeerin 'em so bad they won't 
S ivver come back! It's bad enough to havta keep yer blasted head- 
b quarters satisfied, with all the stoopid reports it's always asking 
I fer, without havin ta always put up with a bunch ov wild Yanks 
I running through the blasted weeds!" 

I I was shocked; I was amazed. 

§" "Do you mean to say that you had an outpost up there in that 

! shack.?" 

S "Dommed right we did! A white and six blacks with a bloomin 

I radio! They saw ye comin and ran; said ye were Nips!" 
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That was right; one of our scouts had been a small, dark Italian 
boy. 

*'And that radio was in contact with you back here?" 

"No! Not with us, Yankee Doodle, but with that brainless 
Island headquarters o^ yers! It's a wonder we haint all been kilt, 
the way ye bloody blokes behave!'' 

I was inclined to agree one hundred percent with Smyth on the 
score of his last remark, but I wasted no time in telling him so. 
Instead I took out a notebook and jotted down the facts of the 
case and got Smyth's signature. 

I returned to regimental and told an equally amazed Cosby 
how I had come within an ace of killing some of our British and 
native Allies due to a headquarters foulup. Then I promptly sat 
down, devil may care, and wrote a two page report on my findings, 
ending it with a set of conclusions which included an Infantry 
lieutenant's studied opinion of any Corps or Division Headquarters 
which could manage to send out a patrol on the express mission of 
shooting up one of its own intelligence outposts. I never got a reply. 

The second patrol, of course, was called oif. 
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OUT OF IT 

It was the 7th of April 1943, one day less than four months after 
the Second Battalion had arrived at Guadalcanal aboard the Navy- 
transport Andrew Jackson and we were now loaded on the Penn 
and leaving. Over the waters of Lunga, not far behind us, a first- 
class air battle was raging. The Japanese were making up for the 
quiet reception they had given us when we arrived by seeing us 
off in grand style. They had sent over a hundred planes for the 
purpose. 

We had gotten under way early on that account, the ships weigh- 
ing anchor and leaving with their hatches open, sans many of 
their small craft; and the departure had been none too early. The 
sky a thousand yards astern was alive with flak bursts and the 
sound of heavy gunfire was so loud that we had to shout to talk 
to each other. Our engines on the Penn were under full draft to 
get us away from that hornet's nest. 

A huge column of black smoke rose up behind us as a tanker 

anchored near Lunga Beach took a direct torpedo hit. All of us 

could remember that beach now as a good place to be from. 

Our gun crews were standing nervously by their pieces; "talkers'* 

g- with earphones and mikes fitted; while the ships's master paced 

the bridge, halting often to sweep the surrounding horizon for 
^ lowflying torpedo planes. Out around us plied two little destroyers, 

u also on the lookout for planes and submarines. Air coverage we 

p did not have, for every operational fighter on the island was tied 

K up in the unequal battle with the Jap Air Force — there wasn't a 

^ plane to spare for us. But they were protecting us best that way, 

I keeping the Japs more than busy back there at a distance. While 

I we had been watching the first part of the air battle, we had seen 

I both American and Jap ships go down in flames, but most of them 

^ were Japanese. We had seen one Japanese plane streak across the 

water in the distance and launch its torpedo at a group of trans- 
S ports. The tin fish had gone wide, however, and the plane itself 

I crashed into the water a few hundred yards beyond. 
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We were wearing life jackets, alert at general quarters, ready 
on a moment^s notice to abandon ship as well as we could. We 
knew that if the boat we were on should take two good hits, a lot 
of us would go down with her before we could get clear. Navy 
transports were better in this respect than the Army ships, but 
they still did not seem to be compartmented well enough to suit 
us landlubbers. 

But we were beginning to feel better as the island we had come 
to know so well and to associate in memory with so much intense 
feeling, gradually diminished into a low, cloud-like object on the 
horizon. We all began to breathe easier again. The old term "a 
new lease on life" had a very literal meaning for us, just as it had 
had four months previously for the Fifth Marine Regiment we 
had relieved. 

The newer members of the ship's crew looked upon us with 
great curiosity, asking many questions regarding our experiences 
on the island and causing a slight feeling of importance to dawn 
on the organization. It came with the realization that we were 
"veterans" now, a part of the first few thousand the war would 
produce and the first Army troops to be employed aggressively in 
any theater against the Axis Powers. When the Americal Division 
had started to land on Guadalcanal, the Japs had been there in 
great strength, confident of their ability to take back the small 
area of land taken by the Marines — and numerically capable of 
doing just that. 

Now we were leaving; the Japanese force had been completely 

destroyed, their headquarters had seen fit to try to get its last 

remnants off the island and there was now little Japanese hope of 

ever recapturing the territory lost. 

gj Very soon after its first elements had landed, a part of the 

8 division got its first combat. experience, with the Third Battalion 

of the 164th Regiment saving Henderson Field from probable 
£ capture during the month of October. Thereafter the relief of the 
^1 Marines was continued until the beginning of the Army phase. 
S The XIV Corps, under General Patch, took over the responsi- 

1 bility and only a small minority of Marines was left. Most Marines 
S are honest enough to refute the claims of their news correspondents, 
I who led the public to believe that all of the Japanese killed on the 
I islands were killed by Marines. The cold truth of the matter is that 
i of the thousands of Japanese killed there by men on the ground, 
I the Army killed much more than half — and that is a conservative 
S- figure, I think. 

^ On the island the doughboys got along well with the Marines. 

S We were all in the same fight and glad to see each other to the right 

I or left. The trouble was mostly caused by newspaper people who 
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were often inclined to sacrifice veracity for color, and this helps to 
account for the popular conception that the Guadalcanal opera- 
tion was a one hundred percent Marine-Navy show. The Army 
didn^t go in for great hordes of those people the way the Navy 
did — at least not at that stage of the war. 

Neither of the services on the island actually cared too much 
what the people might think back home. We all felt rather isolated 
from the home front by the very nature of our recent experience. 
Three thousand of us had gotten through with a loss of ii8 killed 
and 270 wounded — not heavy casualties as wars go but not negli- 
gible by any means. Find thirty young men sometime and ask 
them how much they would want in cold cash for drawing a ticket 
from a hat containing twenty-nine *Vin" tickets and one "no 
win" — the "no win" one bringing the reward of a painful death 
to the drawer. Oh yes, include about two tickets for "nasty cuts" 
and "splintered bones." I wouldn^t do it for a million dollars! 
The physical wounds were only a part of the show; there were 
other kinds. The sights we had seen had not been the best for a 
young man who would like to keep his illusions — educational as 
hell but not so palatable to the eyes or mind. Many of us had 
grown old on Guadalcanal, and a few, lacking the all important 
sense of humor with which tragedy must always be watered in 
order to make it endurable, had left their experiences there with 
beaten and permanently damaged minds. A few of these men 
would take their own lives in the months following. Others would 
go on living but would never recover. To men lacking a balanced 
sense of humor or to those who think too seriously and profoundly, 
a first taste of war is sometimes more than enough proof that life 
is a fruitless waste of time, carrying insufficient rewards. 

Leaning against the rail and looking back at my erstwhile home, 

my own thoughts held little of such cynicism. I had been through 

a Great Adventure, torturing at times, but well worth the while. 

^ My rewards had been many, making the involved risk of life seem 

a small price to pay. No one, I was convinced, can live fully until 
he has felt the nearness of death — not the calm death of a hospital 
ward or a sick bed, but the violent, noisy, self-proclaimed presence 
of a terrible battle death — or else a gnawing fear of being blinded, 
maimed, killed lingeringly. 

I have heard men say as much during a lull in a fight. The true 
^ worth of life can only be known to one who has lived in the shadow 

I of this new, different kind of death; death so obviously real that 

I its very person is painted in crackling tracer streaks in the air 

^ above a foxhole or is rattling through the jungle leaves in the 

D form of fast flying steel or is blasting close by with flesh and bone 

rending concussion. 
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An American, transplanted onto a Pacific isle, walks down a lane in the 
rain forest. Except for the canteen^ pack, and bayonet, this man might be a 
Tennessee squirrel hunter on his way home. 

Probably he^s a Utile tired, not picking his feet out of the mud anymore^ 
but dragging them, slouching along with an easy gait, He^d be safer carrying 
his rifle at a high port with the safety unlocked, Japs might be hidden of side 
the trail, and since he^s walking all alone they would be doubly inclined to pot 
him. But the trail is miles too long for that sort of alertness to be maintained; 
the pack and rifle are very heavy in the humid heat. 

There's no great evidence of eagerness or ambition in this man's bearings 
either. After two weeks of it he lost interest in the war and wishes it were over 
with. 
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But we had believed in the importance of our war; we knew how 
important Guadalcanal was to the Allied cause, in its moral rather 
than material gain. This minor victory had been a great stride in 
many ways; we knew now that we could meet and defeat the Jap- 
anese and that campaign had been the all-important first inch in 
the miles we would have to gain. At last we now had solid proof 
that we could win! 

And, if there is any satisfaction in pure revenge, we were already 
well on our way to evening up a score with the Japanese. Some 
40,000 of them had paid with their lives in an unsuccessful attempt 
to hold that miserable bit of jungle and coral, dying from every 
possible sort of combat injury and hardship; starvation; wounds; 
disease. That we knew. However great an impression Guadalcanal 
made upon us it had made an even greater one upon the Japs. 
They had come down to the Solomons full of hope, flushed by 
years of continuous victory in Asia, and fired with that aggressive 
spirit which betrayed itself over and over again in reckless and irra- 
tional tactics. Against us these tactics had failed for the first time. 
And they failed time after time. 

Their bayonet rushes, usually successful in Asia, had crumpled 
and melted away before the deadly blast of a fire power more 
intense than they had ever seen. Their individual efforts in hand- 
to-hand combat had nearly always resulted in the destruction of 
an entire command; and on the water it had been the same. Their 
ships had been sunk by a more powerful air arm than they had 
ever imagined — the same air force which had strafed and bombed 
their troops on land, harassing their every daylight movement. 

Up forward, Japanese Infantry had been chopped to bits by a 
new type of Artillery fire, much different from the scattered rounds 
^ occasionally fired at them by the Chinese. Our shells fairly rained 

§" down upon them — thousands in a single barrage. 

"^ Finally, after months of hammering, the Japanese doughboy 

^ was faced with his first really big defeat. He took it like a man — 

3| like a hero. No surrender for him; instead he died by the thousands 

S — starvation, wounds, disease, suicide. From Point Cruiz to Es- 

ro perance the coastal area was crowded with his dying-plots — old 

q bivouac areas stinking with rotting bodies. In some of the groves 

I all of the coconuts were gone — grim proof that after all other 

I stores had been used, starvation and malnutrition had followed. 

^ Supplies of rice and other staple foods had been consumed or 

I hoarded in scattered dumps months before the big fighting ended. 

I For a long time, the Japanese rank and file on Guadalcanal had 

^ operated effectively without food and with acute shortages of all 

D supplies. 

g We were leaving it all behind now. Our ship was tracing a zig- 
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zag wake across the waters, headed for Esperito Santos, then 
Fiji, where we would rest, train, be treated en masse for malaria 
and then, when we were fit, go north to fight again. 

Several of us had drawn deck duty during the early part of the 
trip and we were frequently above the stuflfy troop quarters, where 
we could enjoy the view of the convoy around us. This view in- 
cluded the little escort vessels, always very active on either side 
of the convoy and an occasional Army or Navy aircraft which was 
always watched closely, even tracked suspiciously, by our guns 
until its friendliness was clearly established. 

Finally that day we were clear of the greatest dangers. Even 
the smoke column above the torpedoed tanker had waned on the 
horizon. I was relieved at about that time by another officer and 
I went below to the wardroom to engage in a game or two of acey 
deucy and have some small talk. The atmosphere, strange as it 
was, was pleasant. Coff"ee was passed around, the chairs were 
comfortable, the lights were bright enough for easy reading. The 
faces of the Navy people looked strange until I realized that it was 
due to their clean and healthy looking complexions. Most of them 
had not been taking atabrine. 

A rather friendly, middle-aged Naval lieutenant off'ered me a 
chair and we began a conversation which hinged around the fight- 
ing on the island. The lieutenant, a veteran of World War I, was 
keen on the subject of ground warfare and intensely interested in 
the jungle fighting ramifications of it — how it might diff^er from 
his 191 7 experiences in France. I got a kick out of answering his 
questions and the afternoon passed pleasantly. Nothing provides 
a garrulous young man with more stock for enjoyable storytelling 
than his first combat experiences. 
g^ Dinner, our second meal on the ship, was served early. With 

? real fresh meat and vegetables on the menu, it amounted to a 

^ feast for us. Afterward I went downstairs, enjoyed a good hot, 

3 freshwater shower, scrubbed my coveralls to a thorough state of 

^ cleanliness and hung them to dry. Then I crawled into the clean 

y whiteness of my bunk and slept for twelve hours, aware only now 

^ and then of the throb of the ship's machinery. 

I There were six men in our room and not a one snored. This was 

I especially remarkable in that three of the inmates were Artillery- 

q men, a service which always seems to produce the greatest number 

I of loud snorers. We all awoke with the hesitant sort of wonder 

one would feel in awakening from a sound sleep in heaven itself. 
We pried ourselves out of bed, two getting up at a time so that 
the limited toilet facilities would not be overtaxed, shaved, dressed 
and went up to breakfast. 

The gentle roll of the ship indicated that we were out of the 
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glass-smooth waters around the island, but no one, not even the 
chronic sufferers, were showing the least signs of seasickness. A 
natural reaction of appetite stimulation, following our long period 
of eating unappetizing food, demanded that we all eat heavily. 
And nature would not allow us to lose time in this necessary re- 
covery by becoming nauseated. We all felt well and ate hearty. 
Even the pets, one of them a dog with a decided tendency toward 
violent seasickness, seemed to get along well. 

This dog's name was "Atabrine," which was an inevitable mon- 
icker for him since he was a bright yellow color with few markings. 
Atabiine was a cur with terrier blood, about the size of a stunted 
rabbit, and was mischievous as a monkey. Some of the staterooms 
referred to him as ^Tuddles" because of his adamant refusal to be 
housebroken. Personally I despised Atabrine. 

Little Atabrine had a bark that was absolutely piercing — shrill 
and loud at the same time, and he had a habit of yapping repeat- 
edly at anyone who might trespass upon what he regarded as his 
own domain. This "domain^* was gradually enlarged until it came 
to include the whole of "B'^ deck, and any person who crossed 
Atabrine's path in that area would always be subjected to an in- 
terval of yelping. As the trip went on he became more and more 
overbearing, capping the climax by hiding in an Artillery captain's 
bed and biting him sharply in the face as he climbed in after dark. 
One of the captain's nostrils was completely pierced by one of the 
pup's sharp fangs, and the injured man's cursing filled the forward 
end of the ship while he climbed from his bed and grabbed at the 
dog. 

Atabrine was not seen on board the next morning. All of us 
missed him except the injured captain who was appearing at meals 
with a heavily bandaged nose and was heard speculating on the 

g sharpness of shark's teeth. 

§- We cruised for a while past Esperito, once again seeing the huge 

groves of neatly planted trees all over the hills and beaches near 
the water. We noticed many changes since our last visit, mostly 
in the unloading beaches and the dock area. The place had been 
neatly laid out in streets and the tents were framed and had board 
floors. There was plenty of Navy on hand too, with several cruisers 
and destroyers riding at anchor. 

Colonel Ferry was always on deck to watch such things, com- 

I menting every now and then upon the easy life the rear area boys 

were having now. He was always the same jovial officer with a 

S" sense of humor which never seemed to desert him for one moment. 

He had the right idea — always tending to take the war not too 

N seriously, a view not entirely appreciated by some of his equals in 

I military rank. He made great light of our troubles during the trip 
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to Fiji, telling us jokingly that we "had all been on a delightful 
tropical tour at government expense/' that we were now going to 
"another beautiful, fragrant, tropical island, alive with beautiful 
women and well supplied with liquor of all sorts; what the hell 
were we complaining about?'' 

The cruise went on with everyone enjoying the fine weather, 
the good food, and a certain new freedom from worry. We were 
still in submarine waters, of course, but that was the Navy's con- 
cern — not ours. Boat trips for Infantrymen are not always enjoy- 
able but this one was. 

Before we arrived at Latoka, Vita Livu Island, Fiji, we were 
carefully coached on "white man's manners" — rules of conduct 
in dealing with the native population of that island. The natives, 
we were told, were to do all of the physical work of unloading — 
we were merely to supervise. The most menial task allotable to a 
soldier would be driving a truck or similar mechanical control. 
Natives were to do all of the hand labor. 

We all listened to this drivel with tongue in cheek, for the story 
to us was an old one. We had gotten the same sort of misinforma- 
tion about the colonial setup on New Caledonia — how all of our 
work would be done by indentured Javanese and native labor. 
Perhaps the colonials of the French Empire could stand around 
and watch a bunch of awkward native labor do the work — but not 
us. We would watch for a while with growing impatience, seeing 
the unskilled natives go about everything "bass ackwards," and 
then we would brush them aside and take over. We knew damned 
well how things would actually work out on Fiji; and that's the 
way it did work out. 

We drew into a small, sheltered bit of water and docked at a 
I sugar mill pier near Latoka, where hundreds of heavily muscled 

us (and fat-bellied) natives, very black skinned and with the usual 

I fuzzy tops, were waiting to help us unload (sorry, I forgot; I mean 

I to do our unloading for us). Despite their fine physical appearance 

"d and their large numbers, these natives were of limited value. 

y They did not even know how to handle baggage and our men 

p lacked the patience to teach them. Soon we were doing the greater 

K part of the work ourselves, with the natives looking idly on or 

^ perhaps trying to trade some of the men out of their souvenirs. 

One particularly obese native, apparently a strawboss of sorts, 
I had brass enough to ask me to give him the Japanese officer's 

sword which I was carrying attached to my pack. 

The British officials who were in charge of the native "labor 
corps" were rather confounded by our handling of the situation 
and in considering the matter of face, I suppose they were justi- 
fied in resenting such an unsightly exhibition of white men doing 
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"menial" labor in the presence of natives. But we wanted to get 
our ships unloaded in a hurry. We did not care to keep those 
precious "bottoms'' occupied too long. Especially was this true 
when our men found that the crews of the ships wanted a delay in 
Fiji, where there were apparently plenty of entertainment facilities. 
This gave our boys a chance to crack back at the Navy. They 
had rushed the hell out of us when they were in dangerous waters, 
throwing our stuff into the Higgins boats in any old confused man- 
ner so they could pull away at once. And now they wanted us to 
deliberately slow down so they could spend a few easy days. We 
unloaded the damn ships as fast as we could, sweating mightily in 
the effort; we didn't have much gear with us anyway. 

We piled our rather negligible baggage in a railyard near the 
dock close by the refinery. The railroad was a narrow gauge type 
with toy-sized locomotives and cars, primarily constructed for 
hauling the lightweight but bulky cut sugar cane. After we had 
set up a guard at the railyard dump, Colonel Ferry and a few of- 
ficers went forward to look over our new area and to take over the 
property which the 148th Infantry Regiment was not moving out 
with them. We were to relieve the 148th as part of the island gar- 
rison, guarding a sector of Vita Livu. 

The 148th had been garrisoning the broad, beautiful Sambeto 
Valley, which lay between Nandi and Latoka, with their head- 
quarters centrally located. During their long stay on Fiji they had 
gathered a good bit of information which we would need to secure. 
This information would save us much bother in scouting out the 
beaches and likely routes of approach an invading enemy might 
use. At this stage it was still feasible for the Japanese to attempt 
to take Fiji. Like ourselves on New Caledonia, the 148th Infantry, 
I 37th Division, had long been in a position of static defense. They 

I were looking forward to their trip north with the same impatience 

§. which we had felt a few months before and most of them had an 

S accurate impression of where they were headed — New Georgia. 

1^' We found our new home to be a lovely one, getting a first good 

S look at it as we jeeped up the coastal road toward Nandi where 

I the Second Battalion would be stationed. It was the same old 

S story again — a beautiful tropical island, much more settled and 

I civilized than New Caledonia, with some differences in vegetation, 

I but still the same sort of a tropical isle. 

I The main crop on Fiji was sugar cane and we could see it every- 

I where along the coast; huge fields of it growing tall and thick of 

I stalk. Temporary layings of narrow gauge railway were put down 

during the harvest season and the stalks were cut and heaped high 
I upon the little rail wagons which would then be coupled into trains 

I and towed to the refinery by toy engines. 
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HfTf is a Japanese officer doing a little front line observation. Anyone 
would think that he could have left his cutlery and dispatch case hack at the 
command post. A water bottle^ pistol and binoculars should have been enough^ 
especially if he had to do much walking or climbing in the hot sun. 

But wherever Jap officers went they took their swords. Pilots carried them in 
planes^ visiting staff officers were never photographed without ihem^ and nearly 
all doughboy lieutenants and captains had them buckled on at all limes. Many 
of the noncommissioned officers carried swords too. J guess that the sword and 
leather dispatch case became a sort of caste emblem, in the army as well as in 
the Nip cities. The white-collar worker in Tokyo is usually identified on the 
street by his polished leather dispatch case^ identical with the ones carried by 
army personnel. 

Maybe that accounted for the craze to carry these useless items in the front 
lines. Certainly J toward the latter months of the battle of Guadalcanal, the Japs 
came to realize the uselessness of the sword as a weapon. But still they carried 
it; often enough the blades found on freshly-killed would be so wrapped with 
protective cloth or chamois hide that they could not possibly have been drawn 
for use. Sometimes, in assaults, officers were killed with pistol in hand and 
sword sheathed — even at close quarters. Swords, dispatch cases, polished boots 
seemed to serve more as marks of rank and distinction than anything else. 
Our own souvenir hounds were the chief beneficiaries of these Japanese 
vanities. 
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We were driving on a road which paralleled this little railroad 
and even shared bridges with it, the rails and road converging at 
each bridge approach. This was an economy measure which was 
perhaps practical in Fiji, but it would have caused trouble in the 
States, Just picture driving over a bridge on railway tracks each 
time you had to cross a river, stream or ditch, while driving in the 
United States! 

The scenery was beautiful along the way. We had the moun- 
tains on our left, rising out of the cane fields and foothills near the 
road and off to our right was the coastal area, more fields, mud 
flats and mangroves. 

Soon we passed the Nandi airport, a huge air staging area not 
unlike Tontuta or Plaines des Guyacs on New Caledonia. Aircraft 
of all sorts took off and landed in the moments we spent in view 
of the place. Once again it was apparent that we were to be stuck 
close to a noisy field where our sleep would always be interrupted 
by roaring motors, 

A short distance beyond the airport we ran into Nandi itself — 
a small mainstreet of a town with Indian-run shops and stores. A 
little beyond we found the headquarters of the battalion we were 
to relieve. We noted, with our first pleased glance at the new camp- 
site that we were to have floored tents, well founded on crushed rock, 
with waterproof paths and very fine looking prefabricated huts 
for messhalls. Captain Petersen, Art Handel and I got in contact 
with thp heavy weapons officers and began to learn about *^H" 
company's billeting area. 

Tents were plentiful — no need to crowd men in and each officer 

could have a 9 x 9 of his own, with the fly rigged out front to give 

him a bit of veranda, and a nice solid frame and floor boards. The 

^ 148th had been in place there long enough to make itself quite 

comfortable. 

^ We moved in during the next day and spent but little time get- 

^ ting settled. There was a P-X in Nandi run by a lieutenant from 

^1 Louisiana with the unforgettable name of Antoine F. J. Hotard; 

y so we were able to buy khaki uniforms, watches, fountain pens and 

1 other badly needed items, 

S A ration of liquor followed closely after our arrival and an of- 

b ficers' bar was set up at battalion headquarters. Speaking of *'bars'* 

I my old friends back at Anti-Tank Company (now commanded by 

i Frank Halsey) had fallen into a very nice deal in taking over the 

I site of an old officers* candidate school for company billets. Every- 

S- one in the whole damned outfit lived in a house of some kind. 

^ These buddies of mine also seemed to have more liquor on hand 

S than did the entire remainder of the regiment. We had many good 

I times there at Frank^s headquarters. 
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Captain Brickies had taken over the regimental intelligence 
officer's job (S-2), portending a well deserved promotion in line 
with new tables of organization which had elevated the S-2 to the 
authorized rank of major. The whole regiment was being reorgan- 
ized to conform with these new tables, allowing more generous 
staffs for battalions, and I soon found myself relieved of duties 
with **H" Company and placed on the battalion staff as intelli- 
gence and scout officer. Later, when we got around to training, 
this change was to give me a lot of headaches inasmuch as I had 
to conduct an intelligence school for scouts and observers. 

From that point forward Fiji became another colorful chapter 
in our service overseas. It was a place that later became monot- 
onous with the grind of training; with various inspectors paying 
close attention to administrative minutae; with laborious organi- 
zation of defense positions; with long maneuver periods in the 
hills; and with days that finally dragged beyond imagination. 

Training, which we badly needed, continued. The only trouble 
was that a certain brigadier general was identified with so many 
of the exercises and demonstrations. We began to despise the 
training program because of this unpleasant association. Our 
stay on Fiji was bearable, not because of, but in spite of, the de- 
moralizing influence of this officer, who — whether those in high 
authority were ever aware of it or not — did much to disgust the 
men of the division with the otherwise pleasant surroundings on 
that island. 

The next few months went by bringing an occasion upon which 

date this story can properly end. It was in September, 1943, that 

a large group of men and officers left the Americal Division and 

the Fiji Islands, with Major General Hodge, the division com- 

I mander, shaking each one by the hand as he boarded the transport. 

8 We were headed initially for New Caledonia on the first leg of a 

g. journey which would see us all through a long trip down under 

^ Australia and on to India and incredible adventures in Burma 

^1 later on. 

I/) 

y A Brigadier Wingate had conducted successful operations be- 

I hind the enemy lines in Burma in 1943, employing a new type of 

S Infantry organization which he called a "Long Range Penetration 

b Group." After his return he had accompanied the British Prime 

I Minister to the Quebec Conference, where it was decided on the 

i highest allied level that there should also be an American Long 

I Range Penetration Group to fight in Asia. This group would be 

B- made up of some 3,300 volunteers, a third of that number to be 

men with jungle combat experience in World War 11. 
S The first inkling of this had come to us in the form of a wire 

asking for volunteers for a hazardous mission in another theater 
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and adding that the unit would be trained in receiving supplies 
from the air and living off the land. 

Petito, Farley, Zimmerman, Brown, Hogan, Coeburn and I were 
the officers that were among the Americal Division volunteers — 
all of us jumping at the opportunity to find more adventure, to 
see new lands and to leave the monotonous life we had been leading 
on Fiji. 

The ship got underway and the hills of Fiji — forest and grass 
covered — faded in the distance. Again we were leaning on a ship's 
rail, wondering what the future would hold. 

My rifles were with me — this time I had a spare, fitted with a 
scope — and I still had a few rounds of my selected ammunition. 
We were all refitted with clothing and I had made up another pack 
and kit so I felt ready for anything. We had supposed that we 
might be trained for coast-watching purposes and sneaked into 
Jap occupied areas for intelligence or guerilla work. 

Actually, we were headed for India where we would train for a 
while before .valking into Burma as a part of the original 5307 
Composite Unit — the outfit which was to become famous as one 
of the fightingest, hardest marching units in the world, under the 
name of ^^Merrill's Marauders.'' 
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'The Rifle is Brother of Allah^ 

— Iranian Nomad Tribal Proverb. 
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JAPANESE USE OF RIFLES 

Because there were many outstanding faults in the employment 
of Japanese rifles and riflemen against us, and it was therefore 
unlikely that we could learn much from them, most of us were not 
inclined to make any great study of Japanese rifle technique and 
methods. We all, however, made a few objective studies in order 
to devise protective measures and successful counter tactics; and 
in so doing many of us learned things we did not know before. 

We had no Japanese training manuals available, and had to go 
entirely by what we observed or had described to us. On several 
occasions we were able to interview prisoners taken. By far the 
greatest source of information, as far as the writer was concerned, 
was gained from personal observation. 

The Japanese use of rifles was different from our own; first of 

all in the matter of accuracy. The sights on their weapons, and the 

weapons themselves, were not as accurate as our own, and their 

standards of marksmanship were not on a par with ours. Most of 

their rifles had a base setting of 400 meters, which would allow 

I only rough holding at the shorter ranges. The absence of peep 

§> sights and drift compensating devices precluded them from any 

I fine shooting at longer ranges. In spite of all this though, it would 

I not be fair to say that the Japanese could not shoot. They killed 

\?! too many of us to permit that assertion. 

u Their field marksmanship methods were practical. As far as 

P I made out, they did their firing from the principal body positions; 

K prone, squatting and standing; and like us, they naturally pre- 

ferred the prone position with its advantages of greater steadiness, 
protection from enemy fire, and concealment. When in defense. 



^ 



I of course, they always dug in, and fired their rifles by resting the 

forearms on heaped-up and camouflaged spoil (dirt from which 
the trench was made) or other materials placed there for the 
purpose. 

The Japs were skilled at using natural forearm rests in the field 
and, given a choice, they would always take position behind a 
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Not so hot, Fve never really felt that there was the slightest need to spread the 
legs as directed in our manuals^ but the prone position depicted here reveals 
other faults. Both elbows badly out of place, left one nine inches from where it 
should be, Japs are poor belly shooters, 

Japanese seemed rather dependent upon improvised rests when shooting 
prone. Hardly ever were they seen without some sort of sandbag or fork to 
steady the rifle. 

This sketch has the firer*s body a little more out of line with the axis of the 
rifle than was usual with most Japanese, They ordinarily got a little more 
directly behind the weapon^ probably for the purpose of reaching the bolt. 
Short armed as they were^ Japs always removed the butt from the shoulder to 
operate the action in rapid fire. Even had the stock been sufficiently shortenedy 
the straight bolt handle would have precluded keeping the rifle at shoulder. 

Notice hoWy for prone position firings the leather cartridge boxes can be 
pushed around to the soldier^ s sides so that he has nothing bulging beneath him. 
This is another point of advantage which makes me believe that our own In- 
fantry should give this cartridge carrying system a trial. We might like it 
better than the present web belt. 
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log or stump which would provide such a rest. Then they would 
slide the long barrel of their rifle out, and fire with both hands 
held in almost the same place on the weapon — left hand back 
against the trigger guard with the weight of the rifle lying upon the 
log or stump top or heap of dirt and supported at any point along 
the length of the forearm. On a few occasions I have seen evidence 
of the Japanese using a short, forked stick which they would cut 
and carry with them to provide a firing rest for the forearm of the 
stocks on their long Arisakas. 

This enthusiasm for the use of forearm rests to increase the 
steadiness of holding for prone or dug-in riflemen was emphasized 
by the inclusion of a light steel wire bipod on the 7.7mm M99 
rifle — the ofiicial Jap rifle during the latter years of the war. This 
wire bipod — really a monopod, because the ends of the two legs 
were only an inch or so apart — should not be laughed at. It could 
do a lot to help steady a nervous Infantryman's hold in battle, 
and it weighed no more than the extra length of sling strap which 
we carry around for the sake of steadier holding — but which we 
never use in battle. 

It seems pretty evident that the preferred system of firing, as 
far as the Japanese were concerned, was from the prone position 
with rest, and it is certain that every Japanese soldier was properly 
discouraged from firing from the less steady positions, except where 
necessary. Even Jap "tree snipers'* (from indications given by a 
very few examples) were inclined to improvise a rest for their rifle, 
if they could. 

We can take a lesson from this. While it may seem ridiculous 
for the rifleman who will have to shoot his target at less than fifty 
yards to utilize a forearm or muzzle rest, any combat veteran 
I knows well that such a measure is not silly. When you are going 

g about the business of killing a man you want to be sure of every 

§- little detail. With a good rest to aim from, a man can have an 

awfully bad case of buck fever and still do relatively good shooting. 
[^' That the Japanese realized as much, and apparently taught their 

y riflemen accordingly, is entirely to their credit. 

p I have seen all sorts of artificial and natural rifle rests which 

K were designed and used by Japanese Infantrymen, many of them 

^ displaying great individual ingenuity. Everything from heaped- 

I up coconut logs or husks to little slabs of spike-based armor plate, 

I about nine or ten inches high by a foot in width, with "U" shaped 

I notches in the top for the rifle forend. Our Pacific enemy used a rifle 

^ rest whenever possible. 

Often it was not possible though, the Japs met that situation 
N in their own way; they used their version of the prone position, 

^ without rest or sling. A tough proposition for short limbed Ori- 
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Squatting position d la Nipponese. 

This would be very awkward indeed to an American^ less flexible of muscle 
and tendon than his little brown brother. It does have the advantage of being 
somewhat higher than the conventional squatting position^ which gives knee- 
rest for the right as well as the left elbow. 

The strange thing about it all is that this squatting position was never 
formally taught in the German-guided school of Japanese marksmanship. 
Troops picked it up in the fields apparently, I have seen it used several timeSy 
and I think it is a more or less natural adaptation of the Japanese civilian 
*^squat,'^ {Peasants squat down to talk to each other in rural Japan — and use 
the position as a standard attitude of rest,) 

This and kneeling served to replace sitting entirely — at least as far as I have 
been able to learn. Little use was made by the Japs of the sitting position which 
we know. This might have been because the sitting takes a little more time to 
assume and arise from than the kneeling or squatting. 
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Our own prone position, which calls for the left arm being well 
out forward and the hand just behind the upper sling swivel, works 
pretty well in the field; but I am inclined to believe that it has been 
somewhat influenced by our almost universal use of the gunsling 
during range practice. When a sling is no longer used — and it is 
seldom used in combat — there comes an immediate tendency for 
the rifleman to move his left hand farther to the rear, bringing 
his lower arm into a position a little nearer vertical. For men who 
habitually fire without the sling, this tendency is even stronger, 
and many of the better shots will so shoot with the left lower arm 
held almost straight up and down and with the left hand grasping 
(yes, grasping — you have to do that without a sling) the stock at 
the magazine. This measure has the eff'ect of removing another 
set of muscles from the task of supporting the weapon, so that its 
weight in front will rest directly upon the grounded left elbow in- 
stead of being held up by the quivering tension of the biceps. 

For that reason and also for others the Japs have adopted this 
far-back forearm grip as standard for prone shooting. I found that 
out by handing an unloaded rifle to several of the first Jap prisoners 
we took, and making them assume the various positions. All of 
them used the prone position I have described, with the hand far 
back and the body line around behind the rifle rather than at 
**4S^ from the line of sight." The adoption of this position by the 
Japanese was undoubtedly influenced by the shortness of reach 
of the average Japanese soldier, which was so short in most cases 
that it could not be compensated for by merely shortening the 
buttstock. Also, the distance from shoulder to cheek is very short 
on Jap bodies, which further increases the need for short butt- 
stocks. But the high, far-back-hand-grip prone position which the 
g^ Japanese used was adopted principally because it made for better 

? shooting. The rifle stocks could have been shortened enough more 

g- to permit a lower position with extended left hand, if they had 

I thought it advisable. 

g The prisoners I was interviewing then went ahead and demon- 

y strated the squatting position for me. I was conducting my "inter- 

g" view" in our camp at Cape Esperance at the little stockade we had 

5 improvised by tying ropes from one coconut tree to another. I had 

I undertaken the task with due precautions, selecting several of the 

c less sullen prisoners to do the demonstrating with boltless rifles 

I (their own long Arisaka 38). Two guards with loaded Tommy guns 

I were on hand to prevent any monkeyshines while I spoke to the 

c J^ps by means of sign language and one of their captured phrase 

^ books (we had none of our own at that time). I would take the 

I rifle from them from time to time to illustrate the position I wanted 

them to take. When I demonstrated the sitting position the par- 
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Kneeling^ a great favorite with the Japanese because it finds advantageous 
application in the assault. Most Japs could assume it with greater ease than 
even the youngest and most supple American doughboys. The characteristically 
loose-tendoned Nips felt very little pain in sitting on the heel, or in front of ity 
or even behind it as in the case of the amateur contortionist in the sketch. Our 
NRA slide-rule boys might question the legality of the ^^kneeling^^ position 
shown. 

Inasmuch as most Jap fighting was in wooded or grassy areas^ the height 
of rifle above ground was usually important. There was little application of 
prone shooting in anything other than prepared defensive positions. But on the 
move you can^t aim through the grass — you^ve got to shoot above it. And a lot 
of grass in the Pacific area is three or more feet in height. 

Notice again how the cartridge boxes on this soldier^s belt automatically 
shift around his middle so that they do not block the movement of limbs or 
cramp his body. This holds true even if the belt is hung loWy around the hipSy 
rather than tightened about the waist. 

The rifle this chap seems to be using is one of the medium length Arisakas. 
The standard model would stick out quite a few inches farther. Sight leafy as 
nearly always with the Japanese, is down. This might also be okeh; most Jap 
rifles did not have apertures even on the rear sight slides y so no great ad- 
vantage was to be gained by lifting the damn thing. 
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ticular Jap who was next given the rifle immediately assumed the 
squatting position. I was to discover that the Japs seldom used 
the sitting position. 

I was greatly impressed with the apparent ease and speed with 
which all of the Japs could assume the squatting position and 
return to their feet. They could all get down and up in nothing 
flat, though three of the four men I was examining were in bad 
physical shape. The explanation is of course simple, though it 
caused me some puzzlement at the time. 

The Japanese are Orientals, and all of the Orientals become adept 
early in life at squatting. In fact, it is bred into them. They squat 
on their upper heels, buttocks resting against the Achilles tendon 
region of their rear ankles, with feet flat on the ground. In their 
homes, in the streets, and everywhere else. Most of the toilets in 
the Orient are made with two places for the feet to be positioned 
on both sides of a trough about six inches wide (this goes for their 
modern water closets too, not just privies in the back country). 
The squat is the natural Oriental position of rest, and from what 
I have seen, it has played hell with the furniture business in the 
Orient. In most Japanese homes there aren't any chairs, and the 
same can be said of the more primitive places in India and Burma. 

Being more comfortable flat on their feet, their balance is better 
than our own in that position, and they can lean forward from the 
ankles to counterbalance the recoil; which all but the more freak- 
ishly flexible Americans cannot. 

The squat corresponds to our sitting position with them, in that 

it comes next to prone in steadiness; and it has a great advantage 

over our sitting position because it can be assumed and recovered 

from in half the time. For some types of fighting I believe it would 

^ be the most practical of all combat firing positions. In a moving 

fight in high grass or sparse bush, it would be the answer. All of 
^ this goes without its other advantage of keeping the rifleman's 
^ posterior — so subject to rheumatism from sleeping on the cold 
^1 ground — from an occasional dampening in cold mud, wet grass, 
y or swamp ooze. From the standpoint of positions, the Jap has a 

1 slight edge upon us in his greater flexibility of body. We would be 
S better off if we could squat with equal ease. 

b The sitting position used by my prisoner-demonstrators was 

I awkward, and one of them grinned sheepishly as he fumbled 

I around with it. All of them would have assumed the squat instead, 

I by choice. They could all fire from the standard army kneeling 

B- position, though one of them indicated that he could stretch his 
squatting position upward to attain the same high line of sight 

S he got by kneeling. Naturally, if he could do that there would be 

I small point in his using the kneeling position at all. The only 
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Perfectly normal; a better standing position than the average American 
learns in his basic training. And he^s not wasting time fooling with any hasty 
sling position. Maybe his jeet are a little too far apart, and perhaps the left 
hand is a bit farther out than the average Camp Perry veteran would approve j 
but the stance is still a good one. 

Left elbow seems to be under the weapon, where it should be, and the rifle 
seems to have the right position in relation to the face and shoulders. 

He has the sight leaf down, and is probably using the battle sight for some 
rough shooting at a short range. This was a great fault of the Jap rifles, match- 
ing ours with the Springfield, The battle sight was normally leveled for too great 
a range. Now and then, firing at a small part of a face or body in the jungle^ 
one can overshoot with a joo yard or higher setting. 

Note that this chap is not wearing a shooting jacket of any kind, but rather 
his full combat kit, less pack. Canteen and cartridges are slung. 

Note the handy position of the leather cartridge boxes. Believe Pd think twice 
before turning down this clever {originally German) method of carrying am-- 
munition. Given a fair trial, it might prove better for Garand clips than our 
present web cartridge belt. 
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advantage It possesses over squatting (for fire at ground targets) 
is the higher line of sight it provides for the purpose of clearing 
cover intervening between firer and target. It is much less steady, 
and it is no easier than "squatting" for the Jap to assume. That 
one prisoner was a bright Japanese boy. 

When I got these Japanese up into the standing position they 
began to reveal a lot of faults. Either they had had no training 
in shooting from their hind legs or else they had paid no attention 
to the instructors when it had been given. It was a cinch that they 
had done little firing from it. They were awkward, with every 
tendency to misplace the left elbow, to lean forward, to spread 
the legs entirely too far — in short to make every possible mistake. 
Two of the Japs had become quite interested and they were 
being very cooperative by this time. Perhaps, for all I know, they 
themselves were the nearest thing to rifle shooting enthusiasts 
that there could be in a country where few individuals could own 
firearms. I was just about to get a bolt for the rifle and try to get 
an idea across to them that I would like to see them manipulate 
the bolt as in rapid fire. I figured that by removing the follower 
and spring I could have one of them operate it and perhaps con- 
firm my suspicions that Japs always removed the rifle from the 
shoulder before manipulating the bolt. I was also interested in 
trying out that test on a Jap we had who was a southpaw, to see 
what advantages the straight Arisaka bolt would hold for the 
left-handed shooter. 

I had gotten quite an audience by this time; quite a few men 
were assembled around outside the "stockade" to watch the pro- 
ceedings. They were all entertained considerably by the antics of 
their late enemies, and I felt inwardly that it was all to the good. 

I A close look at these Jap prisoners would convince the men, once 

g, and for all, of their own superiority. I wanted to get along with 

§- my inquiries, but I was interrupted. 

A jeep came putting up the beach trail from the North, with a 
visiting fireman in it. Some major from Corps Headquarters. He 
stared in wide eyed disbelief at the scene of an American lieutenant 
who was apparently conducting a class of Japanese prisoners in 
the subject of rifle marksmanship! 

I hastened to report to him and explain, dismissing the "class" 
as I did so. We didn't have many visitors at that time, but I knew 

I how to treat them — knew what they wanted. Show 'em around 

the old Jap bivouac areas — let 'em see all of the bodies and skele- 

^ tons, tell 'em a few stories, give 'em a sabre and a pistol. Then 

they'll go away happy and likely write you up favorably if their 

I visit happened to be of the usual staff" snooping variety. 

I These staff officers were a pain — but then I had just about fin- 
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Shots Fired in Anger 
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ishcd with the prisoners anyway, and didn't mind the inter- 
ruption so much. Besides, it was almost time to have evening 
mess* 

At my invitation, the Major accompanied me over toward the 
mess area, where the usual canned foods had been heated — only 
for this one meal we had got several bunches of ripe bananas over 
from Savo by dugout canoe and hence were going to have an un- 
usually tasty dessert. 

It was getting on toward dusk; the sun was going down over 
Savo way across the channel, and the heat of the day had partly 
gone from the shade of the grove. While some of the men wrestled 
with the Major's bed roll the two of us walked along the grassy 
trail, each of us in one of the ruts which had been worn by Jap 
trucks traveling there only a few days earlier. Me in my only pair 
of green fatigue trousers, stripped to the waist and armed with 
an empty Jap rifle — ^walking in worn-out shoes with Jap socks. 
The GHQ Major in a brand new pair of coveralls, helmet, belt 
with canteen, compass, field glasses, wire clippers, sheath knife — 
and carrying a Tommy gun with a loaded clip. 
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JAPANESE RIFLES 

Japanese rifles used in World War II were all copied from the 
basic Mauser pattern, and as in the case of other nation's modifi- 
cations of Paul Mauser's good rifle, most of the changes proved 
to be steps backward. They retained to the last the straight bolt 
of the old 98 Mauser, made quite a few minor changes in the igni- 
tion assembly, adopted a diff"erent floor plate latch, and extended 
the tang portions of both receiver and guard to facilitate the use 
of a laminated buttstock. It would have been a more practical 
procedure to have simply tooled up for the Model 98, as was. The 
Japs simply joined what might well be called an international 
association of fumblers, who, faced with a near-perfect model to 
work from which they were absolutely unable to improve, went 
ahead nevertheless and worked a few of their own ideas, producing 
their so-called ^Version" of the good old German man and game 
killer; and like our own Ordnance Department, they produced a 
bastard rifle. 

For one thing, they made their rifles entirely too long. The 
I standard Model 38 6.5mm, for instance, had a ridiculous thirty- 

8 one and a quarter inches of barrel screwed into it, which gave the 

g weapon an overall length of fifty and a quarter inches. The only 

^ worth-while purpose served by making the barrels that long was a 

^1 great reduction of muzzle blast and flash — which furnished the 

I/) 

y American uninformed (including one high ranking general) with 

I reasons for stating erroneously that the Japs had developed an 

S absolutely smokeless powder, much better for jungle fighting than 

b any of ours. 

I There were, of course, numerous disadvantages to the longer 

I rifles. They were unwieldy and awkward, especially in the jungle. 

I They were too heavy for their caliber. And this excess of weight 

S- and length, unlike certain other features built into Jap rifles, was 

certainly not demanded by any of the peculiarities of the Jap 
S soldier. The. Jap doughboy was an awfully little man, on the 

average, for such a big gun. 
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Another fixed idiocy of the Japs was manifest in the adoption 
of the receiver cover for all rifles. Its utilization necessitated the 
cutting of two deep grooves for almost the full length of the re- 
ceiver, which certainly did nothing to strengthen the action. The 
protection which that foolish contrivance could give to the work- 
ing parts of the rifle was negligible, and if it was kept on during 
temperature changes — such as those incurred in transferring the 
weapon from the shade into the sunlight — it worked to facilitate 
the condensation of moisture and the resultant formation of big 
gobs of rust on the bolt surface and ignition parts. Whenever the 
action was operated with the receiver cover on the weapon rattled 
like all of the proverbial tin pots and pans in hell. I know of at 
least two Japs who were located by our people because of that 
rattling sound as they operated their bolts, and who were killed 
before they fired a second shot. 

The Jap-instigated alterations of the ignition mechanism tended 
to increase the weight of the moving parts over those of the Mau- 
ser. A hollow firing pin and upper sear engagement such as the 
Japs developed must have been rather difficult to manufacture — 
even if it did eliminate the need of the Mauser-type locking ar- 
rangement of upper sear engagement and firing rod. It is nice to 
aim this criticism from an entrenched position. Standing in my 
own shoes I can criticize the Japs for the changes they wrought in 
the Mauser firing pin mechanism, but if I happened to be one of 
the "experts" who developed the action of our own M1903 modi- 
fication of the Mauser, I would keep awfully quiet about the whole 
thing. Because compared to the ill-conceived ignition system of 
our own bolt action, which was designed with no regard what- 
soever for the basic principle of firearms design which demands a 
firm, crisp blow on the primer, the Japanese modification is a 
dream of perfection. When our own experts chopped the sturdy 
D one-piece Mauser firing pin in two, and then coupled the two poor 

dismembered parts together for operation with an inherently ill- 
functioning joint, they succeeded in accomplishing at one stroke 
S of the drawing pen a point of extreme unreliability for the Spring- 

I field rifle, and they also made certain that there was at least one 

S part of their rifle that would break with great regularity, causing 

I the target shot to have to fire many alibi runs on the rifle range — 

I and making the soldier do God knows what on the battlefield. 

i The United States and the Japs alike, in my opinion, would have 

I done well to have adopted the Mauser ignition system as it was. 

S- The Japanese extended their dirty work farther back on the 

^ bolt and produced a safety and lock that, though mechanically 

S sound, was vastly inferior to the one on the Mauser, being equally 

I diflftcult to manipulate with cold fingers, and generally more noisy 
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in operation. Its flaring rear, mushrooming outward on the end of 
the bolt, did provide some protection from the escaping gases 
which naturally accompanied the use of poorly loaded Japanese 
ammunition, and its secureness against allowing bolt parts to be 
blown rearward into the firer's face was likely greater than the 
Springfield. 

The Japs, like many of our experts, were still living in the dark 
ages when it came to weapons-sense, and were similarly overly 
bayonet conscious, going to great lengths to make their rifles into 
good bayonet handles. They built massive upper bands and hooked 
good strong studs onto them and kept the front sights and the 
muzzle ends well adapted to the fitting of these long-obsolete toad 
stabbers. And they accordingly increased the weight of all of their 
rifles. The folding bayonet on their Model 191 1 6.5 Cavalry car- 
bine with its massive hinge and latch provided the high mark of 
this foolish and barbaric influence in modern weapons design. 

In case the foregoing paragraph has not made my stand in this 
matter clear, let me give you my own opinion on the bayonet and 
hand-to-hand combat in general. It is my belief that the bayonet 
is about as useless a bit of equipment in this present day and age 
as the cavalry saber. We should have dispensed years ago with 
both the weapon itself and the hours of wasted effort which went 
into bayonet instruction. The present-day apologists for the re- 
tention of that obsolete item will argue for the first few minutes 
of a discussion and claim an actual combat value for the weapon; 
then, when loudly called down and corrected by all of the men in 
the room who happen to be wearing Combat Infantry Badges, 
they will lapse into a lot of drivel about "stimulating morale" and 
"improving the physical condition of the soldier." 
I Such arguments are as stupid as they are dangerous. There are 

Bi plenty of the useful phases of training which will serve to teach a 

I useful subject to a man and harden him physically at the same 

I time. And if you want to give a man calisthenics — well, give him 

[^' calisthenics. Don't try to sell an intelligent American on the idea 

y of killing his enemy the way Sir Galahad did. Let the foreign na- 

p tions retain their ideas about bayonet fighting. After our experience 

K in this war, we can rely on our own judgment — at least in the 

^ evaluation of foreign methods. 

For all practical purposes, there hasn't been any bayonet fight- 
I ing in this war of ours — and it is time we admitted our past foolish- 

ness in hanging on to the bayonet all of these years. It will be even 
more foolish for us to continue to weigh down the front end of our 
weapons with a lot of extraneous wood and metal in front of the 
lower band. 

(We are not notv making that mistake, for the bayonet has been 
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cut to knife length — and is mainly being used as a knife. It was 
to our advantage that the Japs wasted much more time and effort 
than we did with pig-stickers. It is to the great discredit of our 
intelligence that we waited so long to change our bayonet into a 
sheath knife that would be put on the end of a rifle for morale and 
other purposes.) 

In addition to the features of the Jap weapons which were more 
or less arbitrarily decided upon by Japanese ordnance authorities, 
there were a number of points which were more or less demanded 
by the fact that the Jap soldiers were, on the whole, mechanically 
stupid. Jap weapons design had to be influenced by the faults of 
the Jap soldier, 

I refer in particular to the barleycorn front sight and the open 

V rear, which are the simplest, the most rugged, and the most 

practical sights for the use of men of peasant background and I.Q. 

After a great amount of personal experience gained in instructing 

the Chinese, that fact has at last become obvious to me. The great 

problem faced by the Jap marksmanship instructors was more 

mechanical than visual. They had to get across the idea of trigger 

squeeze, so that the canny Jap would not tend to buck his shot 

two paddy fields to the right of his target. Those people weren't 

worried about making their man able to put all of his shots into a 

ten-inch bull at two hundred yards — they were worried about 

enabling him to stand some chance of hitting a man standing up 

at a hundred. (We could have done well at some of our IRTC's to 

have reoriented our own training program in that same direction.) 

The barleycorn sight, age old, familiar, simple as hell, made just 

as good a sight as any for the mine-run Jap doughboy. Anyone 

who has faced the abysmal ignorance of the common Oriental 

I soldiers, as I have, will readily back me up in this. 

Bi The Japs were more or less forced to use open sights because 

I there were no good military peep sights for them to copy at the 

I time they designed their rifles. The first peep sight which was 

^ optically worth a damn was put on the Enfield and the Browning 

y Auto rifles in 191 7, and it was a mechanical abortion of the first 

p water. The first practical aperture rear sight which has gotten into 

K popular military use can presently be seen on our own MI. Before 

its advent, there just wasn't a good all around peep sight. So, with 

the exception of a few peep type drift slides seen on an occasional 

I Arisaka, the Japs stuck to the V-notch. 

Now, before all of the snipers of World War I jump up and cry 

^ for my blood because of my inference that the '03 Springfield sight 

is no damned good, let me do a little explaining. It took a highly 

N skilled marksman to use the too-far-forward and entirely-too-small 

I aperture that was on the '03. The common soldier didn't fool with 
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it in combat, any more than he did with the sling. And there 
weren't enough good shots in either one of our recent wars to cut 
any ice at all. If, at the outset of this war, we had not had avail- 
able the excellent MI rear sight and the properly positioned aper- 
ture rear sights which were built into some of the wartime versions 
of the '03, I, for my part, would have preferred to see barleycorn- 
type sights in use on our rifles in preference to the old '03 sight. 
Not for my own personal use, mind you, but for the use of the 
great mass of men who had to be taught to use their weapons in 
precious few hours time, with a definite limit set upon the amount 
of marksmanship training of all sorts to be given them. The Japs, 
at least, recognized one or two of their limitations. If our Garand 
had been out in time for them to copy it (by 1900 or thereabouts), 
it might have been a different story — not the war, for it would 
have taken more than a good rear sight to have changed that — 
but the Jap that missed my ear a few inches at Morovovo might 
have hit me in the bean, and that, I think, would have made a 
big difference, to George at least. 

The great mass of rifles which I have so far seen in the hands of 
Japs has been almost entirely made up of the types commonly 
referred to as the Arisaka rifles. These are all of the various models 
officially adopted, which are normally issued to the Japanese In- 
fantry. The great variety of rifles that were seen on every Jap 
front was present because of the Jap's great hesitancy to discard 
anything he had captured, regardless of its uselessness or the un- 
availability of ammunition. Then too, the Japs frequently cap- 
tured certain models of rifles and machine guns in such quantities 
that they thought it wise to load ammunition in their own fac- 
tories to fit the captured weapons. So, we found large numbers of 
g British Enfields, Dutch Steyrs, American M1917 Enfields, Mau- 

sers and Krags in the possession of the Japs on Guadalcanal, with 
§. ample evidence that their use was not the idea of individuals, but 
3{ rather the carrying out of a directive from higher authority. The 
^' M1917 Enfields I saw had been modified a bit to take the Jap 
y bayonet, and quantities of Japanese-loaded ammunition were on 

1 hand in .303 British caliber for use in the captured British weapons. 
S There were, of course, far more Japanese than captured weapn 
I on around, the long-barrelled Arisaka .25 being seen most often. 

The Japanese Model 38 6.5mm Rifle (which is the official name 
I for the standard length .25 Arisaka) is not a bad gun, in spite of 

I the things you have read elsewhere and the derogatory remarks 

I I have just finished making about it. With the exception of the 

innovation of a hollow firing pin with an inside mainspring, a 
I combination bolt head and safety lock, and the addition of a third 

I lug, the bolt itself is rigidly held to Mauser pattern. 

Q) 
O^ 
O 
O 

D 



c 



'rtonlf* Original from 

*^^^^^ UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



o 
o 

6 

Q. 
N: 
CD 



(^ 



IS 






•X3 

a ^ 

la 



\\ 



\\. "^\> 



D 

O 
O 
D 



Google 



Original from 
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



264 Shots Fired in Anger 

This additional duo-functional lug on the forward part of the 
bolt which follows the left lug race, is slightly to the rear of the 
left lug proper, and acts as a bolt stop, thereby saving the impor- 
tant rear surface of the lug itself from being battered, during 
manipulation, by the bolt stop. This feature, combined with a 
rearward lengthening of the receiver, acts to prevent the cramping 
of the bolt in rearmost position. This benefit is secured through 
firm support of the bolt in its rearmost position where it retains 
more than two full inches of its length within the receiver barrel. 
This is an improvement over the Mauser, but it is gained at some 
cost, for it tends to increase the overall length of the receiver for 
a particular cartridge. 

The extractor is of conventional Mauser design, attached to 
the bolt by means of the usual collar, and riding in the right lug 
race. The bolt handle is projected straight outward from the bolt 
in a direction at right angles to the axis of the locking lugs and is 
positioned three-quarters to the rear on the length of the bolt. 
It is some two-and-a-quarter inches in length; and its knob is 
elliptical in cross section, and its base is square, forming a sub- 
stantial safety lug. The rifle I have present at hand has a single, 
large gasport cut through the left side (closed position) of the 
bolt just forward of the extractor collar. But there were varied 
types of gasports in other Arisaka bolts which I have seen. 

The Arisaka bolt can be disassembled faster than any others of 
the Mauser type; a rank amateur can jerk it into its five basic 
units in four seconds and keep a hand free to toy with his gaTs ear 
all the while, if she happens to be close by. 

There is nothing wrong with this bolt except the rather glaring 
fault of a straight bolt handle. Except for that major shortcoming 
oj it would seem to me that the Japs actually committed less non- 

§ constructive butchery on the Mauser than did the designers of the 

D '03 rifle. The guts of the bolt are certainly more foolproof than the 

£ unnecessarily complex '03 arrangement of striker, collar, firing pin 

^1 rod, and spring; and I don't think there would have been as much 

S field breakage with the Arisaka if the Japs had used metals equal to 

I ours in their weapons. 

S The receiver itself follows the old Mauser design with the most 

I apparent alteration being an extension of the tang strip to the 

I rear, for an inch or so. This is mainly for the purpose of facilitating 

i the joining of the two pieces of wood which make up the buttstock 

J of the Arisaka and to provide bedding necessary with the usage of 

S- such soft gunstock woods. I doubt if there are any other reasons of 

^ importance. The guard, of course, is similarly extended on the 

S under side of the grip and the two are joined at the rear by an 

I extra guard screw set into the rear of the receiver tang through 
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both pieces of steel so that the wood joint is gripped tightly be- 
tween the guard rear and the receiver tang. The bottom cut for 
the sear is positioned much farther forward in the receiver than 
on the Mauser, and the engagement is forward, within the rear 
receiver ring. This position is necessary because of the deeply 
(forward) cut stroke-space in the rear of the bolt, which allows the 
use of a relatively short firing pin with its full length retained, at 
cock or relaxed, within the actual body of the bolt proper. The 
action does not have a bolt sleeve, its functions being taken over 
by the rear of the bolt and the safety lock assembly. 

The bolt stop and ejector assembly is a clever gadget. It is 
similar to the Mauser in appearance but a little different in 
function. The bolt stop acts as does the stop of the Mauser, though 
it butts against the third lug on the bolt instead of the usual left 
locking lug. The cleverness of the assembly shows up when we 
examine the ejector. It is of the pivoting type, similar in principle 
but not in appearance to the Springfield, and much stronger and 
more certain. It does not depend upon the continuously main- 
tained pressure of an ejector spring as does the Mauser; nor upon 
the short radiused and critically timed pivoting action which is 
used in the Springfield. The Arisaka has instead a long-radius 
pivoting type ejector which is actuated by the third lug ("bolt 
stop lug*') as the bolt approaches its rearmost position during the 
back stroke. There can be no failure due to a clogged or tired spring, 
which frequently causes trouble in the Mauser, and it is not unduly 
delicate of construction or critical of fit as is the ejector of ye good 
old Springfield. The size of the ejector and bolt stop assembly was 
increased over the copied Mauser in order to gain the advantage 
described above and, it would seem, the advantage was sufficient 
g to warrant the additional weight and bulk. 

8 The trigger mechanism is roughly similar to that of the Mauser, 

g. producing the orthodox military type trigger pull, with a pre- 

S liminary take up before the full resistance of the engaged sear is 

^' felt by the trigger. The trigger looks to be positioned in a much 

u more forward position than the Mauser — an appearance created 

I by the increased length of the Arisaka receiver and the forward 

S position of the Arisaka sear. 

b The receiver ring is not enlarged to exceed the diameter of the 

I receiver proper and it has two holes in its top, drilled concentrically 

I through the ring. These are presumably gasports; I have seen a 

I few rifles that did not have any, and some which had one such 

I hole. 

Throughout my description of the receiver, I have been un- 
I consciously avoiding mention of the useless metal cover which I 

I spoke of earlier in the text. Its stupidity of design is too obvious 
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to merit more than a mere speaking of, and the two unsightly 
grooves which are cut lengthwise along the receiver to guide the 
contraption back and forth and keep it in place as the bolt is op- 
erated are even worse. The guy that thought that abortion up 
did dirt to the Jap soldier. Most of the Japs on Guadalcanal were 
smart enough to throw away this bolt cover and use the rifle with 
the unblued bolt flashing boldly forth in the sunlight. 

The barrels are — in wise retention of the Mauser design — 
fitted and cut for the extractor in such a way as to give the greatest 
possible support to the cartridge case. The entire cartridge, head 
of case and all, enters into the chamber of the rifle, as does the 
head of the bolt, and the breech closure is the most complete of 
any modern bolt action rifle in existence today. 

The follower is a metal stamped adaptation of the Mauser and 
the follower spring is a wire substitute for the flat strip equivalent 
in the Mauser and Springfield. The floorplate is essentially the 
same as the Springfield, as is the entire guard, though the latch is 
a modified one of simple lever design to replace the hidden Mauser 
type. Also, the guard is extended rearward to match the metal of 
the receiver tang above and to furnish a rearward location for a 
third guard screw — an artifice meant to hold together the two- 
piece buttstock. There is ample room in the trigger guard for a 
heavily gloved finger, though it is not as large as the standard 
military Mauser's. The possibility of releasing the floorplate latch 
with the trigger finger during firing is only theoretical, the latch 
spring being powerful enough to insure against such mishap. 

The profile of the Arisaka's 31.4 inch barrel is not shaped for 

accuracy, being bottlenecked abruptly from a point about i^ 

inches in front of the receiver. The barrel from that point forward 

gj is rather small in diameter, tapering only slightly outward to the 

8 muzzle. The rear sight, of the long, folding leaf design, is mounted 

on a base fixed to the barrel, after the manner of the Springfield, 
% but a little farther forward, with the rear end of its fixed base 
^1 jutting against a shoulder in the bottleneck of the barrel instead 
S of the receiver itself. The tall, roughly graduated leaf swings up- 

1 ward from the front from a folded-down carry position, pivoting 
S on a pin-type hinge similar to the one on the '03. It is graduated 
I up to 2,400 meters in increments of 100 meters each, starting with 
I 500, and is scored on the side with a notch for each graduation. 
i The battle leaf is presumably set at 500 and the bottom of the 
I leaf has a notch cut in it to provide a 400 meter setting. These 
S- sights are obviously crude and unscientific, but nevertheless highly 
^ suitable for the Oriental soldiers to use. The open V notch, which 
S is the only rear sight profile used (there are three separate Vs cut 
I into the rear sight leaf and slide assembly) is matched up with a 
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barleycorn-type, sharp-pointed front sight. The forward position 
of the rear sight, several inches in front of the Springfield's, is less 
critical of focus and has the desirable effect of sharpening up the 
definition of the rear sight for older eyes — a feature that becomes 
more desirable when barleycorn and open V sights are used. 

Adjustments (for elevation only) are made in the rear sight by 
pressing a latch on the right side of the elevating slide and moving 
the slide freely to the desired elevation, where the latch, when 
released, will take hold in the proper notch on the right side of the 
rear sight leaf. There is no ready provision for lateral adjustment 
or windage, although the front sight blade can be driven over to 
obtain a mean zero. An allowance for bullet drift is not provided 
for in the design of the rear sight, and in view of the myriad in- 
exactitudes inherent in the barleycorn-type of sights and Japanese 
marksmanship alike, we can certainly excuse the Jap ordnance 
experts for skipping over the relatively unimportant factor of 
drift allowances. This neglect, however, provides proof that in 
spite of the 2,400 meter rear sight leaf, there was no intent to build 
a weapon suitable for ultra long range fire at individual targets. 

The sling swivels are widely separated on the rifle to make it 
easy for the rifleman to carry the weapon diagonally across his 
back and yet keep both hands free for climbing or carrying. The 
sturdy lower band, which carries the upper sling swivel, is set far 
out on the forearm of the stock, much too far to permit any use 
of the sling for shooting purposes, unless the sling might possibly 
be used in connection with the legs in the Continental back posi- 
tion. The lower sling swivel was almost identical with that of the 
Springfield, but situated much closer to the grip. In some rifles 
I saw the lower band was cleverly bedded-down upon a steel fixture 
oj neatly fitted into the forearm; this prevented bending the long bar- 

§ rel. The handguard was "packed" against the barrel here with a 

6 pad of thin greased cloth. 

% The stock and handguard, along with the excessively massive 

^1 buttplate and sling swivels, were obviously constructed with the 

g constant thought of bayonet employment in mind, and they were 

I much stronger than would have ordinarily been necessary for 

S such a light calibered rifle. However, some of that appearance of 

I undue thickness was brought about by the required usage of third- 

M rate wood of which the stocks were made. 

I The upper band was also heavily built and rather tightly fit 

I about the barrel. The bayonet stud was an integral part of it, cut 

I out of the same piece of metal and placed in the same position as 

^ the Springfield or Mauser. A good, steel cleaning rod projected 

g outward from a hole in the forend inside the upper band and was 

I held securely in place by a spring loaded latch inletted into the 
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forend at six o'clock, just to the rear of the upper band. The slings 
furnished with the rifle, as seen on Guadalcanal, were mostly of 
good leather, though a few rubberized canvas ones had begun to 
come through by that time. Later on, in Burma, the Japs seemed 
to have run entirely out of leather. 

The accepted Jap method of firing this long rifle from the prone 
position seemed to call for gripping the forearm just in front of 
the trigger guard and lying at the usual twenty-five degree angle 
from the line of fire while aiming. This put the left forearm nearly 
vertical, which has its advantages (when not using the sling) with 
a hell of a lot of long barrel quivering out in front. It could not 
have been an especially steady position. The more deadly Jap 
shots, of whom I have encountered a few, were past masters at the 
improvisation of diff^erent forearm rests, which enabled them to 
fire with greatly increased accuracy. There were not so many Dead- 
Eye-Dicks to be found, thank God. It doesn't take very many to be 
too many and much of the respect which I now have for the deadly 
effectiveness of rifle sniping is based upon later experiences which, 
though few in number, drove home in my mind a first hand knowl- 
edge of the terror-instilling damage to individual and unit morale 
which can be meted out by a few accurately aimed rifle shots. 

The Arisaka rifle I have just described is a pretty good gun. It 
is clumsier than any of ours, but in slow fire it is easier to shoot. 
It has practically no recoil, what with its lengthy barrel, its mod- 
erately loaded cartridge, and its weight of ten pounds with sling. 
It has fair accuracy up to about 500 yards and a muzzle velocity 
of 2,400 foot seconds, which puts it up in the high power military 
class and gives it a maximum range of some 2,600 yards. It loads 
and operates in the same manner as any Mauser type rifle, and 
I although it would not show up as well as the '03 (or, of course, the 

gi Garand) on the rifle range, especially in rapid fire, it would not be 

S- much slower to operate and reload under combat conditions. 

I All of the other rifles I will describe in following chapters have 

1^' evolved themselves from, or were forerunners of, this basic rifle 

y of the Japanese Army. It was, I believe, the most extensively used 

p Jap weapon in World War II and although it was superseded by 

K later models of diff'erent caliber it remained popular with the 

^ troops. All of the Japs I have talked to expressed a marked pref- 

erence for the old reliable Arisaka 6.5 over any of the later Jap 
I guns and all of the foreign guns — except for the Garand. In spite 

of all of its shortcomings, some of which were so stupid that they 
defied belief (almost as much as certain of our own ordnance 
inanities concerned with the adoption of our Springfield) it proved 
to be a good, reliable combat rifle. And it killed many thousand 
Americans who were armed with the best weapons in the world. 
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After a few weeks in battle in jungle areas most any Infantry- 
man will admit that he cannot possibly tell the exact caliber or 
type of rifle from its report alone. He will generally say that any 
' bullet coming over at short range will crack like a whip as it 
passes, and that the crack will become less sharp and less loud as 
the range increases. But he will also tell you that the primary 
sound of the rifle (the actual muzzle blast) can seldom be con- 
sidered a giveaway as to the caliber of an enemy weapon. Terrain 
surroundings do much to alter the sounds of weapons; acoustics 
in the jungle and coconut groves are treacherous. 

When different calibered weapons are being fired, side by side, 

on the range, the difference in sound, even though the calibers and 

charges are nearly the same, will be noticeable. And on the range 

the same is true of various Japanese weapons. We all knew that 

the 6.5mm cartridge always made a sharp crack in the rifle; thin 

and piping, compared to the deeper roar of an Mi or an '03, 

I whether it was fired from a carbine or rifle. But this difference 

I was distinguishable only in the open, or in areas where the fight- 

Q. ing had been fixed for a while and the sounds of certain weapons 

S had been heard over and over again in that area so that they were 

1^' cataloged clearly, each in the soldier^s mind. After several day's 

S fighting in the same set of holes it would generally be possible to 

I determine the caliber and distance of a weapon from its report 

S alone. 

I On the third day after the Second Battalion had taken Mount 

I Austen, it was reported by many men along the outer line that 

I they were being fired at with our own Mi rifles, and a few '03s too. 

I I was almost certain that the Japs had not gotten more than four 

I of our rifles during the previous fighting; the men we had lost 

during the early hours had been covered pretty well by artillery 
I fire during the first night and the Japs did not get to their bodies. 

I But in the shooting going on all along the line, we had recognized 
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a louder and deeper series of reports, which indicated that at least 
thirty enemy rifles of caliber larger than 6.smm were being used. 
The new weapons were heard first at about nine o'clock, and 
as I gradually became aware of the meaning of those different 
sounds, I began to suffer from a gnawing fear that the unit we 
were pitted against had been reinforced during the night by other 
troops — armed with a diflPerent weapon. It was not the greatest 
fear I was feeling at the time, because there were other things to 
worry about, and I didn't tell anyone of it; though the new firing 
sounds were being discussed all along the perimeter. 

While I was nibbling away at a can of meat and beans, and 
cursing the QM for accepting rations in a style of can which could 
absolutely not be opened without a third of its contents being 
spilled over the poor soldier's lap, a Japanese rifleman, who had 
infiltrated around our right flank, started potting away. Not with 
any great effect — but he scared some men down at the water hole 
into taking cover, and he also got a part of the CP on the slope 
pinned down. I got my rifle and went stalking him, getting a 
somewhat better idea of his location after each of his shots. 

I had sited myself on that part of the slope which he had under 
fire, and I was kneeling behind a big fallen log which did not give 
any too much protection because it was rotten and pithy inside. 
I knew it wouldn't stop a bullet, and that concern tended to ham- 
per my concentration upon the difficult problem of locating the 
infiltrator's position. But I had to make the most of it, and get 
underway as quickly as possible, as one good rifleman in such a 
position can raise merry hell with the people he is shooting at. 
There was no safe place to conduct the search from which would 
give me the good view of my present position. So I continued the 
I search, hoping with sincere earnestness that I would find the Nip 

I before he located me. 

§. My efforts were forestalled — fortunately not by the Nip. I had 

3{ just begun to get my bearings when a bunch of people over in 'T" 

1^' Company, to my left flank and above me on top of the hill, began 

y to open up on the base of a large buttress-rooted tree. I instantly 

I aimed with my rifle at a spot on one of the great flattened roots, 

S where the burst of their Browning Automatic rifle had centered 

b itself, tearing away at the bark and splattering the green moss 

I crust. Something fell from the top of that root, where it joined the 

I trunk, and then the slumped form of a Jap, with a tightly strapped 

I helmet still hanging on his head, slid down along the upper edge 

I of the root. His shoulders, head, arms and hands were hanging 

down on my side. As he slid on downward someone in "F" Com- 
I pany continued to let him have it with the BAR, so that when he 

I came to rest at the bottom of the root he was churned up into a 
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reddish mess — but that helmet, shot through several times, re- 
mained on his head. He had evidently followed the creed of the 
ancient Samurai warrior and "tightened his helmet strings for the 
battle." 

The object which first fell from the higher part of the root had 
been the soldier's rifle — one of the new ones which had just been 
heard for a few hours, a Model 99 (1939) 7.7mm job, official suc- 
cessor to the Arisaka 6.5mm. I got hold of it a day later, in rather 
good shape, with only a few flakes of rust on the outside. The 
Jap's body had fallen clear of the rifle and the rust was of the 
ordinary type, not the deep, pitted corrosion which is caused when 
a weapon is wetted with salty blood. 

From first glance it looked to me as though the decision to 
adopt this new Japanese rifle as the standard Infantry weapon 
must have been made on a level above Infantry command circles, 
for except in the interests of caliber standardization, the weapon 
had little to off"er in the way of advantages over the older 6.5mm 
caliber weapons. 

The older guns were easier to shoot, having much less recoil; 
their ammunition was light to carry; and the carbine model of the 
Arisaka 6.5mm was much lighter and handier in the jungle. And 
the ballistic qualities of the old 6.5 were entirely adequate for 
mankilling. 

The Japanese knew all of this, and while they had decided to 
adopt the heavier calibered weapon they did not do it in whole- 
hog fashion. They simply began to manufacture it along with 
their other weapons, and to gradually increase its quantities in the 
field. I was to learn of this later on in the war, though the trend 
was indicated pretty well by what we were to see on Guadalcanal 
gj itself. 

8 This first 7.7 rifle I looked at was nearly new, and the varnish 

finish and light color of wood used in the stock were considerable 
^ handicaps to camouflage in the jungle. This complaint held true 
^1 for all Japanese weapons, though — all of them used the same sort 
S of light colored and unduly porous wood, which would not take 

1 an oil finish at all. Like other Japanese rifles, the new 7.7mm job 
S was blued in finish; that was the only finish I saw on enemy weap- 
I ons on Guadalcanal. The Japs apparently did not use the parker- 
I izing finish at all, and with the glossy blue and varnished stock 
i they used this weapon tended to reflect lots of light — entirely 
I too much for a military rifle. 

S- The M99 can be described as a rather ordinary military rifle, 

^ weighing 9 pounds, with an overall length of 44^^ inches and a 

S barrel length of 2$}i inches. It has a monopod (which could be 

I called a bipod, as it has two prongs) front support which folds 
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forward from the lower band; this is about 12 inches long. It re- 
tains the same type bolt and receiver, and nearly the same type 
of action as the M38 Arisaka, Differences in these parts are very 
minor, such as the adoption of a "cocking piece" of slightly dif- 
ferent shape from the Arisaka, although its function as safety lock 
remained the same. The rear end of the receiver bearing against 
the rear of the bolt handle base was altered, apparently in the in- 
terest of manufacturers short-cuts. It was lighter and thinner than 
the M38S. The length of the receiver extension piece on top was 
increased so that its rearmost tip was nearly back to the point of 
comb — a full three-and-a-half inches from the rear of the receiver 
proper. This permitted the rear guard screw to actually be placed 
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through the stock behind the pistolgrip, and enabled the weak 
wood of the grip to be reinforced by inletting steel straps on top 
and below. It would seem that the rigorous program for bayonet 
practice must have broken quite a few stocks to cause this pre- 
cautionary measure. 

Backward steps were taken in the design of a plain spring- 
loaded ejector, and the employment of a hole drilled at twelve 
o^clock in the receiver ring for a gas vent. The bolt itrclf had the 
usual large oval gas vent cut just in front of the extractor collar 
I cut. The ubiquitous Jap action cover was stubbornly retained, God 

I knows why. 

Q. Viewing the action from the underside, other changes in the 

S old Arisaka design could be seen. A hinged floorplate had been 

^ adopted with the hinge forward; and a new type latch was em- 

S ployed at the rear, with its operating portion mostly inside the 

P trigger guard; a rearward pull on a small up-bent protrusion being 

S necessary to unlock the floorplate. The guard was extended far 

^ rearward to match the increased length of the receiver extension 

above, giving the entire guard and floorplate assembly an overall 
I length of II inches. The extended rear part was bent to fit the 

outline of the slightly curved pistolgrip into which it inletted. 
S" AH three guard screws were inserted from the under side. 

The sling swivels were fitted on the left side of the rifle, possibly 
S a compromise measure, as it was planned to use the one length of 

I weapon for both Infantry and Cavalry. The buttplate was of the 
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shallow, stamped metal-cap variety, extended forward at the top 
so that its upper screw could be inserted downward at right angles 
to the one in the heel. 

The lower band was more massive than any yet seen, and was 
held in place by a through bolt, which did away with the excessive 
weight of the two spring retainers used on the Arisaka. The band*s 
under portion swelled into a solid block which provided a base 
and hinge for the heavy wire monopod. Its left side held the upper 
sling swivel, the loop of which was lopsided to assume a com- 
fortable position, or "bearing angle" of the sling on the carrying 
shoulder. 

Some slight economy of weight was evident in the construction 
of the upper band. It was still amply strong, but lacked the heavi- 
ness of the one on the Cavalry carbine. A full-length cleaning rod 
was set in the forend and retained by means of a push button 
latch; this latch was built lighter in weight than the one used on 
the Arisaka and the Thirty Year Model. The visible parts of it 
were small, just an inletted guide with a square push button about 
an inch-and-a-quarter behind the band. 

A handguard was employed to cover the top of the barrel from 
rear sight base to the upper band, different from those on the 
Arisaka rifles, which went forward only to the lower band leaving 
the barrel beyond that point bare on top. This new procedure 
permitted the upper band to be placed in the normal position, to 
hold the sling swivel, instead of in the far forward position to 
bind the far end of the handguard. (The far-out position of lower 
band, so used on the Arisaka, made carrying very awkward, caus- 
ing the far dangling lower part of the rifle to bang uncomfortably 
against the thigh and hip of the carrier.) 
gj The front sight was on exactly the same pattern as the Arisaka, 

8 a barleycorn blade dovetailed into a base with side guards. The 

o_ base had a good flat front to give a surface for the bayonet guard 

^ to rest against — a practical field sight, but not built for good all- 

^1 round accuracy. 

S In the rear sight of the M99 rifle, though, the Japanese did 

I themselves proud, trying out several new (to them) ideas at the 

S same time. The sight was mounted in the same place as on previous 

b weapons, an inch-and-a-half forward of the receiver, but its con- 

I struction was different from any other Japanese rifle. The only 

I retained feature was the basic folding-leaf design; practically 

I every other concept followed in the case of the Arisaka was dis- 

S- carded. 

They adopted the peep sight, and went for it wholehog. Even 
I the battle sight was a peep. At the same time, they left off the 

I earlier ideas of short range zero; where all previous rifles had 
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j1 Japanese soldier puts an edge on his bayonet. 

It wasn't often that Jap bayonets were found sharpened for more than a very 
few inches down from the point. All the blades I saw were dulled along the rest 
of the edge, 

Japs were great for using the bayonet off^ as well as attached to^ the rifle. 
Sometimes they conducted very minor shore-to-shore operations, a squad or so 
swimming in the ocean around our flank at nighty carrying bayonets in their 
teeth. Such doings were generally disastrotcs — to the Japs, 

Notice that this soldier is wearing a cloth to keep the flies o§ the back of his 
neck. This wasn^t such a bad idea in a lot of areas. The simple cotton uniform 
used by the Japanese was nearly as practical as our own, except for the feature 
of wrap leggins and tight fit trousers j which most of them were silly enough to 
keep wearing, even in the jungle. 
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minimum settings of 400 meters, the M99 had provision for zero- 
ing at 100 meters; and the battle peep, which came into position 
when the main sight leaf was laid, was apparently zeroed for point 
blank firing. Both regular and battle apertures were made large 
enough, each measuring roughly 3/32'', but like our own '03, they 
were positioned too far from the eye for optical correctness. The 
leaf was of the conventional type, and no windage adjustment 
was provided in its base. Ranges were laid off by scored lines from 
100 to 1,500 meters, odd numbers on the left standard, even num- 
bers on the right. Designating numerals were provided from "3" 
on up, the lower lines being too close together to allow room for 
the figures '^i" and ''i^ 

The elevation slide was moved by depressing two spring- 
loaded levers located at opposite sides on the top of the slide. 
When so depressed, the bottom inward edge of each lever would 
disengage itself from its side of the leaf and the slide could be 
raised or lowered to change the elevation. A notch was provided 
on one or the other side for each hundred yards of range. There 
was no provision for adjustment to intermediate ranges, nor was 
there any provision for shifting the position of the aperture within 
the body of the slide, either laterally or vertically. 

The rear sight contained a fantastic innovation in the form of a 
pair of horizontally jutting scaled markers which were part of 
the rear sight assembly, attached to the slide. Each one, when 
folded down from the upraised leaf, projected outward an inch- 
and-a-half, making the overall width of the rear sight measure 
some four-and-seven-eighths inches. Apparently these devices were 
for anti-aircraft fire, to calculate very long leads. Each one was 
scored at center and end with the numbers "2'* and ''3,'* each 
oj numbered from the inside out (i.e., the "2s** closest to the sight 

§ leaf proper). 

6 With all the gadgets in operating position — the monopod down, 

% the sight leaf up, and the right and left anti-aircraft lead scales 

^1 folded outward — the weapon had a truly weird appearance; the 

% sight looking like a cross with a low lateral member. Add a bayonet 

I and it looked like some highly complicated hari kari machine. 

S But with all the fun we can poke at it, the weapon did indicate 

I a trend toward improvement in Japanese ordnance design. It 

M retained a lot of the good features of the Mauser-fathered Arisaka, 

% such as the neat bolt disassembly system and the improved bolt 

J stop arrangement. The adaptation of aperture sights was also an 

I improvement. There was some proof that the Japanese had profited 

^ from their early jungle experience — given by the provisions for 

g precise short range zero in the new rifle, the first one of a long line 

that did not require holding under at short range. 
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The weapon had been evolved from the Arisaka .25 with the 
simultaneous purposes of standardizing calibers and providing a 
larger bore diameter to permit the use of properly-designed and 
eflFective tracer and armor-piercing bullets. As a gun it compared 
favorably with the better military rifles of Europe, being better 
than some models. It was, of course, a very crude item when 
compared to our Springfield. When compared to our Garand it 
was utterly obsolete, and its use against that weapon placed the 
Japs at an enormous combat disadvantage. 

But the 7.7mm Model 99 rifle is numbered among the weapons 
which killed a lot of Americans in World War II and therefore it 
deserves a certain amount of respect. 
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THE "THIRTY YEAR" CARBINE 

One of the most interesting weapons of the obsolete group 
which were found on Guadalcanal was the Thirty Year Carbine 
(and rifle). We ran into limited numbers of them in the early days 
of the Mount Austen operation, and a few more when we arrived 
at Cape Esperance. At first glance they were easily distinguish- 
able from other Japanese shoulder weapons, and a quick examina- 
tion of one gave me the opinion that they had likely been the 
immediate predecessors of the Arisaka series. 

As carbines they were welcome to us, and several men in our 
column who had lost weapons during a river crossing incident 
armed themselves with the short and handy little weapons. 

It would have embarrassed some of our American weapons and 
equipment designers if they had been able to see my column during 
the latter days on Guadalcanal, Half of my men had Japanese 
haversacks; all of them had Jap shovels and water bottles. It 
seemed a little strange to me to see our men armed and equipped 
^ in such varied fashion — to see one of my men go on guard or sentry 

duty and stand post with a Jap carbine, wearing a Jap leather belt 
i with a set of cartridge boxes attached. 

^ In some way, one of the corporals in my platoon had got hold 

5, of a Thirty Year Carbine in perfect shape — and had used it with 

S good eff'ect during the last few days of patrol activity on the Tan- 

^ amboga River. When he was off duty, I borrowed the weapon and 

q looked it over carefully, firing a few shots with it at sharks swim- 

5 ming in the shallow water out in front of my little seaside leanto. 

5 Superficially, it was a beautiful little gun. It was of .256 caliber, 

^ of course, and weighed about seven pounds. The barrel length 

1 was nineteen inches, and the whole gun measured thirty eight 
I inches. The front sight was of barleycorn variety with sideguards 
^ provided and a dovetailed semimovable base which could be 
g driven to and fro to obtain a basic lateral zero. This sight, as far 

as I could tell, was exactly the same as the one on the Arisaka. The 
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folding leaf rear sight was graduated from five hundred to fifteen 
hundred meters, and when it was lowered, a battle sight notch 
came into position and supplied a 400 meter setting. (Apparently 
the Japanese of that period gave little thought to the advantages 
of being able to obtain an absolute zero at shorter ranges; as in 
the case of sights on other Japanese shoulder weapons, the leaf 
of the rear sight failed to provide any allowance for bullet drift.) 
The operation of the rear sight was the same as the Arisaka. 
The open notched "drift'* slide had a spring loaded lever lock on 
the right side which was scored on the surface for easy finger- 
grip; its lower tip was forced inward by the action of the spring 
where it would engage in the appropriate notch of a series (one 
for each hundred meters of range) which had been cut at intervals 
into the right side of the leaf. The lowering and raising of the leaf 
was accomplished by the standard hinge-and-flat spring system. 
When lowered, the leaf was engaged at its forward end by a stud 
which fit the forward (upper) inside cut of the leaf to brace it 
against shock or strain. The fixed rear sightbase was fitted around 
the barrel about one and three-quarter inches forward of the re- 
ceiver. As with the Arisaka, this was a measure taken to sharpen 
up definition of the open notch rear sight by placing it at a greater 
distance from the firer's eye. 

The upper band, which held the characteristically heavy duty 
Jap bayonet stud was stoutly made and fitted around the barrel 
with very little clearance, once again attesting to the high regard 
given to bayonet tactics by the Japanese. The forend tip, which 
in the case of the Springfield is left sticking out bare with the end- 
grain of the walnut free to pick up moisture, was neatly capped 
with a metal plate, drilled for the cleaning rod. 

The rifle cleaning rod, which the Japs have the good sense to 
g put on all of their standard rifles and carbines, was held in place 

§- by a spring loaded lever which was positioned at six o'clock on 

the forend tip, extending about three inches back from the upper 
1^' band. The rod was of conventional Japanese design, and threaded 

y for the excellent Japanese jag-type tip. On the particular weapon 

p examined, the rod handletip was of brass, and enlarged to form a 

K bore filling slug with a hole drilled in the very end, which was also 

^ used as a tool for the disassembly of the bolt. 

i The lower band was massively constructed, with the sling loop 

i fitted on the right side to permit the rifle to be handily carried, 

I It could be slung diagonally across the back by mounted cavalry 

^ and by Infantrymen who need both hands free for carrying or 

^ climbing. One unsolvable mystery, as far as I am concerned, is 

I provided by the fact that the sling was swivelled to the right side 

I of the weapon. This meant that the bolt would have to be raised 
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while the weapon was slung to keep it from grinding into the 
soldier's short ribs. This lower band was held in place against the 
forward shoulder of the enlarged rear portion of the forearm by 
an inletted spring-and-pin arrangement similar to that used on 
the Springfield; only it was much heavier in construction, and of 
twin design (i.e. there was a spring inletted on each side — one at 
3 and one at 9 o'clock). Some small excuse for this extra weight 
and work may have been provided by the fact that the band, un- 
like the Springfield's, was of solid and fixed construction, with no 
constricting takeup aff"orded by the use of a tightening screw; and 
it therefore needed this double support to prevent its rocking 




A Model iSgy or Type 30 rifle in 6.5mm caliber which is a longer version of 
the ^^30 year^ carbine. 

forward while the full weight of the weapon would be dangling on 
that "swivel'' as the concerned soldier took his horse over some 
rough country. 

Both upper and lower bands differed slightly from those on the 
Arisaka carbine in the fact that neither of them were adapted to 
fit over a handguard — because the Thirty Year Carbine had no 
handguard. The rear sling swivel was of the same design used on 
the Springfield and other rifles, but it was screwed into the right 
side of the buttstock, centered about four inches upward (forward) 
I from the buttplate and about two and one-quarter inches below 

I the top of the comb. 

§. The buttplate was a heavy, well-finished cast steel affair with 

3{ the top extended forward and inletted into the stock so that one 

1^' screw could be placed pointing downward, making it almost im- 

y possible to wrench the buttplate off to the rear in any sort of a 

I field accident. The other screw was placed in the toe, about an 

inch from the bottom tip. The plate was smooth finished, very 
slightly concave, and rather larger than is generally thought 
necessary for a military carbine of light caliber. It had no trap 
I arrangement, and actually needed none — what with the cleaning 

I rod on the weapon and the Japanese procedure of carrying clean- 

I ing equipment in the compartments and outside loops of their 

cartridge pouches, 
I The stock of this particular carbine was made of wood with a 

I texture very similar to the poorer grades of American walnut and 
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It was of rather thick, one-third pistolgrip construction. As in the 
case of a few Arisakas I have seen, the entire stock proper was 
of a single piece of zvood^ without the usual Japanese artifice of 
fitting an extra piece to fill out the lower third of the buttstock. 
The metal of the upper and lower tang surfaces was extended to 
the rear, however, just as in the case of weapons with the two 
piece stock. This instance would tend to nullify the concept that 
the rearward extension of metal was a feature incorporated solely 
for the purpose of binding together the forward part of the two 
piece stock; especially when it is realized that the Thirty Year 
Model was designed prior to the Arisaka. It is rather more likely 
that the rearward extension of metal was for the combined pur- 
poses of strengthening the stock at its inherently weak grip portion 
and at the same time increasing the area of rearend wood and metal 
contact to help take up the recoil. With the soft woods available 
to the Japanese, it is doubtful if the recoil shoulder system of 
recoil absorption — as used in the Springfield and the original M-98 
Mauser — would have proven satisfactory for their weapons. Most 
likely the metal parts would have set back if this system were 
used. 

The fit and finish of the particular stock which I examined were 
tighter and finer than those normally seen on Japanese ordnance 
products, and the same compliment can be paid its fittings, which 
were carefully polished and blued. The short forearm space be- 
twixt receiver and lower band was inevitably graced with a short 
pair of finger grooves, which have been classically designated 
''hog wallows" by the late E. C. Grossman; and this is the only 
weapon I have seen on which their existence might have been 
justified. The carbine was a military weapon which might have 
I to be fired at rapid fire rates for sustained periods, heating the 

8 barrel considerably — and there was no handguard; therefore the 

g^ finger grooves might serve the purpose of reminding a man to 

% grip the lower stock rather than let his fingers curl naturally 

^1 around the barrel and fry on the tips. 

y More than likely, though, the Japanese just overlooked the 

I importance of a handguard, and failed to provide one. The finger 

S grooves also appear on their rifles which do have guards, (and all 

b of their later weapons were equipped with guards). After a suflft- 

I cient number of years' experience, it seems, all ordnance depart- 

I ments come to realize the importance of keeping parts of the 

I soldier from coming into contact with bare metal parts which are 

B- liable to be heated by friction and combustion. 

The trigger guard and floorplate assembly, including the joined 
S rear grip extension piece are almost exactly the same pattern as on 

I the Arisaka. The floorplate latch is similar, too. All are heavily 
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built, and they are rigidly held in place by three screws, the two 
forward ones being inserted from the underside, of course; and 
the rear one going through from the top, having its head seated 
in the upper tang piece (upper receiver extension piece). 

The magazine, follower, and follower spring are all slight modi- 
fications of the Mauser, and are therefore similar to the Spring- 
field, Enfield, and others. As far as I could make out, those on the 
Thirty Year Carbine were exactly the same as on the later Ari- 
saka. The width of the magazine well, of course, was designed to 
stagger the cartridges. The receiver bridge has the conventional 
positioning cuts for holding the ^'charger" properly while the 
cartridges are thumbed down into the magazine. 

The receiver is inordinately long for a weapon of its cartridge 
length. Parts of the ^^lengthening'* occurred in front, where the 
receiver ring is actually more than two full inches in length and 
even exceeds that of the Arisaka by three-eighths. Part of it oc- 
curred in the rear — equalling the equivalent ^'stretching'* of the 
Arisaka. Overall, the receiver exceeds the length of the 8mm 
Mauser by about seven-eighths of an inch. The forward length- 
ening of the receiver ring is — in a way — a necessity with this 
weapon, because of the peculiar ejector and bolt face system used. 
The rearward extension of the receiver tube serves a purpose too. 
It eliminates the cramping fault of the Mauser. 

The carbine does not have a buildup of ejector and bolt stop 

mechanism on the left rear of the receiver; the only thing showing 

outside is a simple spring loaded lever, which when not depressed 

by the firer to allow removal of the bolt, always remains with a 

heavy forward surface pointing inward and blocking the left lug 

race, to firmly halt the bolt's rearward travel. But strangely, it 

oj does not come directly to bear against the left locking lug. It is 

8 struck instead by the rear shoulder of a uniquely designed ejector, 

D which rides forward with the bolt, remaining constantly in the 

% left lug race. This ejector in turn strikes the rear surface of the 

^1 left locking lug, after slight further travel of bolt to the rear — 

S (about three thirty-seconds of an inch). The peculiar construction 

I of the ejector, which, viewed from above, shows a cut in its right 

S side as deep as the outward projection of the left lug, and about 

I three thirty-seconds of an inch greater in length. This discrepancy 

I provides the leeway to permit a good hard ejector thrust (or 

i *'blow"), and it constitutes the slack space which has to be closed 

I up by the rearward movement of the left lug before the bolt 

S- reaches its final rearmost position. 

^ The trigger and sear mechanism offer nothing new to change 

S the regular Mauser military mechanism. They provide the double 

I pull; however, the takeup portion of the pull is very short, with 
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the trigger moving only a sixteenth or so before the harder portion 
of the squeeze begins. 

In function the weapon diflfers considerably from the M-98 
Mauser. The magazine loading is the same, and the initial ramping 
of the cartridge into the chamber is very little different, but there 
is no camming action on the final closing motion (downward move- 
ment of the bolt handle). The round is finally seated in the cham- 
ber by hand pressure on the bolt alone, which pressure is resisted 
not only by any tight fitting, oversize or dirty cartridges, but also 
by the tension of the rather powerful firing pin spring — for the 
cocking action is also accomplished during the forward stroke of 
the bolt. This, of course, is not good. 

The firing of the cartridge is the same as with the Mauser and 
the lock against backthrust is almost identical. Two forward lugs, 
which rotate 90° from travel to lock positions, do all of the work. 
The left lug of these two is smaller, protruding only half as far as 
the right. This is a measure to allow space for the unusual ejector, 
previously mentioned, which fits over the lug during the forward 
and backward bolt travel. 

At first glance, the bolt itself appears approximately the same 
as the Arisaka — nearly the same as the Mauser M-98. Its overall 
length, completely assembled, matches that of the M-98 8mm 
Mauser (as withdrawn from the rifle, with firing pin back); its 
bolt handle, the square base of which serves as a safety lug, is 
the same distance to the rear; and its diameter is roughly the 
same. 

A second look, however, discloses great differences in both ap- 
pearance and function from the Mauser, Springfield or Arisaka. 
At the rear, the firing mechanism includes a hook which serves as 
safety and cocking piece, projecting upward and blocking the 
line of sight when locked, and pointing to the left when otherwise. 
§- The ''safety'' position or "locked" position of this device is in 

reality an uncocked position, for in locking the weapon on ''safe" 
this "safety-lever cocking-piece" is eased nearly all of the way 
forward. There it is held slightly to the rear by an arrangement 
in the rear of the bolt, so that the firing pin will not rest against 
the cartridge primer. Another difference in appearance is provided 
by the absence of the usual Mauser extractor along the right side 
of the bolt. The Thirty Year-type extractor is fitted into the bolt 
I facepiece, with its inch-long spring completely concealed within the 

bolt thereby dispensing with the need for an extractor collar. 
With no camming action at all in the extraction operation, but 
only direct handpull instead, the Thirty Year extractor would 
not need to be so strong. If a cartridge should become badly stuck 
in this weapon, the firer would most likely have to knock it out 
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with a cleaning rod anyway (he could, of course, set the butt on 
the ground and apply a heel to the bolt handle — in order to make 
^'something" give). This feature of design is a definite disadvan- 
tage, and it makes the weapon highly critical of ammunition. 

The bolt has no guide rib, but with the long-radiused support 
given by the lengthy receiver, none is needed. The very rear of 
the bolt proper (a complete circle) is enlarged considerably in 
diameter over the rest, apparently to provide the firer with pro- 
tection from gases escaping back along the lug races. Protection 
from ruptured or perforated primer gases, which would otherwise 
course back through the inside of the bolt, is fairly well provided 
for by a hole drilled at two o'clock (closed position) some three- 
quarters of an inch to the rear of the locking lugs. Further pro- 
tection is given by a tightly fitted Mauser type shoulder on the 
firing pin rod and an enlargement of the upper sear engagement 
which would help prevent the firing pin from being driven, Spring- 
field-wise, back into the firer's face. 

Back near the handle there are two cuts on the body of the bolt 
which serve to perform an important safety function. One of them 
will not permit the weapon to be fired until the bolt is fully locked 
at which time the cut provides leeway for upward movement of 
the stud which when forced down acts to prevent accidental dis- 
charge. The other cut provides the stud with leeway at non- 
critical times — when the weapon would not fire on other accounts. 
Without these, this carbine would be very dangerous to use, for 
with no camming action at all on the closing stroke it could easily 
be fired when the bolt would be only partially locked forward; in 
which case the firer would certainly suffer serious, if not fatal, 
injury. 
oj The receiver ring is perforated by two gas vents, both visible 

on the top of the ring, which completed the gas precautions taken 
^ throughout the weapon. The Japanese have treated this problem 
^ with great care in the case of nearly every rifle they designed, 
^1 probably because of rather low standards of ammunition uni^ 
y formity which now and then cause excessively high breech pres- 

1 sures. 

S The most radical difference from the Mauser action in the whole 

1/1 

b rifle is the false, nonrotating bolt face — a device which possesses 

I a few theoretical advantages, but which does much to complicate 

I an otherwise simple and rugged action. The foremost three-eighths 

I of an inch of bolt length on the Thirty Year Model is not an in- 

B- tegral part of the bolt. It is a "false face,'' attached by means of a 

metal projection to the rear which fits into the forward end of the 

S bolt body proper and is held in place by a lug. The extractor and 

I ejector (already described) are attached to this separate bolt face, 
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and ride along with it in the right and left lug races, respectively. 
Unlike the Mauser, Springfield, Enfield and Arisaka, this face, 
(or extreme forward portion of the bolt) which contains the firing 
pin port, does not turn with the bolt. Instead it remains in the 
same stance during the locking and unlocking motion of the bolt 
handle. It is kept so aligned during these operations by the action 
of the extractor and ejector, both of which remain in the lug 
races. 

The advantages of this system are created by the small amount 
of friction encountered between the two polished steel surfaces of 
the bolt and bolt face assembly — as compared to that existing 
with the regular Mauser bolt face which twists against the head 
of a cartridge. Also this feature eliminates the need for an ex- 
tractor collar and cut on the outside of the bolt, and for an ejector 
assembly in the receiver (the latter being theoretically less reliable 
than the type used in the Thirty Year Model). 

But the faults of the system are obvious. It is unduly compli- 
cated and it has many small parts, difficult of manufacture. It 
increases the length of the bolt, which is a trend directly against 
important present day concepts of rifle design. And though some 
small advantage is gained by opening up the front end of the bolt 
in normal disassembly for cleaning; it is more than outweighed by 
the necessary use of two separate pieces in the bolt body, with 
small parts placed in the critical forward position where they are 
continually subject to heavy shock. 

The bolt, after being removed from the rifle by depressing the 

bolt stop, is disassembled by first removing the ^'false face group'' 

by rotating and pulling to the front. This group includes what I 

would call the bolt face, the extractor, and the ejector. These 

g three parts are easily separated from each other — in fact they will 

I fall apart when separated from the bolt. Next a tiny latch is de- 

Q. pressed, a coin is inserted in the slot of the cocking piece screw 

S (in same position as cocking piece head on Springfield) and it is 

turned counter clockwise about eight complete turns, which frees 

the threads on its forward end from engagement with the upper 

sear body inside the bolt's rear half. After these eight turns the 

screw continues to rotate, clicking each time, but it will emerge 

no further. This is where the brass slug on the end of the cleaning 

rod comes into use. 

I Grasp the bolt in the left hand, handle end upward. Place the 

brass end of the rod against the tip of the firing pin in the forward 
I end of the bolt. Then, holding the cleaning rod and bolt as a single 

rod (the firing pin will fit into a hole in the end of the brass slug), 
S place the steel end of the rod on a hard surface and press down- 

I ward on the bolt holding firmly onto the cocking piece hook the 
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while. As this is done the firing pin spring will be compressed and 
the cocking piece screw will be gradually forced upward, at which 
time it will be discovered that the cocking piece screw is really in 
two pieces — being split down its center into two equal halves. 
These halves will fall apart, releasing their engagement with the 
grooved end of the firing pin rod, after which the firing pin rod 
and spring can be removed from the front end of the bolt and the 
upper sear body from the sear cut by merely lifting the bolt a bit 
farther and letting them fall out. 

The entire bolt, disassembled, can be laid out in ten pieces, not 
including the small latch inletted and pinned permanently into 
one of the halves of the cocking piece screw. Assembly is accom- 
plished by repeating the process inversely. 

It can be seen at once that the Thirty Year Model is by no means 
as simple and rugged as a good military bolt action should be, and 
the principal objectionable complications seem to be in the design 
of the bolt — and nearly all of them in its front end. The lack of a 
camming action on down stroke of the bolt is another serious ob- 
jection; and of course the difiiculty of large manufacture attendant 
with utilization of such small parts — all machined and critical of 
fit — would be strongly felt by the factories. 

The other objections are minor. If the weapon were equipped 
with an Arisaka bolt and ejector, and if it cammed on closing 
stroke it would be a good gun — a very good gun. 

But then, if the weapon were so fitted, it would be an Arisaka^ 
for those were the only modifications made when the Arisaka was 
adapted from this model. 

All in all, the Thirty Year Carbine didn't seem a bad weapon to 
me when I was sitting on the Guadalcanal beach, stripped to the 
oj waist, back resting against a coconut log, feeling the warm sun 

8 and breeze. I was lazily shooting at shark fins and floating coco- 

D nuts; all the while looking out over the blue channel between 

% Guadalcanal and Savo and reflecting happily that the dangerous 

^1 part of the Guadalcanal fight was over. I felt so lazy that when I 

S got through firing I handed the weapon to a native boy to clean, 

I crawled into the shade, and stretched out on a blanket until 

S dinner time. 



D 

O 
O 
D 




"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



THE MODEL 44 6.5mm CARBINE 

We had to wait until near the ending of the Guadalcanal opera- 
tion before we were to come upon the most outstanding evidence 
of Japanese enthusiasm for cold steel. The astounding fact that 
bayonet fittings were used on light machine guns was discovered 
in the beginning, when we saw the first captured weapons on Lunga 
Beach, but it was not until the Cape Esperance show that we were 
to come across the Model 44 (191 1) cavalry carbine, which had a 
bayonet permanently attached to the barrel, like a jack-knife 
blade, making the carbine muzzle-heavy and clumsy beyond belief. 
This gun was meant to be used by mounted troops, and by a 
few Infantrymen who were in jungle areas. It had a feature of 
handiness for jungle work in that it was not necessary for the 
soldier to have a long bayonet scabbard attached to his belt. 
(American doughboys moving in jungle country often fastened 
their bayonets to the underside of the forends on their Garands — 
to dispense with the need for carrying that unhandy item.) But 
I with all of its other faults, and from the viewpoint of military 

Bi common sense, the adaptation was unthinkable. 

I It was a carbine almost exactly the same as the M38, (1905) 

I carbine — from the buttplate to the lower band, that is. Between 

\?! those areas the differences between it and the regular carbine were 

u small, consisting of a trap in the buttplate, unnecessarily complex 

P in design, which permitted a cleaning rod to be carried within the 

K buttstock; and a groove cut four-and-a-half inches back from the 

^ upper band into the bottom of the forend, which provided a 

i nestling-place for the last few inches of bayonet when it was 

I folded back. 

I Yes, the bayonet folds back under the stock like the blade of a 

^ pocket knife. 

^ The front end of this weapon, five inches back from the muzzle, 

I was much modified in order to accommodate this weird looking 

device. The front sight was moved back to a position 3*^ from the 
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muzzle, and a massive forend tip was installed, made of solid steel, 
and containing a female hinge-half and two lock studs; one of 
them forward of the hinge under the muzzle, another an equal 
distance to the rear. These lock studs^ function was to hold the 
bayonet in the fixed, folded position — about one inch to the rear 
of the hinge. All of these devices, hinge and studs alike, were 
centered on the underside of the forend piece, which must have 
weighed at least a pound. 

A poinard type bayonet, triangular in cross section with a deep 
blood-run on the upper side, was fitted to the rifle by means of a 
male hinge-half at its base, which fit into the massive female hinge- 
half located two inches back from the muzzle on the underside of 
the special forend. It was secured there by a large rivet which was 
extended on the right side to form a hook of the type found on 
nearly all Japanese bayonets; which hook is used for stacking the 
weapons and also in bayonet fighting, to wrench a weapon out of 
an opponent's hands. On this carbine the hook stuck out to the 
right and forward at all times. On other rifles the hook is with the 
bayonet, pointing downward and forward. 

The bayonet of the M44 measures sixteen inches overall, with 
a blade length of fourteen inches. The two inch section at the rear 
was enlarged and contained a heavy latch mechanism which was 
unlocked by means of a knurled-top push button sticking out from 
the right side. This locking action was automatic when the bayo- 
net was swung forward or backward into either the ready or the 
retracted positions and pressed strongly upward. As far as the 
qualities of ruggedness and dependability are concerned, the 
device could be called a masterpiece. But its overall weight seems 
excessive, and it throws the little carbine completely out of bal- 
gj ance, making it muzzle heavy and slow-pointing, even for a man 

8 used to the weight of match rifles, which the Japanese certainly 

D were not. 

Q. 

£ Another outstanding disadvantage also accrues from the fact 

^1 that the bayonet on the carbine is not removable and can not 

S serve its owner as a knife or bolo apart from the weapon. The 

I, edges of the bayonet are of necessity dulled, because part of it 

S will rest in the palm of the hand when it is not extended. A certain 

g amount of effectiveness is thereby lost. 

I The lower band is creased inward at 6 o'clock to admit the 

i bayonet into its inletted groove when folded back, otherwise there 

I is no change from the M38. Its really just a hashedup version of 

S- the same gun. 

^ The particular carbine of this type which I first examined was 

S hanging, oiled and well-cared for, in a banana leaf leanto where 

I the floor space was filled by three bodies lying side-by-side in three 
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different stages of decomposition. One had been dead a month, 
another a week, and the third no more than three days. It took 
many day's exposure to the air and sunlight before the smell left 
the wood of the stock and I could get my face down on it to aim. 
This carbine shot pretty good — the ponderous weight forward was 
somewhat steadying* 

But this weapon was about the poorest example of ordnance 
design that I had ever seen. Perhaps it should be called ^'ordnance 
butchery^' because without the M44 modification of a permanently 
fitted bayonet, the M38 carbine was a pretty nice little gun. But 
I wouldn't give hell-room to the Official Cavalry Weapon of the 
Japanese Imperial Armies. 
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THE M38 6.5mm SNIPER RIFLE 

Though we had all heard a lot of talk about Japanese snipers 
who were reportedly using telescopic sights in other sectors, we 
did not capture any such weapons during the Mt. Austen fight. 
I was actually skeptical of their existence by the time we loaded 
up for Cape Esperance, though I knew that the Japanese were 
adept at the manufacture of good optical equipment from the 
few looks I had gotten at Japanese binoculars and mortar sights. 
We all felt a marked tendency toward skepticism on that island 
because if there ever was a place rife with rumor, hokum and down- 
right lies, it was Guadalcanal. All of us had heard lengthy stories 
of women snipers; about whole platoons of Japanese who spoke 
perfect English; and even one especially wild tale that Amelia 
Earhart and her navigator had been found alive in the island's in- 
terior. Most of us even got to the point where we would believe 
what we could see and nothing else. 

It had become a sort of religion with me to conduct a private 
crusade for truth — to challenge every abnormal account I might 
hear with the classic old Missouri quotation. I had stretched out 
on the ground alongside a score of Jap corpses, for instance, to 

I prove that there were not any six foot Japs on the whole island 

and to abash a large number of men who claimed that they had 
just seen a six-feet-four body just down the road. So, whenever 
anyone came up with that old one I would always jump up, go 
down to the site which they had mentioned and go through the 
old ritual of lying down alongside the carcass. I knew that a man 
looked awfully big when he lay dead on the ground, especially 
if he were lying face up, but I had still become thoroughly annoyed 

I with the constant repeated exaggerations by men around me and 

I had vowed to listen to them no longer with politeness. In the 
first three months I had never found a Jap measuring more than 

^ five-feet-eight; I had never seen a sniper rifle; and I had announced 

I on several occasions a firm disbelief in the presence of either on 

I Guadalcanal. 
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One day atter the big fighting was all over, I had the double 
embarrassment of being proven dead wrong on both counts. Within 
two hours I saw a Jap that was over six feet tall and a brand new 
M38 sniper rifle, complete with telescopic sight! 

It was shortly after dawn one morning when some of the guards 
on the perimeter of our Tanamboga River camp saw a figure ap- 
proaching down the trail. They didn't shoot as he came in and I 
rather think that it might have been his height that saved him — 
he was so tall that he didn't look like a Jap. When he got close he 
raised his hands and they saw from his uniform and belted-on 
equipment that he was an Oriental. With due precaution they led 
him to headquarters — one man in front with a Tommy gun point- 
ing back and one man following behind. We were at breakfast 
when he was brought by the mess tent, and Art Hantel pointed 
at him across the table and motioned for me to turn and look. 

^'George,'' he said, *'I sure wish I had taken that $50.00 bet you 
wanted to make the other day; there's a Jap that's taller than I 
am!" Art was six-two; I turned around and looked in amazement 
but I still was slow to believe. *'Betcha he's a Korean or a northern 
Chinese!" I grunted back at Art but I didn't answer when he 
reached into his pocket and asked "how much.'*" 

I walked over to my tent-shack and got out the little Japanese- 
English phrase book and then ambled over to the stockade. When 
I got there I was flustered further to find myself having to look up 
into the face of a Japanese soldier and I motioned for him to sit 
down on the ground. He hastened to obey, squatting low on his 
heels at once — not at all sullen, like some of the prisoners had 
been. I sat on a felled coconut log and began to communicate with 
him by means of the phrase book. 
^ First I pointed to the set of characters which inquired of his age. 

He indicated that he was 23 years old by counting on his fingers* 
g^ Next, I pointed to a line in which the English characters read 
\ "Where are you from.'*" Without hesitating he answered "Kobe." 
^1 The questioning went on and on. "Where were you born.'^" 

1 "Kobe." "Where is your home.?" "Kobe." "Where does your 
I family live?" "Kobe." "Where were you before you came here?" 
M omgapore. 

b Well, that was definite enough. I went back to the mess tent and 

I admitted to the other ofiicers that my ideas on the height of Jap- 

I anese were wrong — and I also told myself that the day had gotten 

I ofi^ to a helluva start! It should have been some consolation to me 

§■ to know that at least one person was really happy that day; and 

one was. When I left the stockade the Jap prisoner was noisily at 

I work on a messkit full of spaghetti, fumbling awkwardly but 

I cramming effectively with a fork. There was no doubt about the 

O 
O 
D 



Google 



Original from 
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



The M38 6.5MM Sniper Rifle 293 

last few hours having wrought great improvement in his lot; and 
this didn^t make me feel a bit better. 

Things got brighter, though, after I had finished my coflFee; 
they always do. I had a nice sunny day to look forward to and 
there had been good luck fishing out in the bay for the past week 
so we had planned to go fishing again today. We had picked up 
several outboard motors (Evinrudes) and a couple of collapsible 
boats that the Japs had left and with a few emergency fishing kits 
obtained from the Navy we were pretty well set. But our troubles 
were not all ended, we discovered, when we tried to start the two 
outboard motors; each of them balked in turn. 

Under these conditions back in the States, a man would prob- 
ably have to make the damn motors work — but not so on Guadal- 
canal. We simply left the defective putt-putts where they were 
and went looking along the beach for another. We found one about 
half a mile down the beach hidden in the bushes with some other 
equipment. One of the officers with me got impatient with my 
taking time to rig a rope to pull the motor off its dunnage from a 
safe distance and walked right in, lifted it up and carried it out 
into the trail for examination; luckily it was not booby-trapped. 

While he was examining the motor I became interested in three 

boxes which had served to keep it out of the sand. They were as 

large as burial caskets and very well built, I fastened a rope to 

the latch of one and dragged it out into the open, checking it well 

for evidence of booby-trapping before reattaching the rope to it. 

The same officer (far braver than I) got tired of seeing me fool 

with the rope and walked up to the box with a slice bar. I held my 

breath and closed my eyes while he tore it open. It didn't explode 

and it proved to be a case of rifles, all in grease. One of them had 

I a leather case attached to it and the breech appeared to be a bit 

I modified. One glance told me that it was a sniper rifle. 

Q. I immediately lost all interest in fishing and begged off" the trip, 

S then took the rifle and telescope back to camp to examine more 

1^' closely, carrying with me the bolts of the other six rifles which the 

S case contained. There were still lots of Japs alive and free on the 

p island so I sent a detail back to pick up the rest of the rifles, most 

K of which appeared to be brand new M38 standard jobs, and 

^ bring them in to camp. 

I was chided a second time when I got back into camp and it 
I was discovered that my statement about Jap sniper rifles had been 

disproved by my own find, but I was so pleased with having the 
^ weapon that it didn't bother me at all. I borrowed a can of gaso- 

line from the kitchen and went off to my shack to remove the 
N storage grease. The rust-proofing compound used on that par- 

i^ ticular rifle was stiffer and gummier than any I have seen on 
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freshly stored American weapons. It was like old cosmoline which 
had set for twenty years. 

The gasoline cut it, however, and it took me less than an hour 
to get the weapon ready to shoot, including washing each small 
part in a can and flushing and brushing out the inside of the re- 
ceiver and magazine. The bore was like a mirror and the outside 
of the weapon had a new appearance. 

As I proceeded with the disassembly and cleaning it became 
apparent to me that there were few modifications in this weapon 
from the Standard M38. The bolt handle had been bent down into 
the position Americans would consider about normal and a small 
rugged scope was fitted to the receiver by means of a dovetail ar- 
rangement which would permit ready removal. 

The chief difference was, of course, the telescopic sight. It was 
very short, having an overall length of six-and-seven-eighths 
inches, excluding the rubber eyepiece. With the rubber eyepiece 
(reminiscent of the old Warner-Swasey type scope of World War 
I) it measured an inch and a quarter more. 

It was mounted far back — a measure made doubly necessary 
by the Japanese shortness of neck and the very short eye relief of 
the glass, which measured something less than an inch and three 
quarters. It was mounted off center — to the left — in order to per- 
mit easier loading and passage of the bolt without too great modi- 
fication of either the bolt or the receiver. With a 12 o'clock cut 
in the receiver, offside mounting was the only solution. This 
offset feature facilitated low mounting of the scope which, though 
it appeared at first glance to be hung way up above the receiver, 
was really mounted fairly close down, giving a clearance of only 
one-quarter inch (vertically measured) between tube and receiver 
I cover. The receiver cover was retained on the sniper weapon. 

The mechanics of the scope mount were good. It employed a 
§. massive dovetail joint, with the female section on the receiver 
S end, surface vertical, and the male section an integral part of the 
^' telescope tube. The scope was fitted in the field by sliding it for- 
y ward into the female joint until the rear shoulders of the movable 

1 base came to rest against the rear of the female joint. Then a 
S rather awkward protruding handle on the outside of the movable 
b base could be cranked from its forward position (open) to a rear- 
I ward position (locked), thereby securing the scope firmly in mount. 
I The crank was held in place at the two extremes of position by 
I means of two outward plunging poppets, which could be disen- 
§" gaged by pulling outward on the handle of the crank. At each 

extreme beyond the poppets there was a stud projecting to block 
I the path of the locking crank, serving to prevent the lock being 

I strained beyond its limit of normal tightness. 
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This crank turned an eccentric which caused the whole center 
third of the male dovetail (attached to the scope) to move upward 
and out of line with the front and rear portions, thereby creating 
a perfect triangular bearing within the dovetail. There was no 
ready means for taking up wear, but the bearing surfaces were so 
large that it was perhaps unnecessary. 

The scope was nothing to marvel at but it was rugged and prob- 
ably practical for the Jap soldier to use. It was certainly more 
weather-and-foolproof than the first ones which we were to be 
issued some eight months later. It was of two-and-one-half power 
magnification with a field of ten degrees and was so labeled in 
white letters on the scope tube. The objective was very small, not 
more than half an inch of glass, and the ocular lens was only a 
little larger. From the standpoint of appearance and function, 
based upon concepts of American hunting equipment, the scope 
was certainly not good. The only good point which was evident 
at first glance was its reticule. It was a simple three lines, gradu- 
ated vertically in range settings for holdover and graduated hori- 
zontally for windage holdoff or lead. 

This reticule left the entire upper half of the field clear of ob- 
structions and the lower half of the lens was not even completely 
crossed by the vertical crosshair line. The lateral line went all the 
way across and had a few graduations marked near the center 
only. The vertical line was nearly all below the lateral one, with 
only a very slight protrusion of the tip above center. 

The weapon was set dead on at 300 meters and all other ranges 

had to be held over or under. This would add even more strength 

to the idea that the Japs were coming more and more to realize 

the importance of accurate zero at short range. Fifteen hundred 

oj meters was the longest range marked on the vertical line and there 

8 was no provision established for correcting for drift at the longer 

D ranges, other than the markings on the horizontal line, which were 

^ entirely too coarse for such purposes. The reticule of that weapon 

^1 was the best military reticule I have ever seen in any telescope; and 

S the telescope — with all its faults — was the best issued sighting 

I device I was to see during the entire war. 

S Especially good were the weatherproofing measures which had 

I been taken by the manufacturers of the scope. The lenses were 

I firmly sealed, heavily protected from both moisture and shock 

i by the stifi", closefitting tube assembly. The outfit would obviously 

I stand up very well under the trying conditions of humidity and 

S- changing temperatures encountered in the jungles. Once again, 

^ the Japs gave evidence by the design of their weapons that they 

S were interested in practical results, rather than theoretical ad- 

I vantages. It is difficult for the average American "gun nut'' to 
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stomach the way the Japanese sniper rifle and scope flaunted the 
long-respected principles of design, which call for zero adjustment 
and ready means of allowing for drift, but it is a fact — whether 
we like it or not — that the Japanese sniper rifle was actually better 
than the ones we got for combat use later on. 

The proof of the pudding, however, is always in the eating, so 
I decided to take the weapon down to the water's edge and test 
it for accuracy by shooting at various-ranged targets. 

To do this I got some boxes from the kitchen and smeared large 
charcoal buUseyes on them. Spotted at various points along the 
far curve of the beach they provided me with the ideal lazy man's 
target range. I could shoot at various ranges without going to the 
trouble of walking back from the butts after each stage. Two men 
who had nothing to do volunteered to act as target markers. 

I opened a fresh case of 6.5mm ammunition which we had in 
the dump we had captured at Esperance and selected several 
hundred rounds to use with this weapon. I have always had a 
great fear of firing a **booby-trapped" enemy cartridge, loaded 
with grenade explosive, so I carefully checked the neck of each 
cartridge to see that the bullet had not been tampered with after 
the round had left the factory. Fortunately, the Japanese crimping 
system does not lend itself to bullet pulling. You can generally 
tell by looking if a round has been disassembled. With that in 
mind, I went through the case, discarding any rounds which I 
thought were the least bit suspicious looking. I also tore several 
rounds apart and checked to see if the flakes of the powder ap- 
peared normal; they all did. Actually, I have never come across a 
proven instance of the planting of exploding ammunition by the 
Nips, but at that time I was still following the doctrine that a 
soldier should always give his enemy credit for as much intelli- 
I gence as he himself possesses. It took sometime for us to learn 

Q. that this doctrine did not hold true for the Japs; they missed a 

S lot of good bets. 

In a half hour the whole thing was set — the gun, the range, and 

the targets. There was no rest handy at my selected firing position 

and I looked about for some time until I remembered that I had 

a monopod on the rifle and might as well use it. It opened out from 

the rifle easily and I stuck it into the sand to the right depth and 

took aim. By cradling the stock in my arms and laying on it while 

I the long front end of the rifle was held up by the monopod, I could 

secure a very comfortable and steady hold. I dry fired a couple of 

shots from that position and then loaded up and yelled a warning 

to the pair of men who were to mark. They got into defilade before 

I I fired the first shot. By arrangement they were to come out after 

I each shot was fired and mark; I would fire only one shot at a time. 
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I fired at the short ranges first, taking the initial five shots at a 
five-inch bull on the target closest to me — as near 100 meters as 
I could estimate. All of these shots were bulls. The sixth was a 
bad hold and went out at three o'clock — ^just where I called it. 
A walk to the target and a look at that first group convinced me 
that the rifle I had was a good shooting weapon. The entire six 
shots had an extreme of less than four inches — enlarged by an 
inch and a half by the single wild hold. I went back to the firing 
point while the two men who were marking, impressed like myself 
by the rifle's performance, moved away to the next target. 

At 200 meters the weapon kept almost everything inside eight 
inches, even with some bad holding involved and I found that the 
reticule holdover mark for that distance was perfectly placed. I 
fired shot after shot at that range because I wanted to be es- 
pecially sure of that setting. 

To make a long story short, the gun continued to behave beauti- 
fully, not missing any of the settings for ranges up to 400 meters. 
Beyond that I didn't bother to test the weapon. By firing 100 
rounds I had adequately tested the worth of the scope and rifle 
and I was satisfied that it was a surprisingly good outfit. 

To check the zero-return qualities of the scope mount, I took 
the scope off the rifle several times during the firing, with no 
noticeable change in the point of impact. There were no ready 
adjustments on the scope, which I naturally recognized as a fault, 
but at least the Jap soldier would not be able to ball up what zero 
his rifle had been given at the arsenal. That was more than could 
be said for ouc Weaver-Springfield. 

The 6.5mm cartridge was not new to me at that time, as I had 
fired it in both the carbine and rifle versions of the M38, so I was 
gj not as much impressed with its qualities as the Infantryman who 

8 had not done extensive shooting would be. These qualities made 

D for extreme ease in shooting — a marked characteristic of the long 

^ 6.5mm weapons. 

^1 Compared with our own Springfield it can be said that this 

S Jap sniping gun had practically no recoil or muzzle blast. They 

I didn't even jump badly when fired from the hip. And the great 

S giveaway of the Springfield or Garand — the great kickup of dirt 

I and leaves by the muzzle blast in front of the firer's position — 

I was comparatively nil in the Arisaka. To the ordinary rifleman 

i this would be a great advantage and to the sniper striving for 

I concealment it would be a Godsend. 

S- This exhibition of accuracy had stimulated my interest in the 

^ gun and as I took it back to camp and began to clean it, I looked 

S it over with increased care. On this closer examination it was clear 

that the weapon was much better fitted and finished than the 
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minerun Arisaka 38. The inletting of the stock was to closer fit 
and the firing mechanism and bolt were tighter. The trigger pull, 
while by no means up to American match standards, was smooth 
and broke, as I remember, at about five pounds. For a Jap weapon 
that is marvelous, as all who have fooled with them will know. 
The bent bolt tended to put the gun on better terms with me, as 
did the smooth fitting, jag-tipped cleaning rod with which it was 
so very easy to keep the bore clean and free from rust. I used 
American bore cleaner on the gun, and it worked beautifully (the 
Japs apparently used a chlorate primer, too, as I have seen some 
of their barrels rusted overnight). 

It was a slick little weapon, that rifle, although in its present 
condition it was long, heavy and ungainly beyond all practical 
use. But if I had not possessed a sniper weapon of my own, I would 
most certainly have cut that rifle down to a decent size and used 
it in preference to any gun — American or Japanese — with iron 
sights. With the receiver of the sniper rifle removed and fitted to 
the rest of a M38 carbine, I would have had a good substitute 
sniper rifle, much better, in my opinion, than the Weaver-sighted 
Springfield which we eventually got. 

As it was, though, we didn't get back into the fight for some 
time, so I turned the weapon in at headquarters rather than to 
have to nurse it all the way back to Fiji with my baggage (which 
consisted of the greens on my back, my rifle, and a small ruck- 
sack, improvised by sewing Infantry pack straps on a Jap bag). 

My experience with this rifle was of no particular consequence 
but it did provide me with another beef against old "Colonel 
Whoever-Was-Responsible.^' It drove home the fact that at the 
beginning of the war the Japs had a sniping rifle which was as 
good and maybe a little better than anything we issued in worth- 
o while quantities at a much later date. 
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THE NAMBU PISTOL 

We noticed from the first on Guadalcanal that the Japanese 
Army seemed to possess a great fondness for good leatherware. 
The first troops which we contacted on Hill 27 wore very neat 
dispatch cases of well cared for cow hide; some of them had packs 
made of well tanned skin throughout, many of them had leather 
straps and fittings on their canvas packs and of course all of them 
had leather cartridge belts and pouches which were both neat and 
practical. But the most outstanding of all the leatherwork I saw 
were the excellent holsters in which officers and noncommissioned 
officers carried their handguns. 

Many of these holsters were of nondescript patterns, made to 

fit the wide variety of handguns which (by God knows what diverse 

means) the Japanese had gotten hold of. All kinds and calibers of 

foreign handguns were carried by members of the Japanese forces 

on Guadalcanal, the most popular being the .32 Colt Automatic, 

the .30 and 9mm Luger, and the 7.65mm Browning. Others were 

oj there in smaller quantities — everything from Frontier model Colts 

8 to .25 caliber Walthers, And each of them had a special holster, 

D carefully sewn and fitted with belt loops and a set of clip or am- 

% munition pouches. Found in madeup units, complete with holster, 

^1 these guns all made pretty good souvenirs. The .32 Colt was an 

S especially nice outfit in that respect, very neat to wear, and I can 

I recall with a laugh how many of the men were swaggering around 

S with belts slanted around their hips, making our little camp look 

I even more like some Hollywood set, tropical boomtown full of 

I cowboys and "rough customers. *' 

i But the Japs were not solely armed with foreign handguns. 

I They had their own weapons, too, and in greater numbers than 

S- any single foreign model. There were three different designs of 

^ Japanese pistols which I saw on that island — the M-1925, the 

S M-1934, and the Nambu — all of 8mm caliber. Of these the Nam- 

bu was by far the best weapon and the most interesting from the 
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standpoint of firearms design. It was always found inside one of 
those pretty, weathertight, leather holsters, provided with a belt 
loop and a shoulder strap — thereby becoming the nicest souvenir 
of all the handguns we knew of on Guadalcanal. 

I got my first look at one early in January up on Mount Austen, 
at the battalion command post. It got back to the CP in the usual 
way. Sgt. Russel Hill picked it up under ordinary but interesting 
circumstances. 

He was on the line one night after the moon had come up and 
things had begun to pop around a good deal. The usual number of 
hand grenades were being flung about, and the usual number of 
trigger happy Japanese and Americans were blazing away at one 
another with wild abandon. Hill was doing his damndest to accom- 
plish the impossible feat of getting his head low enough in his hole 
so that he wouldn't stand much chance of being hit and yet remain 
able to look around in front, guarding against the likelihood of 
suddenly finding a live healthy Jap in the same hole with him. 
Relatively silent during the day, the Japs were now pulling their 
usual stunts and behaving like a bunch of hop happy idiots. They 
started things out by scoring three near misses on Hill's position 
with grenades — two of which exploded in the heaped coral spoil 
on his right side, their fragments whizzing across his body, which 
was pancake-flattened in the muddy bottom of his hole when they 
went off". Hill yanked his Tommy gun bolt to the rear, threw the 
safety and discarded his ideas about sleeping that night. 

He sat on, in the way many thousand doughboys have since, 

trying to filter out the confusing natural noises of the jungle night 

so that he could hear and distinguish the sounds made by men 

out in the cover, thirty yards away, who were at the moment 

I trying to kill him. As his ears struggled trying to make something 

8 out of the confused mosaic pattern of bird and insect calls, wing 

g. whirrs, falling leaves and twigs, his eyes also strained at the narrow 

3j bit of bare ground in front before the shadows farther down the 

^1 slope. He knew that the Japs were playing it wise — keeping down 

u below in the deep shadows, while they could look up and see every 

I move of his helmet outlined against the moonlit sky. 

S Another Jap grenade plunked into the mud four feet from his 

b hole, its fuse sputtering as it hit. He ducked and it exploded 

I brightly — lighting his position up for the blindest enemy to see. 

I ^'Thank God those grenades sputtered and sparkled! Man! Oh 

I Man! Hell ain't got nothin' on this place!" Hill gritting his teeth, 

§" fought back a wild impulse to raise his Tommy gun and fire wildly 

into the shadows — to run cursing down the slope and close with 

I those little yellow fiends who were driving him crazy, even to 

I stop his cramped, baited breathing, and yell — yell at the top of 
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It was surprising^ the number of pistols in the ranks of the Japanese Army. 
I donH know whether or not they were officially issued in such quantity^ but 
many units seemed to he solidly armed with pistols — one for each soldier in 
addition to his rifle. In many cases these ^Hssues^^ were nondescript^ with the 
men of a single unit having at least a dozen different types of handgun. We 
found all sorts of American^ Spanish^ Belgian^ German and other handguns 
in the deserted Jap bivouac areas on Guadalcanal, 

Generally^ these pistols were in a condition indicating that they had been 
well cared for, Japanese were pretty good at taking care of the simpler weapons^ 
and long experience with the use of guns in humid^ corrosion-aiding climates 
had taught the Jap to he constantly concerned that his gun was well oiled. 
Such careful maintenance is a tribute to the Japy because his pistols generally 
were not as readily broken down for cleaning as ours. 

The soldier shown here has removed his Model 14 from the rubberized hobter 
and is giving it a going over. The rubberized holsters^ worn during the day^ 
tended to cause moisture to condense on the metal inside; for the jungle^ how- 
every they were better than leather. Incidentally^ the diagonal strap method 
of slinging this holster is superior to our own beU method. 
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his lungs. "Come and get me, you cowardly yellow bellies! Come 
and get me!'* 

But he did none of these things. He kept his eyes focused on 
the grassy places between the shadows where he stood some 
chance of seeing any human movement; sitting there with the rim 
of his helmet just above the dirt line, the compensator of his 
Tommy gun just nosing over the edge of his foxhole. 

His friend out in front hadn't thrown a grenade at him for a 
few minutes. The dangerous screen of jungle noises still jammed 
the jungle night. Were the damned little savages maneuvering 
into a better position out there .'^ A cloud was dimming the moon- 
light now, and they would be taking advantage of it. There weren't 
many out there, maybe only two or three. But this one hole was 
the most prominent one of the whole line. They had spotted it 
during the day — maybe seen him get into it at five o'clock and 
now they were trying their damndest to get a grenade inside. 
Hill tensed up even more and the muscles of his eyes pulled trying 
to see what was down there in the shadows. . . . 

He heard a scraping sound — very faint; the kind that any tree 
lizard could make with his belly — not especially different from a 
hundred such noises which he had heard in the past half hour 
during this nightmare he was living in — but it seemed to be con- 
nected with some kind of an unnatural change in one of the shad- 
ows. He looked carefully at the suspected spot, and detected 
nothing at first — not even a rapid lizard movement. Then he saw 
a round stone which seemed curious because it was smooth sur- 
faced, not rough and mottled like the surface of coral. With his 
pulse turned into two trip hammers he kept looking carefully at 
that smooth round stone, with the merest amount of moonlight 
I being reflected from it. 

I Then the stone moved. A little short raise upward, and then it 

§. settled back into place. Hill blinked his eyes and looked again, 

S gripping his Tommy gun tighter. Once again the stone, which he 

1^' could now make out as being only twenty-five feet from his fox- 

y hole, moved upward for about an inch and settled back down — 

I only this time it rocked a little bit and the highlight of moon- 

S beams danced the least little bit on its surface. Again it repeated 

b the process. 

I Hill slowly inched his Tommy gun over, ready so that he could 

I take aim and fire in a fraction of a second. For the hundredth 

I time he re-examined the stone and the shadows around it — and 

I he noticed at last that the stone was wet — glistening in the moon- 

; light. 

I But it hadn't rained! And that moving up and down — that was 

I breathing! And by God, that "stone" was a piece of equipment 
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on some soldier's back or side — a messkit or something moving 
up and down with the swelling of his lungs. Again Hill fought 
down a wild hysterical impulse to raise and fire his whole fifty- 
shot drum at that rounded surface. 

But he waited — and the procedure paid dividends. A little 
increase in the moonlight, coming with the passing of the cloud, 
permitted him to make out the outline of a Japanese soldier, 
practically under his nose. The "stone" — the "messkit" — had 
become a shiny leather holster, riding above the Jap's short ribs 
in the upper small of his back, as he lay quietly in place. The 
merest silhouette was all Hill could see, but the holster with moon- 
light on it, was a sure thing. He glanced down the white streak 
on his Tommy gun barrel and held a foot front of, and six inches 
below, the holster top; then he pressed the trigger and ran out 
twenty rounds, holding the gun down as best he could, while the 
successive flashes blotted the target and all around it from view. 

Then he ducked low at once, to avoid the grenades he felt sure 
would come at him after he had exposed himself by firing such a 
long burst; but none came. 

As he crouched there the jungle itself had become silent — 
his firing had quieted the birds and insects around him. But from 
twenty feet to his front was heard the unmistakable groaning, 
snore-like, horribly labored breathing of a man who had several 
big holes through his lungs each one obstructed with flowing blood 
— and who no longer has cause to remain quiet. And in a moment 
that sound died away. 

No more grenades came over Hill's way that night. He had 

killed his only stalker; and at lo o'clock the next morning I was 

looking over a beautifully finished little pistol, in a handsomely 

gj made leather holster with a bloody but uncut shoulder strap on 

it. I recognized the gun as a Nambu. 

i It was a nice little souvenir, and for Hill it was certainly a well 

£ earned one. 

If) 

^1 This first look didn't give me much of a picture of what the 

S weapon was really like. While I was examining it three Jap Qomra 

1 mortar shells landed within the perimeter, not doing much more 
S than to give a cheap purple heart to Lieutenant Conley, but they 
b scared everyone a good bit. I did see that the weapon was a well 
I finished little gun patterned roughly after the Luger in appear- 
i ance, with the same slant to the grip and a similarly shaped trigger 
I guard and magazine. It obviously was not at all like the Luger as 
S- far as functioning would be concerned, and it didn't seem to be 
^ the good all around pistol that the Luger was known to be. But I 
S was greatly interested, none the less, and like Hill, I would have 

put up with the weight of it rather than to have thrown it away. 
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Later on, at Cape Esperance I was able to conduct a more 
leisurely examination of the weapon, and I am now referring to 
some of the notes made then as I do this writing. In that malarial 
but otherwise pleasant spot I had ample opportunity to examine 
all kinds of Japanese weapons — piles of them. 

There were two types of Nambus which I saw on Guadalcanal, 
one with a groove in the butt to take a wooden shoulder stock- 
holster (a la Mauser and Luger), and one without any such adapta- 
tion which was used exclusively as a hand gun. I have never actu- 
ally seen the shoulder-stock holster itself, only pictures of it in 
the manuals. On Guadalcanal, it was a pretty scarce item. With- 
out it, however, the pistol remains a neat and well finished little 
weapon; the only difference in the two types being a cut in the 
lower rear butt of the model adapted for shoulder firing to engage 
a male fitting on the holster shoulder-stock. Both types of Nambu 
pistols — designed incidentally by the famous Lt. General Kijiro 
Nambu — were well finished guns, nice to handle and shoot. 

The little weapon is very presentable. Coming as it does in a 

neat leather holster, trimly designed, which contains all things 

necessary for maintenance and care, the outfit would sell fast on 

the counter of any gun store in the U. S. A. A cleaning rod, two 

extra clips, and extra loose cartridges can all be carried in the 

holster — a compact and handy little bit of kit. Next to the sword, 

it was the preferred weapon for wear by the ranking Japanese 

oflficers. In battle, for actual use, it was of course preferred to the 

sword (and so were all other Japanese made pistols). Several Jap 

officers I saw were killed with their swords sheathed, but a pistol 

— often a Nambu — in their hand. It's not a bad looking gun. 

The Nambu is nine inches in overall length, and because of the 

I Luger-like protrusion of the rearward receiver, the greatest over- 

I all length is measured straight from front to rear on the barrel 

CL and receiver assembly. The heel of the grip does not reach as far 

3! rearward as the very rear portion of the cocking piece, even in 

\n closed position. Vertically, the gun measures five and seven- 

S eighths inches, the two extremes being the upper parts of the leaf 

P rear sight and the aluminum butt of the magazine. With the 

S magazine removed the measurement is five and one-quarter. 

^ The barrel length, measured from the face of the bolt in closed 

position, is four and five-eighths inches, four and one-sixteenth 

I of which protrudes from the receiver. The barrel is thin walled 

and tapered, lighter in weight than the Luger, and tapped in front 

^ with a permanent dovetailed base, into which a barleycorn front 

sight is driven. 
S The rear sight is of the variable slant leaf variety pivoting up- 

i^ ward from the front, with the height of the rear end controlled by 



c 



^ 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



3o6 Shots Fired in Anger 

the position of a movable leaf slide base which rests on a ramp 
sloping rearward. The more forward the slide, the higher the rear 
sight notch. This notch is cut into the very rear end of the slanting 
leaf. The top of the variable slant leaf is graduated in increments 
, of fifty meters with the even hundred lines on the right side, num- 
bered from one to five with a line below each number; and the 
odd ranges of 150, 250, 350, and 450 meters indicated by plain 
lines on the left side of the leaf without stamped numerals. A very 



The Nambu Pistol 8mm caliber. 

simple arrangement, probably patterned after German ideas, in 

a; accordance with the sight graduations. Adjustment is obtained 

by positioning the sliding base. 

6 The trigger guard was circular in appearance and, of course, a 

% part of the receiver, looking much the same as that of the Luger. 

^1 The trigger itself was broad and very sharply curved, leaving too 

g little space forward of it within the guard to permit a gloved 

1 finger to safely rest — in fact, there was hardly room for a large 
S Caucasian finger to enter it — even without glove, 

I Right below the trigger guard a grip safety had been inletted 

I into the guard and forward strap, so that it could be squeezed 

I inward by the second and third fingers. When so squeezed it 

I pivoted from the top against the action of its spring and lowered 

I a stud which was otherwise engaged at rest with the bottom of 

^ the trigger, locking same against rearward (firing) movement. 

g There were strong reasons why this safety would not be fool proof; 

I in the first place its only engagement was with the trigger — it 
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did not act directly against the final firing mechanism; secondly, 
because of its forward position, it would nearly always be de- 
pressed by the firer's first casual grasp of the weapon, so that the 
first fumbling reach of finger inside the trigger guard would likely 
find the weapon ready to fire. The upper-rear position of grip 
safety, which is used in the case of the Colt (and for a few American 
Export Lugers), is much better, because it is not normally de- 
pressed except by the final hand grip which the firer employs when 
advertently aiming. 

On the lower rear of the receiver, just below the cocking piece 
assembly, there is a lanyard loop which would be convenient for 
mounted troops to use. 

By far the most unique point of appearance in the Nambu 
pistol is its peculiarly positioned recoil spring housing, which is 
located along the full length of the receiver's left side. When 
viewed from the top it gives the pistol a lopsided appearance — 
creating an impression that the barrel emerges from the receiver 
in an ofFcenter position. 

The conventional magazine catch is used on the Nambu, with 
the push button release located immediately to the rear of the 
guard in approximately the same position as that of the Govern- 
ment 45, 

Field disassembly of the Nambu, as with all good automatic 
pistols, is simple. The only tool required is a screwdriver or a 
substitute which will fit the grip screws. (These screw slots are 
too narrow to permit the use of a cartridge rim — an obvious fault 
of design.) To completely disassemble the weapon a single small 
drift and hammer would be needed, and the operation would 
require only a few more moments time. Only four pins and rivets 
would need to be removed from the magazine and trigger group. 
The first step of disassembly is the removal of the Luger type 
o_ magazine, which is made fairly long in order to hold eight of the 

special bottlenecked 8mm cartridges. This removal is commenced 
^1 by depressing the magazine catch and withdrawing the magazine 

S body from the grip. 

I Next the knurled rear protrusion of the cocking piece, which 

S can properly be referred to as the firing pin spring base, is pressed 

I inward with the thumb and turned gradually counter clockwise 

I for ninety degrees. This will disengage its two holding lugs from 

i their hold against a rear shoulder inside the cocking piece. Then 

I the firing pin spring guide can be removed with the firing pin 

S- spring hanging onto its forward end. Next, the cocking piece itself 

is removed, by pulling it to the rear against the tension of the 
recoil spring and unscrewing it from the threaded rearend of the 
recoil spring guide. Then the recoil spring guide can be removed 
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from the front (unless it has already **removed" itself by flying 
out when the recoil spring guide came free from the cocking piece). 
Then the firing pin assembly (and spring too, if it did not come 
out with its guide) can be removed by squeezing the trigger and 
safety together and shaking the weapon with the muzzle elevated 
so the parts can fall out from the rear. The magazine catch is re- 
moved by means of its left side (magazine catch lock) which is 
depressed and rotated 90 degrees counter clockwise and then re- 
leased outward. This permits the catch proper to be easily jockeyed 
out with a finger tip. 

The left grip is next taken off, by means of the exposed left grip 
screw. Then by pushing the barrel about one-eighth of an inch to 
the rear, the trigger and safety group become free to move down- 
ward in the groove in the forward strap. If it is stuck with gummed 
oil — as often seems to be the case — some little pressure or a slight 
jarring of the butt against a wood surface might be required. On 
some Nambus the trigger group will merely fall down about three- 
quarters of an inch, remaining engaged in the grooves in the for- 
ward strap; in other models it can be removed completely by pull- 
ing outward on the safety and sliding it down further. With a drift 
and hammer, though, either model can be ordnance disassembled 
in a few minutes by removing the trigger and safety pins. 

With the trigger and safety group in the low position or removed 
entirely, the barrel, barrel extension, bolt and bolt lock can be 
withdrawn to the front from the receiver and their components 
then disassembled from each other with ease. A pointed instru- 
ment (or a small finger) can afterward be inserted into the receiver 
to pull the bolt lock spring out of its position in the upper rear 
corner of the magazine housing. 
oj The rather long and complicated sear and sear lever, which fits 

§ beneath the recoil spring housing, is removed by means of the 

6 knurl-headed sear pin which is turned by thumb pressure to 

% unlock position and then withdrawn by the fingernails, thereby 

^1 freeing the sear and sear lever along with the sear spring, sear 

g lever extending plunger, and sear lever extending plunger spring, 

^ (all in one unit). 

S That would complete the field stripping; and, for all practical 

I purposes this breakdown is fine enough. It would serve the pur- 

M poses of field repair and parts replacement adequately. And, as 

I previously stated, further complete ordnance disassembly would 

J also be simple. 

I In operating the weapon, the general instructions for automatic 

^ pistols would hold. The magazine is loaded like the Luger, and a 

g thumb piece is provided to permit the magazine follower to be 

depressed as the cartridges arc inserted, which makes the task of 
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clip loading much easier. The magazine is inserted — pressed into 
final position — the same way as that of the Colt 45. The first round 
is loaded by drawing the cocking piece to rearmost position and 
releasing it, whereupon the bolt goes forward, ramping the first 
cartridge into the chamber. The weapon then stands cocked and 
ready to fire. 

When the safety is squeezed it frees the trigger. Firing pressure 
on the trigger transmits itself to free the firing pin from rearward 
hold through the following force-train: it (the trigger) pivots on 
the trigger pin, causing an integral extension to press upward 
against the forward end of the sear lever assembly; this causes 
the rear end of the sear lever to move downward as the entire 
lever pivots on the sear pin, thereby disengaging the rear sear 
projection from its small and rather precarious engagement with 
the tiny firing pin shoulder, located on the extreme rear of the 
firing pin body. This frees the firing pin and it goes forward by 
action of the not overlystrong firing pin spring. Semi-automatic 
fire is assured by the sear lever extension plunger, located forward 
on the sear lever (as part of its actual length), which permits the 
sear lever to be compressed to shorter overall length during recoil, 
thereby disengaging the forward contact with the trigger and 
avoiding full automatic operation. This contact is reassumed 
automatically when the trigger is released. 

This entire ignition system is rather haywire of design, having 
many of the faults of the Luger, with a few more of its own thrown 
in for good measure. Springs are not strong enough, sear engage- 
ment surface is not great enough and the whole works makes for 
a springy and cushioned trigger letofF, which nearly all American 
shooters would despise. 
9^ In operation, the weapon does not compare with the Colt 45 

8 in functioning reliability, or, as far as I am concerned in accuracy. 

^ (Which latter comparison constitutes a crowning insult.) It is more 

^ sensitive to grit and dirt, and its maintenance is more of a problem 

^1 than that of our own handgun. 

y Its chief advantages are not military ones at all. They are neat 

I in appearance, nice "feel," good finish and fit, all of which make it 

S an attractive and desirable souvenir. The leather holster furnished 

1/1 

b with it also adds much to its eye-appeal. 

I (Just think of what might have happened to Sgt. Russel Hill 

I if it hadn't been for that *'eye appeaPM) 

I As a souvenir or a collection piece it's nice to have. Even its 

§" little bottlenecked cartridges — with the crimp secured by three 
little punch marks — look very pretty. For military use, though, 

S I wouldn't give it hell room either. 
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My impression that the Nambu 8mm pistol was the best hand- 
gun which the Japanese had to offer our souvenir hunters held 
until after the Cape Esperance venture was well under way. By 
the time we were relieved at Hill 27 there were several such pistols 
in the hands of members of the battalion and I had had ample op- 
portunity to look them over. Smooth-finished and trim in appear- 
ance they seemed the nicest of all items of enemy equipment we 
had seen. Every man in the outfit wanted one for himself and there 
were always great expressions of disappointment each time a sol- 
dier opened up a leather or rubberized canvas holster lying in one 
of the battlefield areas and found it to contain a Model 94 — rough- 
finished and loose fit. 

But when we got to Cape Esperance proper (on the day we were 

shelled by our own Navy) I saw the neatest souvenir of all. It was 

the Japanese 7mm Nambu — usually spoken of as the "Baby 

Nambu." A sergeant of Company "H" found the first one any of 

us had seen, on a Jap he killed that morning. 

^ We had started moving down the beach trail in pursuit of the 

o defeated Japs, the assault echelon driving straight ahead with no 

i flank security whatsoever. Colonel Gavin had told us to trot down 

^ the trail as fast as we could and not to worry about our right flank 

^1 which faced the jungle and hills. We naturally had no worries 

S over our left, which, from our feet to the ocean, was no more than 

^ a thin band of coconut trees, seldom wider than twenty yards. 

We slowed down only once when Danny Prewitt was halted for a 

1 few moments during the early morning on that trail but soon he 
B got through with a little shooting and on we went. 

^ 1 Near the rear of the column the men had more time to look 

I around to right and left, checking their flanks for safety's sake. 

£ The sergeant was doing that very thing when he came upon the 

^ Jap with the Baby Nambu pistol. This Jap had huddled behind a 

o tree not more than fifteen feet from the trail, concealing himself 

in the low undergrowth. 
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All that the sergeant could see of the Jap was his peaked cap 
sticking above the weeds, but it was enough to allow him to aim 
his Tommy gun and let fly a few rounds — which took good care of 
things. 

The sergeant had assumed that the Jap had just moved into his 
position at the side of the trail a few seconds before he had been 
detected, but an examination of the Jap*s weapon — a neat little 
pistol of a type which was instantly recognizable as a smaller 
version of the Nambu — proved otherwise. The pistol had been in 
the Jap's hand at the time he was killed, and the eight cartridges 
which were found on the person of the Jap^ in the pistol^ and on the 
ground near the tree^ were each dented deeply in the primer by several 
blows of the firing pin. 

This Jap had taken up a "sniper's" position on the trail, sitting 
there and ineffectually snapping his weapon while the whole front 
of the column had gone by. All of the cartridges had been loaded 
into the chamber several times — their cases were badly scored and 
their rims were nicked by the ejector. Undoubtedly the sniper had 
aimed at everyone in the column who looked like an officer and 
snapped away bravely, but his ammunition had let him down. 
The cartridges had been handled in such a way as to remind me 
of those in the revolver of an old Chicago police friend of mine. 
They had evidently been left in a weapon which had been drenched 
with thin machine oil and the primers had been completely dead- 
ened by oil penetration. That the fault did not lie with the weapon 
was attested by good, deep firing pin impressions. 

I never did get the story of whether or not the Japanese were 
generally ignorant of the effect of oil on small arms ammunition, 
but I have since come across several other instances which would 
I tend to prove that they were. But whether ignorance or a shortage 

I of good ammunition was responsible, it is almost a certainty that 

§. the deficiency saved someone's life. At a maximum of twenty feet 

S it would be difficult for a Jap to miss a standing man. 

\n The body of this Jap yielded other things of importance — a 

S good battle flag, a diary, a photo album, and twenty perfectly good 

P American dollars. I looked them all over that evening, in the com- 

S fortable and secure surroundings of our camp at the mouth of the 

^ Tanamboga River, where we soon effected a junction with the 

main forces pushing south, thereby terminating organized re- 
I sistance on Guadalcanal. We had bedded down for the night and 

I had bathed in the fresh water of the river while we still had a 
I little bit of daylight left. I sat on my poncho and tinkered with the 

little gun until it became dark and the land crabs began to seethe 
S all through the sand floor of the grove, making it difficult indeed 

I to get badly needed rest. 
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I liked this little weapon at first glance; it was hardly more than 
a handful for a big man yet it retained the lines of the Luger, 
lacking the boxlike appearance of the small American automatic 
pistols. Mechanically it was only a smaller version of the Nambu, 
having all of the Nambu's faults — especially did it have the fault 
of a small trigger guard which did not allow enough room for a 
large finger to rest with any degree of safety. 

In overall length it was much shorter than the Nambu, taking 
up only six and three-quarters inches in extreme measurement 
along the barrel and receiver groups. It had a barleycorn front 



The Baby Nambu Pistol in 7mm caliber. 

sight, the same as the Nambu, but the rear sight was diflFerent, 
. being of the plain "V" type notch with no adjustment. It weighed 

less than one and one-half pounds and had a barrel length of about 
^ three and one-eighth inches. 

8 Six rounds were all that could be crammed into the magazine 

g^ of the little weapon and the ammunition, as in the case of the 

% weapon itself, was a similar appearing cartridge, made smaller 

^1 than the 8mm stuflF used in the Nambu. 

S Ordnance friends have since told me that the cartridge gives a 

I muzzle velocity of some 950 foot seconds, and that it has considera- 

S ble penetrating power. Regrettably, the first weapon of this sort 

b that I saw was the only one which I was ever permitted to examine 

I at close range, and I was never able to shoot it because we never 

i found good ammunition. It would have been fun to plink around 

I Tanamboga at lizards and coconuts with that little gun. 

S- Before we moved out of our beach camp we were visited by a 

^ group of souvenir-hunting officers from the Navy, and rumor had 

S it that the sergeant sold the little gun, complete with its natty 

I little belt holster, for $200* According to the story, he didn't really 

O , 

O 

D 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



The "Baby Nambu" 



313 



want the $200 — he had merely asked for two bottles of whiskey 
or $200. The Navy chap apparently felt that he could do better 
elsewhere with the booze, because he shelled out the $200 and let 
the sergeant go thirsty. 

The Type 94, or Model 1934 Pistol 

It is difficult to believe that the Baby Nambu and the better 
finished regular Nambus could have been turned out by the same 
people who later on manufactured so much junk. In 1934 the 
Japanese brought forth a handgun to disgrace their crudest black- 
smith. They called this pistol the Type 94, and wisely issued it to 




The Migj4 or Type ^4 Pistol. 
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people who did not have great use for a weapon, such as pilots and 
crew members of aircraft. Some few of them got into the hands of 
Infantrymen later on; I saw a few in Burma in 1944-5. 

The weapon was of awkward appearance, with a profile made 
ugly by a thick breech and a small, outwardly tapered grip. The 
guns I saw were very roughly finished, with deep tool marks show- 
ing on all surfaces, inside and out. I would not have fired one of 
them for a price — some of the parts appeared to have been cast 
from pot-metal. Elements of the trigger mechanism projected from 
the left hand side of the receiver so that a blow against the receiver 
wall could cause accidental discharge. 

The magazine held six rounds, and it took the standard Japanese 
8mm pistol cartridge. The sights were of crude fixed type, seldom 
having more than a very rough degree of relationship to the axis 
of the bore. Some of my braver friends who fired the monstrosity 
told me that it would not hit the side of a barn. 
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For anyone who might doubt the inability of the Japanese to 
turn out both gcx)d and bad guns, a look at the Baby Nambu and 
the M-1934 alongside each other is more than enough. One has the 
polished smoothness of a first class handgun; the other looked like a 
second rate pipe wrench. Most of the doughboys who recovered 
M-1934 pistols were bright enough to barter them with some of the 
souvenir-hungry visitors. A lot of M-1934 pistols have gotten 
back to this country where, I hope, they will serve as horrible ex- 
amples of what a handgun should never be. 

The Baby Nambu — as far as workmanship is concerned — can 
continue to serve as a model for our best gunmakers. 
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THE NAMBU LIGHTS 

In the tangled jungle surrounding Hill 27 and Hill 31, the 
Japanese had made good use of their engineer tools. They had dug 
and hacked extensively all along the forward slope of Hill 31, 
probably wearing out the blades of many brush knives and dulling 
many axe blades on the soft but resistant wood of tropical broad- 
leaf trees and tangled vines which were sometimes two feet thick. 
They had burrowed under and around the roots of forest giants 
in a manner that would have done credit to a New England wood- 
chuck. Sharp-edged entrenching shovels, far better than those 
used by the Americans swarming on the beaches five miles away, 
had been plied day after day, night after night, providing for the 
comfort and security of an old and traditional type reception com- 
mittee, which would wait attentively for the arrival of the first 
wave of green clad, light skinned, blond haired visitors. 

These reception committee shelters were sighted with care so 
that there would be little or no chance of any visitor approaching 
unseen or unheard. The visitors would have to make their way 
I through particularly inhospitable stretches of foliage before they 

Bi approached their **hosts,'' clawing often at plant stems and turn- 

I ing now and then to remove the sticky, holding whip of a wait-a- 

I minute vine from the cloth of a jacket or the flesh of a cheek or 

[^' hand. The last few steps toward the waiting hosts would be in 

u clearer, more open, spots in the jungle — not completely clear, but 

I open as though these spots of ground had perhaps offered less 

K appeal to roots of jungle weeds than had the surrounding area. 

^ And the first guests these hosts would receive in time-honored 

c style would, at the moment of reception, be breathing thanks for 

I a few feet of clear space in front of them. 

But while the hosts were taking every step to prevent the guests 
from arriving unseen or unannounced, it was none the less their 
desire that the reception was to be in the nature of a surprise 
party. Along with the committee housing project there was also 
heavy effort under way to prevent the excavations from becoming 
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an eyesore and smearing the pretty green landscape with unsightly 
mounds of yellow clay, framing the entrances to the committee 
chambers in a highly unartistic way — all out of keeping with the 
natural tropical garden atmosphere. 

So, while some of the hosts dug with shovels and picks, others 
were busy with baskets woven from vines in which they carried 
away load after load of yellow dirt to a hidden place to the rear 
of the line of diggings. There the dirt was scattered around the 
roots of heavy brush where it would not change the garden picture 
of the "back yards,'* or else it was thrown into a little stream where 
it was washed away, yellowing the clean spring water. So thorough 
was this operation that scarcely one clod of yellow dirt was left 
to mar the perfect scene of green and dark shadow which sur- 
rounded the picturesque area. 

After the rough line of shelters was finished, the sturdy, well 
muscled little builders got to work industriously upon a series of 
connecting tunnels, just large enough for the small and wiry 
bodies of the hosts to move through with comfort. These were 
artistically done, with the little bites of the shovels showing on 
their inside walls like adze marks on hewn logs. Roots were sharply 
and cleanly cut, cross-sections showing and oozing sap, mostly 
milk white and latex-bearing. And after the tunnels had been dug 
— a regular network of them to connect all of the individual larger 
shelters with each other — another project was begun. The cham- 
bers were enlarged and made more comfortable, and their roofs 
were built up solidly against the elements, with layer after layer 
of logs and pounded earth, which was now needed in such quantity 
at the building site that there was no need to carry it away. But 
the unsightly yellow of it was still not allowed to show. It was 
I carefully covered over with sod, carefully matched to the local 

I landscape. The hosts were still much concerned about the outside 

k appearance of their dwellings. 

S Each of the chambers had a small window, left open perma- 

1^' nently, facing to the front. This was to serve the combined pur- 

S poses of ventilator and living room window, permitting the host 

I to breathe comfortably, see his front yard, and greet his guests. 

S And the chambers were as near stormproof as structures could 

I be. Any one of them would have made an absolutely safe hurricane 

I shelter. The areas in front of the windows were sodded over care- 

I fully so that no dry leaves or other substance could be blown up 

I into the chamber by a sudden gust of wind, and then the square 

I outline of the window was artistically broken up by the bending 

and sometimes actual transplanting of pretty leaved plants, mak- 
I ing the whole dome of the chamber-structure blend perfectly into 

I the shadowy undergrowth. 
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Remaining improvements were in the way of gouging little 
shelves along the chamber walls. These would contain bits of 
bric-a-brac to be presented to the visitors! 

When they began to build these shelves the hosts were able to 
sigh with relief and know that they had finished their greater 
preparations before the visitors arrived. It is always embarrassing 
for visitors to arrive before one is ready to receive! The small 
finishing touches were still being completed when the visitors 
finally got there. 

It happened on a bright morning in December, and there was 
really no need to look carefully for the visitors, for they proclaimed 
their coming five hours in advance with a vast and imposing dis- 
play of fireworks. There were repeated blinding flashes and deaf- 
ening sounds all around the hosts' chambers through the last 
darkness and early dawn. The hosts waited and gave no reply 
because they still wanted it to be a surprise party. 

Soon after dawn the fireworks let up and there was silence. 
Each host stood ready in place for the greeting ceremony. Nat- 
urally there were various grades of hosts. There were little hosts 
who waited in smaller chambers with small gifts to give the vis- 
itors, and there were large hosts who waited in larger chambers, 
prepared to give gifts in much larger quantities. These larger hosts 
were the most important, and the whole scheme of the reception 
had been planned with great consideration for the part they were 
to play in the ceremony. 

The smaller hosts were situated in smaller chambers with smaller 
front yards, and in locations where they would be less likely to 
receive large numbers of visitors. They were not so well supplied 
with gifts, and they lacked the means to distribute the presents 
as fast as their more important colleagues. Their chief concern 
was not so much the distribution of gifts as it was the saving of 
S the larger hosts from embarrassment if several visitors were to 

arrive at the rear entrance. In such cases, they had been told to 
^1 greet the visitors themselves so that the larger hosts could devote 

S their attention to visitors approaching the front doors. 

I Despite all of these beautiful preparations, the reception on 

S Hill 31 was not too much of a surprise. A large group of visitors 

I were proceeding through the undergrowth. When their leader saw 

I the front yards of the reception committee shelters, he halted the 

i main body of guests and went forward to look. He passed through 

I the front yard of one of the lesser greeters, who either did not see 

S- him or else left him to be greeted by one of the larger hosts. After 

^ all, the whole ceremony had been planned around the larger hosts 

S since they were the ones who were really prepared to greet guests. 

A dark-haired little man, whose brown skin had gone white 
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from continued life underground and in jungle shadows, finally 
saw the first visitor through his small window. The visitor had 
walked to the edge of the host's little front yard and hesitated 
for a moment, then he had walked into the center and looked back 
toward the rest of the guests, ready to call them forward, or per- 
haps ready to tell them to wait — it will never be known which. 
The host became over-anxious, perhaps fearing that the other 
guests would be lost to his hospitality, perhaps not knowing of 
their presence. Anyway, he put his whole heart and soul into the 
matter of greeting this one guest before him, throwing a full twenty 
gifts his way. 

A young officer, nameless here, was the greeted one. Trained 
in the States, gifted with little knowledge of the wilds — certainly 
none of junglecraft — he had none-the-less sensed danger and 
saved the lives of his command. His own fate was of a quick sort, 
by no means the type of death a soldier prays for, for most of us 
would prefer to die with enemy blood on our hands, but there was 
no suffering for him — not more than a few seconds. 

A Japanese automatic weapon, one of several models which were 
to earn our unqualified respect through the Islands and in Burma, 
had been sighted at the calves of his legs at a range of less than 
thirty feet. 

The first few rounds of the clip, ripping out at the cyclic rate 
of 500 per minute, had made jelly out of his legs and swept them 
from under him, causing his body to fall into the stream of fire 
still sizzling past. The last few rounds of the clip were clustered 
in one area, raking his heart and lung cavity from upper left 
shoulder to lower right ribs. 

The gun that killed him was a Nambu Light, always the base 
gj weapon of the Japanese fire plan in defense, the deadly automatic 

o gun which some of us believe killed more men than all other Jap)- 

i anese weapons combined — an efficient, well-designed, and prac- 

^ tical weapon. Had it not been for the gunner's impatience, or had 

^1 this platoon leader been less alert, it might have killed a dozen 

S men instead, as was the case in many later instances. 

^ This incident was the first experience of that particular American 

unit with the Nambu Light, but it was by no means the first con- 
5 tact known with it on the Island. The Marines had developed a 

1 healthy respect for it in the very first battles they had had on 
I Tulagi and Guadalcanal. The first Army troops who saw action 
I on the Island had seen it employed first in the attack, fired from 
I the assault position with great carelessness, spraying bullets 
^ wildly. But later they had encountered this weapon as we encoun- 
tered it — in the defense — and it had proved to be as dangerous 
and consistently fatal as any of them had dreamed. And its most 
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dangerous role was in this sort of defense — holding ground in the 
jungle. 

The Japanese seemed to lack imagination when they were mov- 
ing into us. They attacked with matchless savagery and courage, 
but the effort always seemed to lack the important element of 
common sense — which has a more important place in Infantry 
tactics and weapons employment than any place else I know. The 
fire of Japanese attack forces was usually frontal, giving away the 
direction and positions of the attackers. At the same time, it was 
greatly limited in accuracy because it was "assault fire*' — fire de- 
livered by men who were moving forward, firing a shot or burst 
now and then from the standing or kneeling position. 

Perhaps it would have been excusable for the Japanese to follow 
the Banzai attack procedure with the riflemen only, allowing the 
automatic weapons to provide a covering fire. This fire could be 
from a position selected as a "base of fire" — off to the side, or on 
higher ground. But the Japs didn't even do that much. They 
usually went whole hog for the advancing elements. The result 
was that no one was shooting during the very moments which 
logically required the greatest volume of fire to be delivered. With 
the entire attacking force in on a big bayonet rush, there was 
usually a lull^f not a complete break — in the delivery of accurate 
fire. 

The adverse effect of such poor use of firepower is too obvious 
to even describe. The members of such an attacking force would 
move into a deadly hail of fire delivered by men who were not 
forced to keep their heads down. They could crane their necks 
about and carefully aim at oncoming cold turkey targets — ^Jap- 
anese soldiers at point blank range. In such cases the slaughter 
I was unbelievable, even if the attack was delivered during bad 

I conditions of visibility or at night. And I have personally been 

§. involved in enough of these affairs to know that they occurred 

S frequently. If the defenders had enough ammunition and kept 

1^' their heads, these attacks always ended by being terrible fiascos 

y for the Japanese. And they received a name, often repeated by a 

I million doughboys and Marines, which became familiar to every- 

S one throughout the Island — the "Banzai" charge. 

I The Jap high command itself, at least in the beginning of the 

I war, continued to think that they really had something in that 

I Banzai charge, for they whooped it up in all of their books on 

I tact'cs. They maintained that the attack was the only honorable 

I form of fighting, and that a good, aggressive commander need 

never rely upon defensive tactics; and they greatly neglected 
I defense in their training publications, at least through the early 

I Pacific war. However, they conceded in some of their later putn 
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lications that Japanese soldiers were not especially skilled in 
defensive warfare — that perhaps there were European armies 
that knew more about it and were better fitted for it. Japanese 
Infantry was strongest, they said, in offensive fighting. The attack 
— especially the night attack — was, by their own appraisal, a 
specialty of Japanese Infantry. 

Actually, this conception was one hundred percent wrong. 
Japanese Infantry was clownish and stupid beyond belief in the 
attack — the phase of war which involves fire, movement, and 
which demands the taking of ground from a defending force. But 
in the defense, entrenched or in the cover of the jungle, the Jap- 
anese were absolute past-masiers^ far more capable than they imag- 
ined themselves to be. Their rugged physical condition and peasant 
background made them skillful and untiring at digging, and their 
unlimited tenacity and guts permitted them to hold bravely in 
the face of superior numbers. 

Some of the Infantry training manuals of all Armies carry a 
hackneyed paragraph or two which says outrightly or infers: 
". . . in the defense, unless ordered otherwise, our forces will 
always hold and fight to the last man. . . ." The Italians made a 
joke of that sentence; in many cases the Germans did too; we 
certainly did. Only scattered American units can claim that they 
fought to the last man, except in the later days of the Pacific War, 
after we had learned that surrender to the Japanese was useless. 
But the Japanese I have been up against, with negligible in- 
dividual exceptions, carried out that pledge to the letter. How 
often did we hear the familiar communique, *'Blank Island was 
taken today, the Japanese garrison of fifteen thousand having 
been destroyed. Eighty prisoners were taken. . . .'' 
oj Eighty out of fifteen thousand! Figure it out. . . . 

§ The Japanese Infantrymen and fighter and kamikaze pilots 

D were, as a class, the bravest men who fought in this last war. 

% Rationalizing individuals have called it fanaticism and ignorance 

^1 instead of bravery, and have sold a lot of people upon the story 

% that Japanese Infantrymen would have surrendered freely if they 

I had known they would not be tortured after capture. For my 

S part, I don^t care what is said about the Japanese. They have a 

I lot of moral and spiritual defects, the greatest of which would 

I seem to be a sort of malignant racial inferiority complex. But 

i most of us who have fought in the Pacific are ready to admit here 

J and now, away from all the convincing first hand evidence we 

S- have seen — mass starvation, untold suffering, shell shock, can- 

^ nibalism, mass suicide — that for sheer, bloody, hardened-steel 

g guts, the stocky and hard muscled little Jap doughboy has it all 

I over any of us. 
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And I admire him for it. He fits — far better than the Sudanese 
for whom the lines were written — the familiar words of Kipling's 
tribute to good soldiers in Africa, part of which are perfectly 
apropros to his combat behavior: 

"'e rushes at the smoke when we let drive, 
An' before we know 'es 'ackin' at our 'ead; 
^es all hot sand and ginger when alive, 

An' 'es generally shammin' when 'es dead." . . . 

Our rifles don't ''smoke" much now, and it didn't do him much 
good to rush as "we let drive," but he did it all the same! To do 
everything the Japs did in this war, American Infantrymen would 
be required to be a lot more stupid and foolhardy than they were, 
but generally speaking, they would also have to be far, far more 
brave. 

It is beginning to seem (even from my viewpoint) that I have 
been driving at the subject of this writing in a very round-about 
way — after all, this chapter was to deal with Nambu Light ma- 
chine guns. The point I have been trying to make, though, is that 
the Japanese were the most skilled fighters in the world as far as 
the Infantry aspects of sacrificial defense in jungle country are 
concerned. There are no other soldiers who would give them a 
run for their money in that type of fighting. 

Their excellence in that field was only part guts. A lot of it was 
due to their remarkable entrenching ability. The way they could 
build pillboxes and covered foxholes and organize them into clever, 
mutually-supporting positions is perhaps their greatest defense 
asset. And their skill at camouflage was part of this remarkable 
entrenching skill. 
g Once Japs complete their diggings, there are no ready ways for 

I an enemy force to outflank or to move in from the front. And 

Q. there are few types of artillery projectile which will have worth- 

Si while eff'ect upon such positions in heavy jungle, even if the shells 

1^' are lobbed over in terrific quantity. Only the heaviest delayed- 

S action shells, penetrating directly into the shelters and exploding 

I inside, can be relied upon to do sure damage. And by digging 

S shelters behind and under huge jungle trees to be occupied during 

I barrages, the Japs have shown themselves able to evade even that 

I one point of vulnerability. 

I In the long run, the only thing that can be done against a pre- 

I pared Japanese jungle defense is for the Infantry to move in with 

I maximum artillery preparation (not concurrent support, which is 

not often possible in heavy jungle) and take the bull by the horns, 
I going at the pillboxes with grenade, pole charge, and flame thrower 

I — potting heads with rifles and carbines as they show above the 
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ground — doing the best that can be done in the most hair-raising 
situation that war can furnish. 

Such fighting is the old problem of storming a defense which 
has proved itself to be impregnable to attack by fire alone. And 
it is a tribute to the men and the plan of any defense to say that 
it is "characteristically impregnable'* to mere weapons attack. 
Japanese jungle defensive diggings were generally entitled to that 
classification. On many occasions they remained virtually un- 
affected by fire — artillery and mortar — for great lengths of siege. 

They achieved that impregnability through intelligent use of 
their weapons, more than by any other means, and by selecting 
certain guns as the key units to spot at certain points along the 
line. After selecting these key points and emplacing automatic 
weapons there, they built up other weapons around, to attain a 
mantight fire plan. This last requirement demanded that each 
enemy must be forced to walk visibly through the fire lane of at 
least one weapon (usually three or more) before he could get into 
close quarters with any of the defenders. 

So the fire lanes of the Japanese key weapons were usually 
sighted to crisscross at an angle of ninety degrees or more, and 
they were usually established along a rough line, staggered ir- 
regularly according to the terrain-lay. The less important weapons 
were distributed in such a manner as to support and protect the 
key weapons. 

The key weapons in any Japanese plan of jungle defense were 
invariably automatics — light and heavy machine guns — and the 
lights always predominated. 

There were always plenty of Nambu Light machine guns, one 
or more to every Jap squad. They were at least as thick — in the 
Japanese units I have seen — as Browning Auto Rifles were in our 
own platoons and companies. And there is not the slightest ques- 

tion in my mind that they killed more of us on Guadalcanal than 

any other weapon — perhaps more than all others put together. 

^1 Normally, when we encountered these guns in defensive posi- 

S tions, we would find them inside pillboxes which were logged and 

1 earthedin overhead and thick on the sides, with only a small 
S firing port in front. Sometimes these ports were as much as two 
I or two and a half feet wide, permitting considerable traverse, but 
I that was rare. Most of the time the port was little wider than it 
i was high — no more than twelve inches at the most — in which 
I case the gun would have no traverse at all, being able to fire only 
S- straight ahead. Always the machine gun pillbox dome was care- 
^ fully camouflaged, and the front of the site was sodded or damp- 
S ened to prevent giveaway muzzle blast, stirring dirt or leaves 

when the gun opened up. 
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When the fixed gun position was used, the direction of fire was 
always carefully sighted along or across some natural approach, 
with every possibility of outflanking routes and defiladed ap- 
proaches well considered. Then the flanks and front were care- 
fully spotted with covered riflemen's pits, indistinguishable from 
the larger pillboxes in outward appearance. The adjacent trees 
and high ground points were usually manned, at least in the early 
phase of a fight, by riflemen spotters. To a certain extent, this 
made up for the greatest fault of the Japanese roofed entrench- 
ments, their extreme blindness. This blindness was further made 
up for by the interlaced and mutually protecting lanes of fire, 
which would work effectively against enemy infiltrators. 

The problems which faced our Infantry platoons assaulting 
such positions were vast. First the pillboxes had to be located and 
distinguished from dummies, which were frequently present in 
annoying quantity. Then they had to be approached from a route 
outside their fire lanes. More often than not, both of these tasks 
were utter impossibilities and the ground had to be gained by 
blind assault, which would depend upon good luck, good, fast 
shooting, and the intelligent application of pole charges and flame 
throwers. 

In such an attack, or even in an attack where the boxes had 

been carefully located by a skilled platoon leader, there were 

many, many ways for a man to become a casualty. He could be 

picked off by a rifleman, struck by a grenade fragment, or be 

blasted by an electrically detonated charge planted in front of 

the shelter which the Japs could operate from within the pillbox. 

More likely than all of these, however, he could be shot with a 

machine gun. 

I Ranges in true jungle country are always short, seldom over a 

I hundred yards, with the average being nearer twenty-five yards. 

Q. In the jungle assault, the ranges are at bayonet distance in many 

3! cases, with thirty yards being the extreme if cover is of average 

1^' density. You don't even look for targets farther away than that. 

S Should a man be shot with a rifle at such range — especially the 

p highly humane and clean-killing ball 6.5 — he will stand a chance 

^ of living through it. Usually though, he will be shot through the 

^ body or face, for the ranges are conducive to center holds, even 

for the flinching and trigger-jerking Japanese. If he is hit with 

I only a few grenade fragments, his chances will be even better. 

Japanese grenades were unusual performers in the manner of noise, 

I but they didn't seem nearly as effective away from the immediate 

blasts as our own. A mine explosion will usually either knock a 

I man cold or kill him, depending on how far he is from the center 

i^ of its explosion. 



c 



^ 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



324 



Shots Fired in Anger 



o 
o 

6 

Q. 
N: 
CD 



But with a machine gun, especially the high cyclic rate light 
machine guns, a man hit at such close range is a dead cookie 
forty-nine times out of fifty. Always sighted to shoot low, such 
weapons will hit a crawling man in the helmet or the body, and 
a standing man in the legs, in which case they usually get him in 
the body when he falls. The Japs normally didn^t open up until 
the enemy was well in the sights, probably feeling that there was 
little point in giving away their location for a mere leg or arm shot. 
Most often they got a big piece of you. 




Model igj6 or Type q6 Light Machine Gun, 6.jmm caliber. 
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One reason a machine gun nearly always kills outright or wounds 
fatally is because of its rate of fire — the fact that a man is never 
hit with a single bullet at that range, but rather by a cluster of 
them, coming so rapidly that they might have as well been fired 
simultaneously from a multi-barrelled weapon. The average num- 
ber of such hits is usually around four or five— that many going 
in before the stricken man writhes or falls out of the way. 
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That number is enough. If they strike a man in the body, they 
kill him. If they strike him in the bones of the arms or legs, they 
lacerate terribly and give fatal shock effect or else they bleed a 
man to death through a leg or arm artery. It doesn't take long for 
a man to pump out the critical two and a half quarts through the 
half-inch tube of a leg artery that squirts like a half-open water 
faucet; and it's quite a chore to stanch such bleeding with tools 
on hand while the shooting goes on. It takes a good aid man, and 
he has to be there! 

That terrible thought often chills the mind of the soldier in the 
period of waiting before he goes into an attack against Japanese 
jungle defenses. This terror is born of the memory of horrible 
sights which he has seen before — visions of splintered, jagged ends 
of bone, with bloody flesh and marrow; of gaping wounds with 
intestinal juices and bits of semi-digested food gurgling out of a 
man who is still alive and feeling it all. . . . 

"And if it wasn't for those Goddamn Nambu Lights^ there 
wouldn't be half as many. . . ." 

Those light machine guns (more properly called machine rifles) 

were good weapons, either the hopper fed M-ii (1922) or the clip 

fed, Bren-profiled M-96 (1936) job. They had many points of 

superiority over our equivalent weapon, which continued to be 

the BAR throughout the entire war. Most of these points arose 

from the fact that the BAR was a weapon which had been adapted 

to do a machine rifle job, while both of the Nambus were designed 

for machine rifle purposes in the first place. I have shot both 

weapons rather extensively, and I am sure of myself when I say 

that I would rather be armed with a M-1936 Nambu than with 

any of our BAR types, I believe it to be a better gun, though 

I slightly less reliable in function. And if I had had an equal amount 

Bi of experience with the older M-1922, hopper feed and all, I might 

I even prefer it to the BAR as a machine rifle. 

I The Browning Auto Rifle, stripped of all of its machine rifle 

"d adaptations, has a role of its own in jungle warfare that is entirely 

y diff^erent from the ordinary mission of the machine rifle. In that 

P capacity, the Browning is a good gun, and I would not put any 

K other brush-sprayer we have in the more vital section of a moving 

^ column on a jungle trail. Criticism here is directed against the 

i weapon as a machine rifle, not as an assault weapon to be fired 

I during movement. For that type of work, the Nambu would be 

no better. 

Our own respect for the Nambus was apparently shared by the 
Japs, for there were firm indications that when they had had to 
discard weapons because of casualties or sickness, they would 
nearly always throw away other guns and keep their light machine 
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guns. That procedure was often carried on to a point where every 
Jap along a given line would be armed with one of those damn 
weapons — a situation not to be desired by the opposing unit, es- 
pecially if the Japs were on the defensive in the jungle and the 
opposing unit was ordered to root them out. 

We saw both of the older 6.5mm Nambus, the M-ii (1922) 
(which is often not considered to be one of the true **Nambu 
Lights") and the M-96 (1936), and we also saw the newer 7.7mm 
M-99 (1939) during the Guadalcanal show. All three models were 
found by our battalion and the tendency was for the weapons in a 
given area to be of the same type. The M-1936 was seen most 
often and the hopper-fed M-1922 was the most scarce of the three, 
as far as I was able to tell. 

Of the three types, the M-1936 was most preferred by the Jap- 
anese, as evidenced by their leaving the other models behind after 
heavy fighting had lessened the number of operators, and hanging 
onto their later-designed 6.5mm weapon. This measure may have 
been forced by a shortage of 7.7mm ammunition, but more than 
likely it was an unqualified preference on the part of the troops. 
Anyway, we used to now and then run across discarded M-1922S 
and M-1939S as we moved forward through contested areas. 
Sometimes these weapons had been properly ruined by disas- 
sembly and scattering the parts, or by smashing the operating 
mechanism, but just as often, they were found whole and in perfect 
shape. The Japanese were always rather slipshod in the destruction 
of equipment left behind in the areas where I have had contact 
with them. In the final phase of the Guadalcanal fight, they seemed 
to discard all caution in that matter and nearly all of the weapons 
we found at Cape Esperance were in workable shape. 
I In that area, I had ample opportunity to give time to the study 

B. and testing of many Japanese guns. And because I rated the 

I Nambu Lights as the most effective weapon the Japs had used 

I against us, I lost no time in picking several of them up and looking 

\?! them over. The first one I concerned myself with was the M-1936. 

y The M-1936 had had my sincere respect from the start. I had 

p seen what it and the other Jap lights could do to us when we tried 

K to move into its territory, and my first noncombatant contact 

^ with that neat little job was somewhat in the nature of the first 

i personal meeting of two friends who had known each other for 



^ 



I years through correspondence only. And like many such unions, 

this bit of personal contact served to greatly increase my respect 
for my old friend, confirming the good opinion I already had. 

On first picking the weapon up, one is inclined to like it. It has 
a good *'feer* — that indescribable something that our bipod-and- 
buttrest-fitted Browning Auto Rifle lacked completely. You could 
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grasp the gun by its handle and run with it much better than with 
the BAR; it fitted to the shoulder in a much more comfortable 
hold than the BAR aflForded; and it handled and fired better, in 
spite of the poorer quality of the Japanese ammunition. 

The M-1936 was gas-operated, of course, and could be fired 
full automatic only. It was not great in length, measuring 42 inches 
overall on the average, with individual models varying more than 
an inch in extreme measurement because of variations in the 
length of the upper buttplate portion, which was curved back to 
retain the butt on the shoulder during firing* 

The total weight of the weapon was 20 pounds, unloaded and 
with the carrying strap attached. The barrel was 21^ inches long, 
apparently kept short on account of the long length of the receiver, 
which stretched out for some thirteen inches or so to house a bolt 
which travelled rather far for a shoulder fired weapon. A replace- 
ment barrel was nearly always carried along with the weapon (by 
one of the riflemen of the same squad) for alternating to prevent 
overheating during periods of sustained firing. This barrel, com- 
plete with front sight, gas port cup, and permanently attached 
carrying handle, weighed five and a half pounds. 

The sights were offset an inch from the center of the barrel, and 

were of conventional Japanese pattern — the front one being a 

barleycorn type, properly enlarged and protected by a very heavy 

and strong set of side guards. It could be driven laterally in its 

dovetail in the fixed base, in the interests of making the gun shoot 

where it looked, and it enjoyed — on the models I have seen — one 

unique distinction which made it different from other Japanese 

'front sights: It had a vertical cut in its face which had been filled 

with a luminous backed substance, which may have given it some 

I value for night sighting or for shooting in the jungle. 

I The rear sight was a peep, securing elevation from a drum 

CL mounted on the left side of the receiver, which operated in con- 

S junction with an attached eccentric, lifting the spring loaded 

1^' rear sight lever to various heights as the conveniently knurled 

S drum was rotated counter clockwise. The inner portion of the 

p drum was graduated in hundreds of meters from two to sixteen, 

inclusive, and there was a port drilled into the rear part of the 

housing through which the appropriate number would come into 

view. A poppet arrangement served to retain the setting against 

I jarring, and it also provided a click, which could be easily heard 

and felt when the setting was made at any hundred meter point. 

^ There was no provision for intermediate settings, nor was there 

any provision for firmly locking the sight at a given setting. A 

N good but coarsely graduated windage adjustment was provided 

^ for by a micrometer screw in the rear of the rear sight lever. 
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The peep itself was of practical field type, with a small rim and 
a fairly large aperture. A luminous dot was set into the face of 
the peep disc, which would presumably be used in connection with 
the luminous line on the front sight. How it could be used for this 
purpose with any effect, though, is beyond me, because it is located 
below the peep, which would not allow it to be lined up with the 
front sight — unless the firer happened to have X-ray vision to 
see through the metal of the rear sight assembly. Possibly these 
luminous markings had other uses — I haven't been able to figure 
them out. 

The weapon had the rough profile of the British Bren, but with 
marked differences in appearance showing up at a second glance. 
Notable among these would be the prominent spiral cut on the 
barrel which replaced the conventional cooling flanges, and also 
the appearance of the buttstock and grip, which possessed marked 
differences in contour from the Bren. The handle, of course, was 
the greatest point of similarity. 

This Bren type carrying handle, which in the case of the Nambu 
is placed a little too far forward of the loaded balance-point, is a 
great convenience on any military weapon of excessive weight, 
providing an easy grasping point which is not too large in cir- 
cumference for even a small hand. If I carried an Mi rifle all of 
the time I would be strongly influenced to try some such sort of a 
handle on it, because like most weapons of the semi-auto and 
automatic type, it is entirely too thick at the balance for easy 
grip — even if the user has a large hand. The advantages of such a 
handle show up when a weapon is used in combat. Our BARs 
certainly should have had one attached on the side. The twelve 
o'clock position of the handle on the Bren gun or Nambu is ex- 
I cusable from the visual standpoint, because the weapon already 

I has a large half-moon magazine blocking off the view up there and 

Q. another obstruction in the line doesn't matter. The offset sights, 

S of course, are a necessary outgrowth of this magazine arrangement. 

1^' The position of the thirty-round, half-moon magazine on the 

S M-1936 Nambu brings up a debatable point of firearms design, 

P and reveals (to the doughboy who has had to use the damn things) 

S a great fault of the Bren and Nambu alike. 

^ This position of magazine atop the receiver is highly undesir- 

able, first, because it dangerously obstructs the view, and second, 
I because it still more dangerously sticks up out of the grass or cover 

like a flag, wiggling when the weapon is fired to betray the position 
I of the firer to any observer who happens to be to the right or left 

front or flanks of the gunner. 
S The position of any staggered-round magazine on an automatic 

I shoulder weapon is a matter which calls for careful consideration. 
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The SIX o'clock position is out, of course, if the magazine is to hold 
thirty rounds. And a magazine should hold thirty rounds, the 
twenty we use in the BAR is not enough. To my mind, one of the 
chief points of the Johnson Machine Rifle which helps to make it 
look so much better than any of the weapons I have seen or fired, 
is its horizontal magazine position. It would have a few disad- 
vantages, would probably impede movement through brush and 
cover somewhat, but it would get away from the primary fault of 
the topside jobs, which are almost suicide to use in low grass or 
on bare ground. Throughout the war, we generally needed to see 
a Jap in order to kill him with the rifle and know that we got him. 
Not so with the Nambu gunners — all we had to do there was to 
use the prominent reference point, shoot, and watch it fall down 
as the Jap's shoulder gave way behind it. This fault existed, of 
course, with the Bren guns too, and the Britishers whom I later 
came to know in the Fourteenth Army were well aware of that 
fact. Most of them repainted their clips in appropriate colors each 
time they were fighting in different cover, and some of them even 
devised little camouflage nettings to break the clean cut outline 
of the tops. The Japanese I saw were not that smart. 

In their infinite present wisdom, two residents of the Nipponese 
section of Valhalla should now be aware that I removed both of 
them from this world with great ease, by aiming low and to the 
clearly indicated rear of prominent, upsticking magazines which 
danced in a very eye-catching manner as they fired each burst. 
And I have heard of so many similar instances that I would not 
attempt to calculate the total number of Japanese killed by that 
same method. 

The M-1936 buttstock utilizes only a small piece of wood, 
I heavily reinforced in front by a sort of sleeve piece and in rear by 

a cupped buttplate, with screws at twelve and six o'clock. A heavy 
§. but narrow looped swivel is attached to the right side of the butt- 
S stock, about two inches forward from the rear, by means of a 
^1 sturdy through-bolt. The separate grip is a solid piece of wood, 
u held in place by a screw and sleeve arrangement going up through 

1 its center. 

S On top of the receiver, when the clip is removed, the large and 

b convenient thumb-piece which is used to release the clips for re- 

ro moval sticks upright for about two inches. It is located just to the 

I rear of the magazine port, which is covered when the clips are de- 

I tached for long periods of time by a thin metal door, closing by 

§" means of a hinge on the right side. The hinge is sprung to hold 
fast in either of two positions: — fully open or fully closed. This 

I feature allows the weapon to be loaded quickly with one free hand. 

I The edges of the clip port are funnelled from front and rear only, 
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but that fault is somewhat overcome by the clip release thumb- 
piece, which serves as a guide against the rear surface of the clip. 
There is also a projection on the trap door cover which sticks out 
from its under side and helps to guide the clip into place. 

Quick and easy clip loading is a feature which cannot be stressed 
too much in the design of shoulder-fired automatic weapons, and 
it becomes increasingly paramount as the magazine capacity of a 
given weapon is decreased. Our BAR can be loaded with greater 
ease than a Nambu or Bren, and with fewer give away movements 
on the part of the firer, but that damn gun, with its twenty round 
magazines, has to be loaded more often than a weapon with the 
more sensible capacity of thirty rounds. Fifty would even be 
better! 

To operate the Nambu is simplicity itself. The weapon is pri- 
marily built for firing from the prone position, and the bipod legs 
are made to give the gun the height which the Japanese seem to 
think is necessary for that type of firing — this is a little more than 
Americans generally think necessary. These legs lift 15 inches 
above any hard, flat surface. The legs are not adjustable for length, 
and they have only two positions at which they may be locked for 
use (plus one for stowage, of course). The forward of these rests 
the bore a slight distance closer to the ground, due to the legs 
pointing down at something more than the ninety degrees of the 
rearward position. Both positions are rather high, but in the field 
the high prone position has more universal use than the good old 
Camp Perry corn-borer position, beloved by many small bore 
shooters. (This latter position always seemed to have twin ob- 
jectives of effecting a firm junction with good old Mother Earth 
and simultaneously driving the range officer nuts.) But for all its 
oj fine points on the range, the extremely low prone position has only 

8 limited application in the field. Although the combat rifleman or 

D machine gunner has a far, far stronger incentive than the target 

% shooter to keep very, very low, he usually has to raise his weapon 

^1 and his head in order to see over the grass, stones, weeds or uneven 

S ground, and to aim at his enemy; so the greater bipod length is 

I not necessarily excessive. 

S Each of the legs is held in place by a latch near the top, and 

I can be quickly and easily released and swung out into functional 

I position. A clip is inserted from the top and pressed down into the 

i port until it clicks into place. The port trap door must, of course, 

I be opened prior to this operation. The loaded clip can be pressed 

I home with much greater ease if the bolt is pulled to the rear before 

^ insertion. 

g The bolt is withdrawn initially by means of the operating handle 

on the left side of the receiver. The handle is hook-coupled to the 
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bolt so that It docs not fly back and forth during operation, thereby 
beating hell out of any part of the firer (most likely his left hand) 
which might get in its path. The handle will seem too large at 
first trial because the resistance of the driving (or recoil) spring 
is easy to overcome, but this size shows itself necessary when the 
first stoppages are encountered in using the low-standard Jap- 
anese ammunition. In such emergencies, you need a good hand- 
hold to operate the weapon. This feature would also be valuable 
for cold weather firing when hands are likely to be numb. 

With a loaded magazine in place and the bolt handle withdrawn 
and returned forward, leaving the bolt hung up in rear position 
on the sear, the weapon is ready to fire* It can be put on safe by 
means of a safety lever located in the forward trigger guard, left 
side; when the lever points up the gun is on safe — forward, fire. 
Firing is accomplished by the open breech method — the release 
of the sear allowing the bolt to move forward, rather than the 
firing pin. 

In the unloading operation, the user will find that the thumb- 
piece is not really a thumbpiece, but rather a magazine lock, 
operated by the heel of the hand (either right or left) which grasps 
the magazine to yank it out. This is a good combat feature because 
if the firer makes a wild grab for the magazine, even without 
thinking of the latch, his hand will still release the magazine as 
it grabs. 

The gas piston plug located under and in front of the front 
sight base portion of the barrel has five opening positions to which 
it can be turned. Numerals are stamped into the metal for ref- 
erence, though there is no set rule for adjustment other than 
selecting the setting which makes for ideal functioning; providing 
gj enough force to operate the weapon, but without too much margin 

to cause excessive shock and damage to parts. 

^ I have almost forgotten to mention that the weapon had as 

^ standard equipment a telescopic sight of two and a half power, 

^1 with a field of view of some ten degrees, roughly the same op- 

S tically as the one on the sniper M38 rifle. This scope was seldom 

1 used against us on the Island, and it was a part of the weapon 
S which was easy to throw away. For that reason, we did not get a 
b chance to test one properly. For a gun which is capable of the close 
I grouping of the Nambu Light, though, a scope would be a definite 
i advantage for long range spot-target shooting. For jungle use on 
I a machine rifle, I would be strongly inclined to set aside my almost 
S- universal preference for telescopic sights and do just as the Japs 
^ did — leave the scope in the case, and plug away with the lighter 
S and less vulnerable iron sights. 

The M-1936 Nambu Light Machine Gun was plenty good, 
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either with or without the scope, and as I have already said, it 
may well have killed more of us than all of the other Jap guns put 
together. It was easy to shoot, easy to carry for a weapon of its 
great firepower, and it was hellish hard on the people being shot 
at. Possibly the greatest tribute which can be paid to it is that the 
weight-hating American Infantryman who got to know the Nambu 
would sometimes carry it for long distances in order to get to shoot 
Japanese with the very few rounds of ammunition which he usually 
captured with it. 

A secondary tribute I can give; "secondary" because it has 
never been any great accomplishment for an enemy to frighten 
me — most any healthy or sick Jap could do that: 

It is that my knowledge of the capabilities of the Nambu Light 
Machine Guns caused me the greatest and most demoralizing fear 
I have known in all the combat I have seen. It was one thing to 
be shot; it was another to be shot with a Nambu Light. In the 
first case, you had a chance of unmaimed survival, but in the 
second, you had practically none. 




Model igjg or Type gg Light Machine Gun 7.7mm caliber. 
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Before the Japs designed their M-1936 light machine gun, they 
had already equipped themselves with a good lightweight auto- 
matic weapon to be used in their rifle squads. With the economy 
characteristic of the Japanese Army, this weapon was kept and 
used throughout the war by various units, and it was found in 
quantities until the very end — at least, in certain zones. 

The M-1922 was a true Nambu Light, almost indistinguishable 
from its more recently designed kin as far as performance in the 
jungle was concerned. When it was being fired at you, it sounded 
much the same as the M-1936, and it could group its shorter bursts 
and hit with nearly the same effect. 

In appearance, it was only roughly similar to the newer gun, and 
the same was true of its handling and feel. It lacked the comfort- 
able hold and natural pointing qualities which the other 6.5mm 
automatic had, and in operation it was not as positive or reliable. 
One of its outstanding faults was that it made necessary the use 
I of reduced charge ammunition, with ballistics slightly inferior to 

I those of the regular cartridge. This complicated the overall supply 

§. problem somewhat, for it added another cartridge to the list of 

3{ troubles already harassing Japanese supply officers. It also brought 

^' forth the inevitable danger of getting the standard cartridge into 

y the weaker guns during combat mixups. 

I Within units which had only the M--1922 for a light machine 

S gun, this problem was not so great. It was standard procedure, in 

b such cases, for Japanese units to issue the reduced charge am- 

I munition to everyone — riflemen and all. And the recoil-sensitive 

I Japanese soldier came to prefer the more gentle cartridge, often 

I going out of his way to get it for use in his rifle and carbine. It 

I made less noise than the standard round (range did not matter in 

the jungle) and the ordinary Japanese soldier could not have been 
I expected to properly evaluate the advantages of penetration — 

I which was all that could be gained by using regular ammunition 

I 333 
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in the jungle. At odd times in jungle areas, I have wished for a 
reduced load myself — though I would have preferred one reduced 
much more than was the Japanese 6.5mm. 

Units using the M-1922 to the exclusion of other light machine 
guns did not have to worry about special clips, either. The older 
gun was hopper-fed and didn't need any. To load, the firer had 
simply to raise the large, rearward projecting trap door handle of 
the hopper and place six five-round rifle-loading chargers into the 
space provided. Knocking back the trap door would bring it down 
into powerfully sprung action against the top charger (''clip**) of 
five rounds, forcing them all downward so that the bottom clip 
could be tracked into the receiver by the feed assembly on the 
hopper's bottom. Loading was not as fast as could be on account 
of the six separate packages needed for a single firing, but the 
weapon made up for it somewhat by dispensing with the high- 
projecting, giveaway clip of the later M-1936 — an advantage 
which served the combined purposes of supply and security. 

The hopper, however, gave an ungainly bulk to the weapon at 
its balance point, denying it completely the quality of feel, which 
was later incorporated so beautifully into the M-1936. Positioned 
as it was, it blocked the operator's view and made necessary a very 
unorthodox and awkward mounting of the sights. They had to 
be offset to the right for more than an inch to avoid occlusion of 
the normal or left side line of sight. This, in turn, caused a need for 
a radically offset buttstock in order to permit the shooter to get 
his shooting right eye more than an inch to the right of the bore- 
line. The weapon would be well nigh impossible for a left-eyed 
shooter to use — even if he were left-handed. 

Naturally, these faults gave the weapon a strangeness of hold 
^ for anyone who had previously learned to shoot an ordinary 

shoulder-weapon and undoubtedly it caused a lengthening of 
o_ training time. It would have been very difficult to train American 
^ soldiers to shoot the M-1922 after they had developed holding 
^1 habits for orthodox weapons, and the Japanese were certainly no 
S more versatile than we. 

u 

1 A debatable efltect — chiefly a disadvantage — was caused by the 
^ use of the rather broad hopper. It had less height than the half- 
I moon clip of the M-1936, but it was wider, and its top was above 
I the shooter's line of vision, blocking from view the entire area to 
i the left of his immediate target. The firer was further blinded by 
I the bulk of the oil chamber, which extended the blacked-out area 
S- of the hopper to the right for the full width of the receiver, leaving 
^ less than an inch of clear space to the left of the offset rear sight 
S notch, or line of sight. It might be truthfully said that this fault 

eflPectually half-blinded the firer because it cut out almost fifty 
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Here is the aulOMOtic the Japs developed hack in the early days and kept in 
use throughout this last war^ too. In looks and feel it left much to be desired^ and 
the need for using a special reduced-charge ammunition couldnH have made it 
more effective^ either. Most of us were inclined to laugh at it — at first. 

Actually it was a very good weapon for the well-disciplined but mechanically 
inept Japanese doughboy. Since it was capable of firing short bursts on/y, it 
tended to conserve ammunition even when the gunner became trigger-happy^ 
and for the ultra-short range bushwacking (a Japanese specialty) the short 
burst proved sufficient. No point in shooting a man more than five times^ as 
often happened with other Japanese automatics. 

Despite its awkwardness and obvious mechanical crudities^ this older Jap 
light machine gun was a highly effective weapon^ though not in the same class 
with the later Nambu or Bren . * . 
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percent of his field of view while he remained in the firing position. 
Because of this, he had to raise his head frequently, deserting the 
line of sight with his right eye in order to check that eternal dead 
space on the right flank of his target. In so raising his head, he 
was often killed — a rather serious consequence! 

The only advantage the hopper oiled arrangement gave was 
that it did put a vast amount of metal in front of the gunner while 
he sighted his weapon. This naturally held true only when he was 
fired at from the front, but it was effective. I know of one case 
where a Japanese gunner went through an entire light machine 
gun squad, with which he was fighting a fifty yard headon duel, 
before they got him. This occurrence was, of course, no tribute to 
the marksmanship of the Americans, though an inspection later 
showed that the Jap would have been killed very early in that 
hair-raising, ten minute affair if he had not had that heavy, bullet 
deflecting hopper and oil reservoir in front of him. He had suffered 
several wounds in the shoulders and legs but still continued shoot- 
ing until he had killed or wounded four men. The fifth soldier got 
him, but his gun was still in working order when picked up, though 
the sights were shot off of it and there were great lateral lead 
smears through the cooling flanges where bullets had raked along 
the barrel. 

Each time I think of fortitude in a general way, I remember the 
example of that Japanese gunner who had walked up to within 
fifty yards of an American outpost, set up his weapon to fire in the 
middle of an exposed trail, and remained steadfastly there until 
he died. Death for him had loomed as a certainty from his very 
first move. 

This older Nambu had sharp points on the tips of its bipod legs, 
^ with slanting hilts about an inch up. This was the same error of 

design which we committed in the case of our early machine rifle 
g adaptations for the Browning Auto Rifle. The later Japanese 
^ weapon (M-1936) had flat shoes on its bipod tips, with a ridge run- 
^1 ning the length of each sole to assure against sideward movement. 
y Our later BAR had a set of similarly shaped shoes on its bipod. 

1 The offset buttstock of the M-1922 was styled weirdly. It had a 
S twisted tang and grip portion which was made entirely of metal 
b and was checkered for hand grip at the small stem. This metal 
I part also came into contact with the cheek during firing, so on that 
i account this must have been hell to fire in extremely cold weather. 
I The sights were of conventional design, with a slanting leaf 
S- rear, open notched, and elevatable in 100 meter jumps to a maxi- 
^ mum of 1500 meters. The front one was a barleycorn, dovetailed 
S into a side guarded offset base — said dovetail providing the weapon 
I with its only lateral zeroing adjustment. There was no provision 
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for windage. The position of the rear sight was at least eight inches 
forward of that of the peep on the M-1936, cutting the sighting 
radius of the weapon the same amount. 

It lacked the highly desirable carrying handle of the M-1936 
or the Bren, and had nothing to serve in its place. For that reason, 
there was no getting by without an asbestos mitten for the firer's 
left hand, which had to be used whenever the weapon was moved 
during a fight. For some reason, the weapon lacked the bayonet 
fittings with which the later M-1936 was cursed. This omission 
constituted a virtue which, from the standpoint of common sense, 
would almost make up for the loss of the carrying handle. 

Because of the weapon's hopper mechanism, it had to be fired 
in five-round bursts, with a multiple pawl dragging one chargerful 
at a time into the receiver for firing. This was less of a fault than 
is first imagined because it helped to assure the conservation of 
ammunition — so important to the Japanese — and for jungle pur- 
poses the five-round burst is almost ideal. Five shots do the trick 
nicely in the jungle, and the recovery for a second five is so fast 
that the feature would never give the enemy time to complete 
even the shortest assault rush while the gunner fumbled. 

The methods of stripping both the M-1922 and the M-1936, 

while not generally as good as those of our own weapons, were 

nonetheless sufficiently simple. No special tools were needed, other 

than a drift and a screwdriver, to disassemble the weapon for field 

purposes. In the matter of maintenance the employment of the 

M-1922 was somewhat complicated. Gunners had to always have a 

quantity of oil on hand to lubricate the cartridges, by keeping the 

reservoir atop the receiver filled. This measure, made necessary 

by the poor extraction method used, is the real cause of the weap- 

gj on's failure to handle the regular full charge ammunition. The side- 

8 clinging qualities of the expanded brass case were not utilized in 

D the Nambu M-1922 to help brake the backward motion of the 

% moving parts, but were eliminated by the use of chamber lubrica- 

S The large rear part of the barrel is not really barrel at all, but 

I barrel jacket. The true barrel, which lacks the quick changing 

S feature of other weapons, is smooth on the outside surface for 

I three-quarters of its length, the projecting tip being the only part 

I cut for cooling effect. The heat of firing is chiefly dissipated through 

i conduction and radiation by the spiral cut barrel jacket. The 

I spiral cutting, giving the effect of cooling flanges, is the same in 

S- principle on the M-1922 as on the M-1936, but the cuts are deeper. 

^ With no quick-barrel-change feature incorporated, it is necessary 

S that the older weapon have more radiation surface to allow cooling 
for sustained firing. This has caused the use of a thicker profiled 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



338 Shots Fired in Anger 

barrel assembly, giving the gun a heavier appearance than the 
M-1936. The larger overall appearance of the weapon is caused 
by that adaptation. 

The appearance is most affected on the M-1922 by a peculiar 
shape and outline of the buttstock, which appears unique when 
looked at from any angle. I recall that distinctive appearance with 
special keenness because a year later in Burma, when we were 
fighting in an area where there were Chinese armed with Bren 
guns, I was able to distinguish the exact nationality of a small 
group of Orientals by recognizing the weapon which one of them 
was carrying over his shoulder. This group had walked toward us 
from a direction which would have normally identified them as 
Chinese. So it was fortunate that I could quickly recognize the 
difference between those weapons — the Nambu and Bren — be- 
cause the enemy were no more than a stone's throw away when 
they first came into view. After I had settled the matter of the 
nationality of the approaching group, we promptly dealt with 
them, and in a rather thorough fashion, for about ten men were 
kneeling near me with rifles leveled, ready to let fly when I gave 
the word. 

After we killed them, I ordered that their weapons be destroyed. 
Our fight then was behind the Japanese lines in the Hukawng 
Valley, and we could not afford to encumber ourselves with sou- 
venirs. I did not check carefully on the carrying out of that order, 
and during another ruckus the following dawn, I was violently 
frightened to hear the distinctive sound of a Japanese light ma- 
chine gun firing /rom inside our perimeter. With many a shake and 
shiver, I set about the task of stalking it in the low kunai grass, 
with grenade and carbine. 
gj The upshoot of it all was that I came as close to killing an 

o American as I possibly could without actually harming him. I 

i held my sights upon his helmet for a full minute while I pondered 

^ the possibility of a Jap wearing an un-netted helmet and shooting 

^1 toward his own people from within our lines. 

S After an officer named Kramer had successfully disposed of the 

^ platoon of Japs who were causing the trouble, I took our man who 

was using the Nambu by the arm and led him down to the river 

1 where, under my personal supervision, he disassembled the weapon 
I and threw the parts into the stream. 

I But don't gather from that that I don't have a lot of respect for 

I General Nambu's fine little automatic weapons. They're all good, 

£ well within the class of our own. 
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JAPANESE GRENADES 

When a man gets into a hole of sufficient depth he can generally 
count himself secure from enemy flat-trajectory fire. 

There are exceptions to this rule, of course, on occasions when 
the possession of nearby high ground or tree positions permit 
enemy riflemen or gunners to direct fire into the open tops of fox- 
holes, but such a circumstance is rare. Infantrymen the world over 
have usually ceased to worry about rifle and machine gun fire 
during all periods when they could get their heads a foot or more 
beneath the surface of solid ground. Then soldiers worry only 
about descending missiles which can fall down into a shelter 
through openings in its top (or sides if it is roofed), or which can 
be rolled freely into an open foxhole. 

Curved trajectory missiles are of several varieties and are 

launched in several diff^erent ways. There are mortar shells, fired 

at very high angle from light-tubed weapons; there are artillery 

shells, fired from heavier guns at lower angles and with greater 

oj velocity; and there are grenades, which can be thrown by hand, 

§ fired by rifles, or projected from lightweight, mortar-like launchers. 

6 By far the most commonly used of these projectiles, as far as 

^ the Japanese on Guadalcanal were concerned, was the grenade, 

^1 found in great quantities everywhere in captured territory. Of 

g the methods of delivery listed, more grenades were probably hand- 

I thrown than were projected from mortar launchers or rifle launch- 

S ers. However, in that matter there is some room for argument, for 

I many grenades were fired from the ground launcher — the stand- 

M ard knee-mortar. 

i Every Jap who could do so carried grenades, and many of them 

I were of types not fitted for launching except by hand. For that 

I reason, I will cling to a belief, until someone proves otherwise, 

^ that most of the grenades which exploded in close to us were 

g thrown, rather than launched or fired from rifles. 

Whether the grenades were hand-thrown or projected our way 
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was an important point, because if one would be hand thrown at 
a given position it became an automatic cinch that a Jap — alive 
and in good shape — was awfully close, probably within thirty 
yards or so. Grenades could be launched, however, from more than 
200 yards, in which case there would usually be a tell-tale bottle- 
cork ^^op*' from the launcher — heard some seconds before the 
grenade explosion. 

Both offensive grenades and fragmentation types were used 
on the island, though the fragmentation was much more often 
seen, perhaps because of its more universal application to various 
targets. The offensive type, which depended for its effect upon 
explosive shock rather than surgical damage, was generally limited 
to employment in the assault, where it gave the thrower an ad- 
vantage of being able to use it safely from a close and exposed 
position. Its lack of distance-carrying fragments allowed him to 
throw at a man only a few yards or feet away and then close in 
quickly to finish the job with a bayonet while the victim remained 
stunned or dazed. 

This was a good trick, throwing a grenade and rushing at the 
same time, for even if the attacked individual went unhurt by 
the blast, it would at least have a distracting and shaking effect, 
which would give the assaultman better chance to get at him 
safely. The Japanese learned things of this sort by their early 
Asiatic experience, and it put an ace or two up their sleeves when 
it came to close fighting. 

At most, however, Japanese employment of these blast type 

grenades was decidedly limited, and the large body of soldiers who 

were on Guadalcanal will better remember the several types of 

fragmentation grenades, which were used more often and dealt 

^ much nastier wounds. Many of the men with experience on Guadal- 

canal are also able to report authentically upon the performance 
^ of our own grenades because many of our grenades were found 
^ along our old trails by Japs. These grenades, discarded by over- 
5, loaded doughboys, were quick in coming back at us. 

q) The actually disproportionate employment of grenades, as 

ro against other weapons in the Pacific war, was influenced by two 

q main factors: First, the jungle cover brought opposed forces close 

1 to each other where the ranges were often short, and the grenade 
I IS a short range weapon; Second, the Japanese officer placed an 
^ emphasis upon night operations, conducting most of their attack- 
I ing and probing during hours of darkness. Because no weapon 
£ which we had at that time could be accurately aimed in the dark, 
^ the grenade — an area-covering affair — became the accepted med- 
D icine for all close-range night targets, concealed or above ground. 

There is still another reason for the popularity of the fragmenta- 
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tion grenade as a night weapon — its launching would not give 
away the firer's position, as would the flash of a rifle, carbine, or 
buckshot-loaded shotgun. (I mention the shotgun because it would 
have been a good night weapon. Actually, we never used them in 
my own units, though I saw some with the 25th Division supplies.) 

It was the same old story almost every night along the active 
fronts on the Island. As dusk came on, the exchange of rifle and 
automatic weapons fire would gradually slacken and die out. 
Then, after an interval of half an hour or so, while we would freeze 
into position, the Japanese, who would normally have stayed im- 
mobile during the daylight hours, would organize their "scare 
parties," sending people crawling towards us, each hoping to drop 
a grenade into one of our shelters. 

They were skilled at such business, and although we all knew 
well enough that such tactics would in the long run enable us to 
kill more Japs, we were all scared of these night prowling parties. 
The knowledge that at any moment a live Japanese soldier might 
join you in your foxhole is not at all conducive to sound sleep. 
We were generally kept awake during a good part of the night on 
that account, listening to the sporadic explosions of grenades, our 
own and the enemy's, along our front. 

Much of the time these attempts at night infiltration would be 
accompanied by deceptive sounds off to one or both flanks, sev- 
eral yards away from the actual effort. Firecrackers were employed 
on occasions for this purpose, and I have personally witnessed a 
Jap attempt to create deceptive sound effects by tapping on dry 
bamboo in schoolboy imitation of machine gun fire. Once in a 
while during one of these night "creeps," the Japanese would open 
up with an automatic weapon, but the mainstay was grenades. 
gj Knives and bayonets would also have figured importantly in this 

8 fighting had we been foolish enough to play ball with the Japanese 

— their rules — but we did no such thing. Our men were allowed to 
^ fire at will during the night if they were positioned on the outer 
^1 perimeter of a battalion or company. Normally, men on the inside 
S were forbidden to shoot unless the target was actually looming 

1 over their foxholes or was by some other token clearly recognizable 
S as an infiltrated enemy. 

I This practice put the Japanese at a disadvantage because the 

I ones bent on aggression had to move about in the darkness while 

i we sat tight in our shelters, seeing or hearing them in time to gain 

I the necessary two second's warning or "drop." Also, the shelters 

S- we usually had would protect us from grenade fragments unless a 

^ direct hit should be scored, while the prowlers, above ground, 

S would be liable to hits by fragments from explosions several yards 
away. Lurking in holes, carefully watching the shadows around 
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and above, listening for man-made sounds in all directions, the 
American usually was the one who fired the fatal shot or threw 
the grenade that killed. 

The Japanese were apparently unaware of the really small num- 
bers of casualties they were creating at night with such great cost 
to themselves, for they kept using night infiltration tactics all 
through the Guadalcanal show. On the other hand, knowledge on 
our part that we were never secure at night, that we were likely 
to find a sputtering grenade in with us at anytime, or that we might 
have to wrestle and knife it out with an enemy on a moment's 
notice, was a fear and a mental handicap to be constantly reckoned 
with. It made sleep a dangerous luxury, peace of mind a non- 
existent, forgotten thing. 

We knew that our shelters, in daylight hours or while we were 
digging in at dusk, had been spotted carefully, and some of them 
had been marked by the enemy as targets for infiltration or grenade 
attacks during the night. With deceptive sounds or in attempted 
complete silence, individual Japs or small groups would creep up 
and attempt to grenade or assault the more vulnerable positions 
in the outer perimeter. 

The assault efforts were nearly always complete failures, with 
the Japanese killed before any of them got within bayonet dis- 
tance. Only very, very, seldom would there be an instance of hand- 
to-hand fighting, and when these rare occurrences did take place, 
the Japanese generally came out second best. 

The small success these attacks enjoyed was nearly always 
reaped through the use of grenades, much more than any other 
weapon. So if the Japs in front of us were well supplied with gre- 
nades we could always count on a few casualties each night of 
oj action. The grenade, more than any other weapon I know, other 

than the grenade launcher (knee-mortar), was a distinctly Jap- 
^ anese weapon, well adapted to their tactics. 

^ The Japanese were good throwers too. They came by it natu- 

^1 rally, through a national enthusiasm for baseball which surpassed 

S even the American zest for that sport. Nearly all of them could 

1 throw well, either overhand or sidearm, and all contrary informa- 
S tion, given to us by so-called experts on the Japanese, was absolute 
b hokum. 

I For an Infantry which had a tactical leaning toward night opera- 

i tions and closein assault techniques, it was no more than natural 

I that good grenades would be developed. And the grenades which 

S- these soldiers used were good in both design and manufacture, 

^ having many points of superiority over ours. We could have 

S learned much about grenade design and type distribution, if we 

had made a careful, unprejudiced study of the Japanese gre- 
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nades and launching devices which were developed before the war. 

The Japanese had adopted, before the year 1932, a set of frag- 
mentation grenades with almost universal adaptability. They 
could be thrown by hand, discharged by a light, handy, mortar- 
like projector, or fired from a spigot type rifle launcher — either 
directly-aimed for short distances or lobbed afar. We were issued 
nothing to match these weapons through the entire course of the 
war, at least not where I was able to see it. 

These grenades were of standard size, compact and easy to grip 
in the palm, with no lever to spring uncomfortably against the 
heel of the thrower's hand. They were just as safe as our own, as 
far as design was concerned— the danger from their erratic fuses 
was due to manufacturing sloppiness. Customarily issued in their 
lightest form for hand throwing, it would take only a minute for 
a soldier to fit an attachment for launching from the knee-mortar, 
or an attachment for firing the same grenade from a discharger- 
fitted rifle. We had nothing so good in design, not even as a throw- 
ing grenade, although our manufacturers did see to it that our 
grenade was more reliable and sure-fire in every respect than the 
Japanese pineapples. Our explosive charges and detonators were 
better performers, too, giving the American grenade a performance 
edge — with much greater effect secured through more uniform 
fragmentation. The more harsh explosive used by the Japanese 
frequently powdered sections of the case, thereby cutting down 
effective fragmentation. 

But all of these faults — from the Infantryman user's standpoint 

— could be corrected by good manufacturing. If Japanese grenade 

designs could be mass produced in American factories, along with 

a modified launcher copied from the knee-mortar, and a rifle- 

g launcher, simply designed by our own ordnance people, we would 

have something much better than we can boast of at present. 
§. And we could still standardize upon one model of fragmentation 
S grenade, just as we do now. But that one design of grenade should 
^1 be adapted to launching by rifle or by miniature mortars within 
u each Infantry rifle squad, thereby trebling its usefulness. The 

1 grenade would then become specifically fitted for several tasks 
S which we presently allot to specialized weapons, which are heavier, 
b less handy, and seldom there when needed. Such versatile grenades 
I could be fired accurately into pillbox ports with rifles or could be 
I lobbed over 200 yards to harass or pin down the enemy. This 
I latter feature would prove especially valuable when the fire of 
§" heavier mortars or artillery is not available. 

Perhaps the most important application a small grenade 
I launcher has in the jungle is in bringing prompt fire against lead- 

er ing enemy elements at the moment of contact. This type of fire 
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is always helpful in case of a meeting-engagement or headon col- 
lision of patrols on a trail. 

It is always a great morale factor for troops in contact with the 
enemy to know that the other side is under explosive-projectile 
fire, and to be able to hear the explosions as they occur. From the 
other side's standpoint, it constitutes a grave disadvantage, caus- 
ing casualties and hampering movement on the trail. In some in- 
stances knee-mortars can interdict, cutting advance elements off 
from their support, sometimes pinning everyone in the point (first 
few scouts and riflemen) flatly to the ground. 

And the Japs always threw that sort of stuff at us — usually 
during the first few seconds of engagement. We would make con- 
tact; first a few rifle shots would be fired by the scouts and possibly 
one or two automatic weapons bursts would be exchanged. Then 
without delay we would begin to hear the blasts of those damn 
knee-mortars — grenade explosions, on the trail behind or amongst 
us. It was annoying as hell. 

We tried to counter it, of course, using materials at hand. We 
had to do something to enable our platoons to fire back at the 
knee-mortars. Several methods were tried and all of them gave 
some measure of success but, in the long run, none were as prac- 
tical or economical as would have been the adoption of an American 
knee-mortar with matched grenades. 

The first and most effective of our improvised counter-measures 
was to attach an artillery forward observer directly to the point 
squad — place him with the first eight men in an advancing col- 
umn. By being theUj the artillery man (usually an officer) could 
keep in radio contact with his battery and promptly lay a bunch 
of 75s or 105s on the necks of any Japs encountered. That, of 
gj course, was effective, but it was not often practicable. 

In the first place, there weren't many artillerymen who wanted 
^ to do that sort of thing — with sound reason. Secondly, the use- 
^ fulness of such a setup is dependent upon reliable radio communi- 
^1 cation between the forward observer and his guns. With portable 
S sets in the jungle, steady radio communication is too much to hope 

1 for — it just doesn't exist. The forward observer may be in perfect 
S radio contact with his rear at a given point on the trail, and a 
b hundred yards further, around a bend of heavy growth, he may 
I not even be able to hear a faint hum from the set back at the bat- 
i tery. And you can bet your last coconut that such a time is the 
I very moment when twenty Nips will be seen on the trail ahead. 
S- Telephone wire, unrolled on the trail by a team of linemen, affords 
^ a more reliable means of communication, but it too is subject to 
S interruption. It can be cut, trampled, or broken by any one of a 

hundred different friendly or enemy agencies. 
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''Knee Mortars'' 
Left — the Model igzi or Type lo smooth-bored grenade launcher. 
Right — the Model iQ2Q or Type 8g grenade launcher with rifled barrel. 
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The next remedy was to substitute our own 60mm mortar for 
the grenade dischargers we didn't have. The entire gun was too 
heavy to carry, too slow to mount up to be used as was, so we 
streamlined it. We carried only the tube, and distributed loads of 
light high explosive shells for carrying among the members of the 
point and men immediately behind. As soon as contact was made 
and our point opened fire, the mortarmen would commence firing 
their weapons, using the shells at very short range with minimum 
increments or none at all — merely the cartridge for a propelling 
charge. The tube would be aimed "by guess and b'gosh" by a 
trained man who would simply hold the muzzle end of the tube 
in his left hand and pivot the butt against a root or the hardest 
ground he could find. No baseplate would be used, the gunner 
would vary the angle of the tube to adjust the range. 

Although the light 60mm high explosive shells were individually 
more effective than anything the Japanese could throw with the 
knee-mortar, their employment still left something to be desired. 
We had no time-fused shells, for one thing! All of our ammunition 
went off on contact, or with slight delay thereafter. Nearly always 
there would be a screen of leaves and twigs above the trail, which 
the Japs could fire right through with their time-fused grenades. 
Our shells would detonate above our heads unless we took time 
out and adjusted the position of our weapons beneath an opening. 
Sometimes, in desperation, we blasted clearance by firing repeat- 
edly into the jungle ceiling. Such procedure bordered on suicide, 
of course, but risks not listed in the book are now and then taken 
in the field. 

Another complaint against this method was the fact that eleva- 
tion had to be secured by varying the slant of the mortar tube. 
g This created a need for a wide swath of clearance through overhead 

foliage in the jungle, and it made the weapon difficult to fire ac- 
g. curately. The Japanese method was better. It let the tube remain 
S set in one position (for regular ranges), keeping it at 45 degrees 
^1 above horizontal (or a straight line from gun to target), and 
y allowed the gunner to change the range by means of the variable- 

1 volume combustion chamber. 

S For extremely short range work, the Japanese knee-mortar, 

b trigger fired, could be braced against a root or the ground and a 

I foot, and pointed almost flat along the ground. Our own 60mm 

I mortar, which depended upon the fall of the shell to the tube 

I bottom where the firing pin was fixed, was useless for this last 

§" purpose, which proved to be a great disadvantage for firing at less 

than 200 yards. 

I We finished the battle of Guadalcanal without having a satis- 

I factory weapon with which to talk back to the Japanese grenade 
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discharger, grenade launcher, or knee-mortar, whichever you want 
to call it. 

From the standpoint of hand-thrown grenades, we were on a 
more even footing. Our grenades were generally more sure-fire and 
reliable, storing longer in the wetness of the jungle, and detonating 
after such storage with greater certainty. They were also more 
effective in the matter of fragmentation, for their balance of 
metal-brittleness vs. charge-burning-speed was good and provided 
for more uniform breakage. In short range shock effect they 
seemed not quite, but nearly, as good as the enemy's. 

The standard complaint we had against everything issued to 
us with high explosive in it held true against our early allotment 
of grenades on Guadalcanal. All were painted a bright yellow, so 
that each Jap they were thrown at could quickly find them on the 
grass or in the dirt and throw them back. Why in tarnation any- 
thing in the way of Infantry equipment is ever painted yellow is 
more than I can understand! It seems to me to be a very short- 
sighted, perverted idea of safety procedure — even in peacetime. 
There must be some other way to mark shells and grenades ob- 
viously enough to serve our safety purposes without violating the 
dictates of common horse sense. The Japanese painted their 
grenades black — not glossy, but dull — as good a color as any in 
the jungle. 

We first saw Japanese grenades back at the beaches, mostly 
duds left laying where they had been thrown some weeks before. 
The 5th Marine regiment and our 164th Infantry had fought over 
that ground, doing a good bit of their battling in fairly open coco- 
nut groves. The absence of heavy cover enabled us to see all the 
marks of the fighting: the rotting remains, the discarded uniforms, 
I the abandoned or captured equipment. 

I Unfired grenades were scarce there, indicating that the Jap- 

§. anese had cherished them. The only good ones were usually found 

3{ on bodies, rather than loose on the ground. 

^' Japanese equipment for shipping and carrying grenades was 

y sturdy and practical — though made with insufficient regard for 

I weatherproofing. They had heavy wood cases, twenty grenades 

to a box, with neat rope handles and cradling-braces inside. For 
individual packing there were both bandoliers and belt pouches, 
as well as special back-packs and belly aprons. While we were still 
I on the beaches we learned that nearly all of the Japanese always 

I carried grenades. 

§■ Later we were to see evidence of one of the most widely known 

uses for grenades in the Pacific war — the old individual grenade 
S type of hari-kari. Plenty of Japs had taken that way out, igniting 

I grenades by banging their ends against a helmet, then hugging 
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the sputtering explosives to their chests and waiting for the ex- 
plosion. Stories were told of Japs being found dead with several 
duds lying alongside — each one used before the last one was tried 
and worked. Just picture yourself going through all of the motions 
of suicide four or five times before you got a grenade which would 
go off! It seems that anyone would deserve a fate better than that. 
Stories heard later from Attu were not lies, for grenade hari-kari 
was traditional in the Japanese army — and its wide use was a 
testimonial for the courage and fanaticism of the brave little men 
we were fighting. 

Perhaps a description of grenades should not be given in a book 
written especially for gun enthusiasts. Compared to any grooved- 
barrel weapon, the grenade admittedly is a crude and primitive 
device — not nearly as scientific, not half so precise. Then too, any 
rifle devotee turned soldier will always possess a certain antipathy 
towards the use of grenades, thinking of them as unfair instru- 
ments — not clean killers, like rifles. In such attitude I concur, 
for the grenade, whether of fragmentation, offensive, incendiary, 
or smoke type, is a nasty and brutal weapon. 

But like so many other wicked and unreasonable devices, the 
grenade has become intimately associated with the everyday life 
of the modern combat Infantryman. In the Pacific war, it became 
on occasions the only weapon used during night time by opposed 
thousands of Americans and Japanese. 

The closein nature of jungle fighting caused this out-of-propor- 
tion popularity of the grenade, and the Japanese flair for night 
infiltration tactics added to it. With opposed front lines ordi- 
narily within throwing distance of each other, there was always 
an emphasis on the use of grenades. The Japs knew this would be 
the case, from past experience, and they supplied their troops with 
good ones. 

S On Guadalcanal, as far as I was able to make out, there were 

only three distinct models of explosive grenades used. Two were 
^1 of the fragmentation or metal-case bursting type, and one was a 

S potato masher offensive type grenade. Of these three models, the 

I most effective was not only a grenade, but also a mortar shell 

S which could be hand-thrown. Oflftcially it would be called the 

1/1 

I M-1931 50mm Fragmentation Grenade, I suppose. It seemed 

I more effective than the other grenade though it contained the 

i same amount of explosive in its casing. It was generally more 

I reliable, as we found, because it was normally packed and shipped 

S- with greater care than the more common grenades. It came packed 

^ in boxes, reasonably wetproofed against the deteriorating effects 

S of moist tropical air. On that account, it usually went off, which 
could not be said of the other captured Japanese grenades. 
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In body the M-1931 was cylindrical, with a smaller front end 
which held the fuse. It looked more like a grenade than a mortar 
projectile. Its bottom portion contained a screwed-on primer and 
propelling charge which obviously had no function if the weapon 
were hand-thrown, but which adapted it for its perhaps secondary 
purpose of launching from the M-1929 or M-1921 grenade dis- 
chargers (knee-mortars). This propellant-containing portion would 
be unscrewed if the grenade were hand-thrown, making it lighter to 
throw and less bulky to carry. 

On the M-1931 the conventional type Japanese grenade fuse 
was employed. This fuse was in the shape of a long, upward pro- 
jecting button which was held at "safe'* by a two shafted cross- 
pin, shaped like a strong hairpin with straight sides. The grenade 
would be armed by withdrawal of this pin, which action was facil- 
itated by a loop of heavy twine tied to the "U'' of the hairpin. 

Then, when the grenade was to be hand-thrown, the fuse was 
ignited by striking the front end of the button against a hard 
object — usually a helmet. This action drove a firing pin into the 
fuse percussion cap and set the eight second fuse to burning. 
Small sparks would sizzle around the loose fitting edges of the 
button. 

The firing pin mechanism included a lever arrangement whereby 

it was possible to unscrew the firing pin inside its little collar so 

that its point could not possibly strike the cap. We soon got into 

the habit of screwing the firing pins back into place before we 

fired the grenades in a launcher or threw them by hand. When 

fired in the launcher, there was no need to strike the endcap or 

button to start the fuse burning. An inertia-principle arrangement 

reliably caused the firing pin to set back against the action of a 

I very weak creep spring, as the projectile left the barrel. The fuse 

I time of eight seconds remained the same, whether the grenade was 

Q. hand-thrown or launched. I suppose this exceptionally long fuse 

S time was arranged to accommodate the long time-of-flight to 

\n more distant targets. 

S The M-1937 was identical with the M-1931 hand grenade 

P except that it had no provision for launching from a grenade dis- 

S charger. There was no propellant-container attached to its base, 

I and there was no threaded hole provided to permit the attachment 

I of such a device. But otherwise it was the same, an inexpensively- 

I made version of the more versatile M-1931, usable only as a hand- 

I thrown bomb. It possessed no advantage over the earlier grenade 

I except ease of manufacture. Its compactness could be matched by 

the M-1931 by simple expedient of unscrewing and discarding the 
I propellant base. Its explosive effect, of course, was identical with 

I that of the M-1931. 

Q) 
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In the matter of effectiveness, the manufacturing faults of the 
Japanese grenades became very obvious. Fragmentation was gen- 
erally erratic, with individual performance varying greatly from 
grenade to grenade. One would explode perfectly, cracking its 
case into neat little pieces, and possibly killing several of us with 
Its single blast. But the very next one might fall squarely into a 
foxhole on top of a man and yet not kill him. 

Both of these grenades gave themselves away with sputtering 
and sparks at night, so that men usually were able to evade them 
before they exploded. Their fuses seemed to be set for a count of 
three or four before throwing; however, I rather think that Jap- 
anese soldiers were just a little bit loath to hang onto them so long. 
We usually had warning and time enough to jump out of our holes 
and let one go off inside, or to duck low while a close one exploded 
on the parapet, holding our hands over our ears to avoid bursted 
drums. 

A helmet placed on top of a live Jap grenade was said to be a 

good neutralizer, though I never saw it used. We learned from 

the Japanese the trick of keeping a sandbag handy in permanent 

shelters, so that it could be quickly grabbed to effectively muffle 

any grenade. In one pillbox we had captured, we found evidence 

that the three Japanese inside had played a lengthy game of 

muffle the grenade, getting three sacks of sand blown to tatters 

during the siege of their surrounded shelter. What a hair-raising 

half hour that must have been! Just picture the plight of three 

human beings penned up in a five foot cubicle, frantically muffling 

grenades which were tossed one after another through a port they 

could not block because it had a steady stream of Browning Auto 

Rifle fire pouring through! 

I From our own viewpoint there were enough grenade incidents 

I to scare us into idiocy. A sputtering grenade in a foxhole with a 

CL man gives him an experience he won't easily forget. And should a 

S pineapple fall into his lap during a fight, with the air above his 

[^' foxhole being laced with fire, the memory of the incident (if the 

S man survives) will provide him stock for nightmares through the 

p remainder of his life. In such instances the trained doughboy's 

K action is to jump from the hole and brave the fire. There is an 

^ overwhelming natural compulsion to act only to keep your face 

I away from the grenade. Men who surrendered to that impulse 

I generally paid with their lives. 

I If the grenade falls in the foot end of your hole, however, you 

I can stomp it into the mud and then withdraw your feet a few 

inches, holding the soles toward the blast. This will usually prevent 
S severe injury and sometimes save a man from anything worse than 

I bruised feet. But if the Japs should throw an American or British 
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grenade — as they did whenever they could get one — using heavily- 
shod feet for a shield will not save anyone from severe injury. It 
takes much more than a well-soled pair of shoes to stop our gre- 
nade fragments. 

In daytime, the Japs sometimes attack in jungle country by 
using a grenade barrage followed by a sudden rush with the bay- 
onet from nearby cover. The Jap potato masher grenade, which 
depends largely on blast effect rather than fragmentation, was 
often used in such tactics. The idea was to stun the defenders with 
grenades, and then to rush in with the bayonet while they re- 
mained unconscious. This method generally failed against us, 
usually because the grenades left one or two of our men unaffected, 
and even one man with an Mi rifle or a BAR can take care of a 
lot of people rushing his way with bayonets. Against an isolated 
outpost or a single sentry such tactics would possibly be worth 
while, at least enough so as to justify the retention (in the Japanese 
Army) of the stick type high explosive grenade. 

This weapon had several advantages over conventional pine- 
apples. Its fuse and arming mechanism was housed within a long 
wooden handle, well protected from moisture — a necessary pre- 
caution in the tropics. It was very handy to throw — especially 
from the prone position. A stick type grenade is much easier to 
throw from any cramped position because less arm movement is 
required. 

This stick grenade had a pull cord concealed in the handle with 
a metal ring attached to its end, the ring of finger size. With the 
length of pull cord providing considerable slack, it looked as though 
the proper throwing procedure would be to first get at the ring by 
unscrewing the metal cap on the handle's end, then place the ring 
gj on a finger of the throwing hand, and then grasp the handle and 

throw. This would cause the grenade fuse to be ignited in flight 
o_ as the motion of the grenade jerked the pull cord free. The friction- 
^ type primer would thus ignite and start the rather fast-burning 
^1 fuse. It would seem better, however, to jerk the ring first and 
S ignite the grenade before throwing. In so doing the thrower would 

1 avoid giving his position away by throwing a grenade which might, 
S after starting on its way, prove to be a dud. 

I The potato masher grenade seemed especially nasty in that it 

I had a short fuse (seemed less than four seconds), and because it 

i was used often in heavy grenade fights, mixed in with frags. Also, 

I it sputtered and sparked less than the others, giving it a special 

S- effectiveness against men who had gotten used to the regular kinds. 

^ Speaking of this, brings to mind a story; one of the dirtiest tricks 

S of the war was pulled on us during the Hill 27 affair. 

We had an unusual amount of confusion on one of the nights 
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we were holding that hill, during which I seemed to notice a lot of 
scrambling and movement in the darkness all along our line. 

There were the usual scattered sounds of grenade explosions, 
with accompanying whir and buzz of fragments, but there were 
also growls of annoyance mixed in. Once, two of the men jumped 
out of their holes at once and lay clinging to the ground outside, 
No explosions occurred. For a minute or so the two men remained 
breathlessly prone on the edges of their holes and then eased 
cautiously back inside. 

**Duds," I said to myself. 

At that moment a grenade rolled into my own shelter, striking 
me in the arm, scaring me half to death. I didn^t take time to feel 
for it on the bottom of my hole. I hurtled outside, took cover 
behind the heaped soil, and clung there — so close to the ground 
that my heart beats were thumping directly against the dirt. 

I waited for the explosion, head held down, but none came. 

Soon I began to realize that in my present state I would be cold 
turkey for any Jap; I was helpless in my fear, not even looking 
around. So I drew my pistol arm around in front of me so that 
I could shoot quickly. It was possibly ten minutes later that I 
eased back into my hole, toeing the bottom carefully so that I 
would not step on the dud grenade. From the sounds I continued 
to hear the rest of that night, it was evident that my experience 
was being repeated over and over again all along the line, and I 
reflected that the Japs were throwing plenty more grenades than 
usual, but were apparently getting a lot of duds. 

That was the best conclusion I could reach until early dawn, 
when I was able to examine more closely the "dud" grenade lying 
in a corner of my shelter. It was not a grenade at all, but only a sun- 
baked clay ball, patted and rolled into the rough shape of a grenade; 
and it was the same way with a hundred other "duds*' tossed into 
S- holes along our lines. The Japs had enjoyed a tremendous joke at 

our expense, scaring the living daylights out of us all through 
the night — with mud balls! The ingenious little bastards! 

It was funny, by God; no gag, no humorous incident since, has 
made me laugh half so loud or long and the same is true of my be- 
wildered buddies — that gaunt, bearded, rheumy-eyed bunch of 
jungle rats who crawled out one by one and incredulously picked 
up the rounded clods, emitting great shouts of laughter when the 
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I truth dawned 



We thought we knew about humor — gags, puns, practical jokes. 
I Here was a real joke, a monumental one; no prankster in a peaceful 

world could ever hope to equal it. Alongside such soldier jokes, 
I such battlefield mirth, civilian humor has ever since the war 

I seemed eflFeminate, lifeless, synthetic. 
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JAPANESE MORTARS 

Mortars are an absolutely essential tool of jungle warfare — a 
weapon which any wise commander would hate to do without. 
Lacking mortars, profitable Infantry operations would be difficult 
to conduct in the jungle, even against a half-armed foe. In their 
various types and calibers, these light-barrelled, generally smooth- 
bored weapons have an application in almost every jungle fight, 
even those involving only a few men and lasting only a few 
minutes. 

Mortars are versatile; they can often substitute for artillery in 
the jungle and they are transportable in areas where terrain may 
be so rugged as to completely preclude the employment of even 
the lightest sort of pack howitzers. And artillery, fine weapon 
though it may be, cannot so often take the place of mortars. It 
cannot give the same closein and intimate sort of support, or be 
so constantly available to oflftcers who are right there on the 
ground. In order to get quick help from supporting artillery the 
^ frontline doughboy must rely upon telephone or radio communi- 

cation, both of which are definite uncertainties that become more 
g and more uncertain as the fighting becomes more violent and the 
^ local situation becomes more desperate. Usually a loud shout, an 
^1 arm and hand signal, or a word over a very short range phone or 
y radio circuit will enable the doughboy in a forward hole to bring 

1 8imm mortar shells, equivalent to 105mm artillery in destructive 
S effect, smack down on the very enemy he has in sight. 

b Then too, the mortar is a simple weapon, easier to operate and 

I maintain than the heavier artillery pieces which throw similar 

i weights of high explosive. The only advantages which mortars 

I concede to artillery are those of longer range and superior long 

S- range accuracy. Both of these advantages are frequently lessened 

^ in importance by the exigencies of jungle warfare; often they are 

S of merely theoretical import. For instance, what good is fine 
accuracy and long range when the nature of terrain has forced 
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opposing units into very close grips with each other — when ranges 
are short and support fire must be laid very close in; or when there 
are no forward observers or no rearward phone or radio communi- 
cation with supporting forces? To our battalion commanders, 
mortar support was a "bird in the hand" — a heavy weapon force 
under immediate control which could be wielded at their own 
bidding. Artillery and tactical aircraft support, though far harder- 
hitting, were things which would have to be asked for — obtained 
from another organization. This always takes time. 

We always had and used artillery while conditions were more 
nearly ideal, but mortars were often our mainstay during more 
critical moments, such as surprise attacks, or during breakdowns 
in communications. And, as we learned to properly use mortars 
in combat, we grew more and more fond of them and we wanted 
to see the ones we possessed improved or modified to better fit 
them for jungle warfare. 

The biggest trouble we had with mortars was that the Japanese 
had also grown fond of the damn things — years before we did — 
and they had already made their modifications and improvements. 
The China Incident provided an excellent opportunity for the 
Japs to develop good mortars. Within the natural technical limita- 
tions of the Japanese ordnance, these weapons were brought 
quickly to a state of near-perfection, considering the specific tasks 
they were to perform and the personnel which would man them. 
The latter factor could not have been a severe limitation, for the 
Japanese, as I knew them, were good mortarmen. 

We encountered skilled mortar crews on Guadalcanal, and we 
had nothing on them other than our usual quantitative superiority. 
In practical weapons they had us outgunned — we merely had a 
lot more mortars and ammunition. 
g, But what the Japanese had they threw at us, teaching a few 

I new tricks to the cleverest weapons-man we had, and causing us 

to quickly gain respect for several types of their mortars. The first 
^ models we were to learn of were the smallest — one of them not 

S even considered a true mortar because of the crude method of 

p laying and the fact that it was used for grenades as well as shells. 

K We called this particular weapon a "knee-mortar" on Guadal- 

^ canal although we all knew that it could not be fired from the knee 

I or thigh. It was a ground launcher and would project ordinary 

I grenades beautifully for short distances — not far enough and not 

I with sufficient destructive effect to be technically considered a 

I true mortar, however. 

But when they loaded this same gun with shell-type projectiles, 
S longer and more streamlined than the grenades and containing a 

I heavier explosive charge, it would step right out of its class and 
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become a near-equal — in the jungle — to our own little 60mm 
mortar. For handiness and utility in small unit or patrol opera- 
tions it was even better than the 6omm. 

It was easily carried; its ammunition was light and handy; and 
it could be put into action on a very few second's notice. It was 
eminently suited for use against Americans — for, as I have pre- 
viously mentioned — we had nothing with which to talk back. In 
the early days we often had to endure this type of Jap mortar 
shelling without replying, and when we finally did evolve a means 
of countering this quickly-laid fire, it was through a series of arti- 
fices which resulted in the utilization of a good substitute — not in 
the development of a good, quick action, short range mortar. 
There is a definite need now for such a weapon to bridge the gap 
between hand-thrown grenades and the heavier standard type 
mortars. To this day there has been no satisfactory weapon 
adopted by our Army to fill this need, just as there has been no 
standard organization of our hand grenades, rifle grenades and 
light mortar shells into a few simple and interchangeable patterns. 
Both of these deficiencies should have been corrected during the 
war. 

The knee-mortar was discussed in the chapter on grenades, with 
emphasis on its employment as a grenade launcher. The descrip- 
tion here will deal mainly with its capabilities as a mortar — or 
rather with what I myself consider its mortar usage. 

This line between the knee-mortar's use as a grenade launcher 

and a mortar is thinly drawn. Different people have different 

ideas on the subject. My concept of a grenade launcher has always 

been that it must be fired directly, with the gunner observing the 

target and aiming right at it, and that it also must be fired with 

g grenades for ammunition. When so used, the weapon is merely 

I serving to increase the distance of grenade projection beyond the 

§. limits of hand-throwing and perhaps to also increase the accuracy 

S of the throw. 

1^' A mortar, on the other hand, is used to increase the weight of 

y the missile as well as the range, throwing a heavier charge a greater 

I distance and performing a mission beyond the capabilities of any 

S mere grenade launcher. A mortar is also habitually fired from def- 

I ilade and aimed indirectly more often than not. So when the 

I Japanese 50mm rifled grenade launcher, knee-mortar, or whatnot 

I is fired with its heavier shells I prefer to call it a mortar. It fills 

I the same job with this heavier shell as our own 6omm weapon 

I which our books refer to as a mortar. 

The real benefits of the Japanese knee-mortar are derived from 
I its extreme lightness and portability, which make its support 

I available to the very smallest fighting units. Its employment 

O^ 
O 
O 

D 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



25^ Shots Fired in Anger 

allows a group of four or five men to actually attack or hold with 
the ready support of a reliable, curved-trajectory weapon. In 
Japanese book tactics the platoon was the unit which utilized the 
weapon in coordinated support with one of its squads firing four 
such weapons to keep the enemy pinned down while the remainder 
of the platoon's squads maneuvered in the attack or held in de- 
fense. Such employment, under a platoon leader's control, is very 
similar to the role of our own light mortars. 

The official designation of the knee-mortar was the M-1929 
50mm Grenade Launcher. (The obsolete M-1921 is not consid- 
ered here since it was unrifled — purely a grenade launcher — and 
only a few were found.) The M-1929, fired our way, had a set 
pattern of behavior and we were damned sorry to have it used on 
us so often. It could always go into action faster than our 6omm, 
Always we would feel the shells coming down on us in the very 
beginning of any kind of a fight, the explosions following immedi- 
ately after the first few rifle shots, and our ability to reply was 
only theoretical. We had to go to a lot more trouble to make our 
60mm gun do the job of answering these quick shooting knee- 
mortars. We had taken the bipods off and carried only a few light 
shells, burdening down the advance guard with the load, and yet 
the best we could do would be to commence firing a full minute 
after the first enemy shells had come down. Our gun was simply 
too heavy, even without the bipod, to permit it to be in the right 
spot and ready at the time the shooting began. This was because 
the tube and shells were too heavy and bulky, the latter usually 
packed or slung in a manner that would cause a period of fumbling 
before they could be armed and dropped into the tube. Marching 
is hard in the jungle; you can normally expect lightweight weapons 
to be in an alert position — perhaps even ready in a man's hand — 
but guns which are so heavy as to be a problem in manhandling 

I are generally slung by an improvised strap. Often they must be 

carried on the back of a man who does not know how to use them 
while the tired gunner is regaining his wind. Lightweight is the 
greatest single advantage an Infantry weapon can have. 

The M-1929 Jap knee-mortar was reasonably light in weight, 
going a little over ten pounds, and its shells weighed a bit less than 
two pounds each — not too much to be carried by men armed with 
pistols or carbines. We could have developed an even lighter 

I weapon of the same type, had we tried. 

This lightness was a common characteristic of most Jap mortars 

^ and artillery, especially as the weight of weapon was related to 

weight of missile. By designing them to throw the heaviest possible 

I projectile with the lightest possible charge, the Japs got the most 

^ out of their weapons. They sacrificed range, and often accuracy, 
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for target effect. For jungle warfare this was the right idea. Range 
has never been an important consideration in terrain where visi- 
bility is cut to almost nothing and where accurate observation of 
fire is usually impossible, even from elevated points. The M-1929 
was a very lightweight job, but it threw a man-sized shell, not far 
behind our own light 6omm in effectiveness. 

Because of its lanyard-firing arrangement, the weapon could 
be aimed at nearly all angles above horizontal, the curve of the 
spade base allowing a grip on the ground (or a log) when the lower 
angles were being used. Our 6omm tube could do nothing like 
this because it depended for ignition upon the fall of the shell 
against a fixed firing pin in the breech. However, the Japanese 
weapon was meant to be fired normally at a fixed angle of 45° with 
a variable chamber space providing an accurate means of adjust- 
ing range while the angle of tube was kept at 45**. 

The Nips who used them soon learned that the knee-mortars 
could be used very effectively for launching grenades at very short 
distances, for pillbox ports and window targets. They could lay 
the barrel almost flat along the ground and fire at small openings 
with far better than hand-throwing accuracy. In this role, of course, 
the weapon was serving purely as a grenade discharger. 

The greatest advantage of the variable volume chamber is one 

that is seldom mentioned in the books, but which none the less 

has great value in the jungle where one of the biggest problems of 

the mortar gunner is to find clearance for his gun to fire through a 

ceiling of tree limbs and leaves, usually almost solid above his 

head. With any ordinary mortar it is necessary to have a fair 

sweep of clear sky above the mortar in order to fire at all — in 

order for the shell to get through on its way up; and if the mortar 

oj is to have leeway for adjustments in range and deflection, this 

8 hole needs to be that much larger. This posed a great problem for 

D the designers of jungle-employed mortars and yet the Japs neatly 

£ solved the problem by using two methods — one for the heavy type 

^1 mortars and one for the lighter grenade launchers. 

S With their heavier mortars (medium mortars) they redesigned 

I the ammunition to include a time delay device to prevent the shell 

S from becoming armed immediately upon leaving the barrel. This 

I assured that the shells would not detonate, regardless of what they 

I hit, until they had gone a good distance above the treetops on 

i their way up. Such shells could be fired through the usual screen 

£ of leaves and twigs without danger to the gun crew — a consider- 

S- able advantage over our own early mortar ammunition which 

^ could detonate at any time after leaving the barrel. 

S In the case of the knee-mortar a different method was used but 

with the same result. The grenades for knee-mortar launching 
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were time-fused, rather than impact-detonated, which allowed 
them to be shot through a ceiling of leaves and twigs with the 
same safety provided by the device used in the 8imm ammuni- 
tion. Also, the variable chamber of the knee-mortar gave the 
gunner a whole scale of different ranges, finely adjustable, which 
could be lengthened or shortened without varying the angle of 
the barrel or the early path of the projectile. The shells would use 
the same route upward regardless of the range. This allowed 
various-ranged shells to all go through the same small hole in the 
ceiling of leaves, branches and twigs. This, in view of the usual 
scarcity of such holes, was a great advantage, much more impor- 
tant in the field than can ever be seen on paper. Our own 6omm 
didn't have it, so we often had to sit and endure the fire of an 
assortment of Japanese knee-mortar shells without handing any- 
thing back. 

This assortment of projectiles for the knee-mortar included the 
high explosive shells, grenades, smoke shells, incendiary shells, 
and even some signal flares and rockets. Only the first two of these 
gave us any great trouble. This limitation was fortunate, because 
the high explosive shells and the grenades alone gave us trouble 
enough to last for the next hundred years. 

The 50MM Mortar 

The Japanese reached the ultimate in their interpretation of 
the heavy projectile-light gun concept when they designed their 
so-called 50mm mortar. 

This gun was a small-calibered weapon with a bore diameter of 

only 50mm, but it threw an explosive charge which was all out of 

proportion to the mortar itself, both in caliber and weight. This 

^ charge was so large that any unit under fire would never dream 

that it could possibly be from a 50mm weapon, unless they had had 
^ previous experience with it. With such experience the weapon 
^ could be identified by the distinctive shape of its projectiles, or 
^1 by the extremely short range from which they were fired, if there 
S should be any means of determining the range to the gun. 

1 In actual practice, the deceptively loud sound of the shell ex- 
S plosions would usually prevent true identification of the weapon 
I until a projectile on the ground or in flight should be seen. When 
I one would be actually seen, however, there would be no doubt of 
i the weapon which fired it, for it was shaped like nothing else on 
I earth — this unique shape providing the means by which such a 
S- large charge of explosive could be launched from a relatively small- 
^ calibered weapon. 

S The actual shell body of this weapon did not even fit into the 

barrel of the gun. It could not do so because it was of more than 
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twice-caliber thickness, and cubical in shape, not even roughly 
rounded off. The bore was filled and sealed instead by a long 
wooden stick, stoutly attached to the rear of the explosive charge 
head, which remained, when the weapon was fully loaded outside 
the barrel. The complete round had the appearance of a gigantic 
potato masher, with the long bore filler stick forming the handle 
and it soon received the semi-official name of "stick bomb.*' 

When unloaded, the mortar looked rather like many of the 
conventionally designed European light mortars with an elon- 
gated baseplate, and a rather short and light bipod which fitted 
into the baseplate instead of resting upon the ground. The barrel 
was not exceptionally strong or thick-walled, and the barrelcap 
and socketball which fit into the baseplate were not massive either. 
The only piece of heavy duty construction was the recoil area of 
the baseplate; there plenty of recoil surface was provided to give a 
firm bedding in any soil, soft or hard. To obtain this advantage a 
certain amount of handiness had been sacrificed because the base- 
plate was of bulky construction. A rather large flat space would 
have to be cleared by the crew before the weapon could be steadily 
mounted, inevitably making it slower to get into action. 

The baseplate, however, was the only bulky item of the entire 
assembly. With a barrel length of only two feet and the very light 
bipod, the weapon tended to be extremely portable — probably 
the most portable weapon in the world, considering the charge it 
threw. We had nothing like it in our own mortars. Its crudities 
were in the main no more than a few simplifications — the elimina- 
tion of a few gadgets which could be done without. 

One of the most obvious of these crudities was the traversing 
arrangement, which consisted of two arcs cut into the baseplate 
I to permit the bipod legs to be shifted, with wingnuts to lock them 

I in place. A second crudity, more apparent than the bipod arcs, 

§. was the lack of an elevating mechanism. The barrel, so long as 

3{ the baseplate was kept leveled, could only point at a fixed angle — 

1^' about 45^ above horizontal. 

y On this account, the range had to be adjusted by varying the 

I force of propulsion, a procedure with which the Japs had long been 

S familiar — the same as they had used in their earliest designed 

I knee-mortar. The 50mm mortar utilized the old variable-volume 

chamber principles which provided for various degrees of propul- 
I sion force by altering the powder burning space behind the shell. 

I A simple and reliable gauge was used to accurately adjust the size 

§" of the combustion space. By means of a graduated slide fixture 

which clamped on the muzzle, the depth of the stick's projection 
I into the barrel could be accurately controlled, with adjustments 

I allowing a variation of about six inches in chamber length. By 
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altering adjustments according to the markings on this slide fix- 
ture, the gunner could obtain a wide variation of ranges without 
changing the number of propellant increments. Further adjust- 
ment could, of course, be obtained by the latter means. 

These propellant increments were furnished as a part of the 
complete round, which also included a lanyard-operated friction 
primer for insertion in the primer hole in the base of the barrel, 
and a set of two friction-type pull ignitors for the explosive charge. 
The strings of these pull ignitors were secured to the mortar after 
the ignitors themselves had been affixed to the explosive charge; 
on firing they would be torn loose, igniting the charge fuse. 

In loading the sequence of operation was as follows: (a) Drop 
the desired number of increments into the muzzle; (b) Insert the 
stick bomb, fix the detonators and secure the string to the loops 
provided; (c) Insert the primer, (d) Fire by pulling the lanyard. 

The gun would not shoot very far — the maximum range must 
have been something less than 500 yards — but when the heavy 
projectile arrived it would create one heluva disturbance. Accuracy 
could not have been much to brag about, with the poor ballistic 
shape of the projectile and its resultant sensitivity to wind, but 
in the jungle country accuracy, like range, is sometimes a second- 
ary consideration. Despite such disadvantages the 50mm was a 
damn good weapon and we could have made good use of one like it. 

However, I don't think that we should have copied, or even 
followed this weapon in its basic design. It was but one of the 
many devices for the solving of the weapons problems confronting 
Infantry in the jungle; there were many others just as good. We 
could have settled upon a new short mortar, or an adaptation of 
our current 8imm, to provide us with a weapon of lightness and 
I portability, which will always remain the paramount consideration 

to the jungle Infantryman. A sawed-oif and lightweight version 
§. of our 8imm, with a trigger firing mechanism and with simplified 
3{ accessories, would have done the job neatly. It was evident from 
^1 the start that we were severely handicapped without such a gun 
y and even making every possible allowance for the difficulties in- 
is volved, I still cannot see why our ordnance department failed to 

S fulfill this need. 

1/1 

b This sort of short 8imm weapon was what we needed — a better 

1 gun than the Japanese stick bomb thrower. But we didn't have it 
I and didn't get it. Instead the Japanese got the jump on us a second 
I time and added insult to injury by coming out in 1939 with the 
§■ very gun we needed. They called it the M-1939 81mm Mortar, and 

it was the most perfect medium mortar for jungle fighting ever 
I built — better than anything we had at the beginning or the end of 

I the war. 
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The Model 1939 8imm Mortar 

This fine weapon was nothing more than a jungle modification 
of the world famous (in all Armies) basic Stokes-Brandt design. 
As far as I know — in its newer, ultra-lightweight version — it was 
a pure Japanese idea, modified for handy carrying and short range 
use. Its development was obviously the result of a careful study of 
field needs. The Japs in the late thirties were fighting in the rugged 
hills and jungle tangles of Asia, while our own Army was at home 
getting so motor transport conscious that some of our officers were 
allowed to think that machine guns and mortars would never again 
have to be hand-carried beyond the truckheads for more than 500 
yards. The Nips were organizing their Armies wisely and equipping 
them in a way that placed the correct amount of emphasis upon 
practical, usable weapons for the Infantry, while our own au- 
thorities, their butts firmly planted in station wagons or staff cars, 
kept dreaming of fighting a war on their own terms, in a country 
networked with concrete highways; at least it would seem this 
way from the sort of weapons we were given — all of them too heavy 
and bulky. 

The Japs were not making these errors as far as most Infantry 
weapons were concerned. The lightness and compactness of some 
of their guns tended to make up for the tremendous blunders they 
were inclined to make in Infantry tactics. Surely it was not asking 
too much of the ordnance department to demand the design and 
production of a lighter version of another weapon already well 
proven in the field. 

All that they had to do to the M-1937, their standard mortar 
which is very similar to our 8imm, was to reduce its length and 
weight, and then to modify it as necessary in order to make it 
g^ function well in the lightened form; then they had the beautiful 

? little M-1939. The modifications necessary — after the weight re- 

g- ductions in the barrel and baseplate — consisted principally of a 

S slight reduction in bore diameter to obtain a better gas seal (more 

g important in the shorter barrel) and in the addition of a trigger 

y firing mechanism to permit the round to be fired after it had seated 

^ itself against the breech. 

5 This last feature was necessary because the shorter barrels did 

I not permit enough of a drop to provide a forceful blow against a 

c conventional fixed firing pin, and also because the tighter fit of the 

I bore tended to slow down the speed of the fall, reducing the impact 

of the round against the bottom of the tube (breech). In the longer- 
tubed mortars, the fixed firing pin was by far the best and simplest 
means of ignition, and its use served to increase the rate of fire. 
The trigger (or mallet) method of firing, however, is at least as 
positive as the fixed firing pin method and a little more safe. 
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These modifications from the conventional mortar design re* 
suited in a greatly altered appearance for the M-1939, the 
shortness of the tube and bipod giving the weapon a comically, 
sawed-ofF profile — especially so to the eye of an old, range-trained 
mortarman. Men who were fresh from the States, cared very 
little for the weapon and all of them objected to its looks; but to the 




M-IQSQ or Type gg Mortar in 81mm caliber with tfu M-1940 high-explosive 
shell. 
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man who had sweated for many weary miles under the load of a 
mortar tube or baseplate of conventional sire and weight, the sight 
of such a trim and light little job was strictly for sore eyes. Here 
was a gun that could keep up with the battalion it was supporting; 
when called for it would be there! 

With a total weight of 52 pounds, the gun was light enough to 
be carried almost anywhere a rifleman could go. It would be a much 
improved pack-animal load, allowing quite an enlarged number of 
rounds to accompany the weapon on the same mule-load — avail- 
able and on-the-spot, not back 100 yards on another animal. The 
gun was very compact, the tube assembly being only twenty-five 
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inches in length, and it could be broken down into loads which 
any group of men could carry without undue hardship. The barrel 
and baseplate were about eighteen pounds each in weight and the 
bipod assembly about sixteen, so squad members need not argue 
at length as to who would carry which. (This would have been an 
important consideration in the American Army — probably was in 
the Japanese too.) 

As it always must, the ammunition remained heavy, the rounds 
weighing approximately seven and fourteen pounds each in the 
two weights found on Guadalcanal. I presume that the lighter 
shell was designed to lengthen the range of the weapon, what with 
the limited propulsion thrust in the short barrel. Of course, the 
heavier shell was more effective, retaining the punch which an 
8imm mortar should possess. You can make the weapons them- 
selves light for jungle use but you cannot lighten their ammunition 
without severely reducing the effectiveness of the combination. 

The book gives this gun, using the light shell, a maximum range 
of 3200 yards — a rather imposing reach for a mortar. With the 
heavier (fourteen pound), more effective projectile, the range was 
reduced to 1300 yards. This is a little on the lean side for all-around 
mortar work, but entirely ample for any battalion weapon in the 
jungle. It is very seldom indeed that any part of a battalion's de- 
ployed combat echelon will be more than a few hundred yards to 
the rear of the fight. Sometimes our own battalions have been 
strung out to great lengths by the very weight of our unnecessarily 
heavy mortars and machine guns. Generally, maximum range is 
the very last concern of a mortarman in the jungle. His biggest 
worries concern the problems of weapons weight, overhead clear- 
ance, ammunition supply, and, often enough, minimum range. 
gj Minimum range — the shortest distance at which a given weapon 

8 can be fired using the lightest possible charge — is something that 

was seldom considered when we were training in the States. It 
% apparently did not occur to our instructors there that situations 
^1 would occasionally arise where gunners would be unable to fire 
S because their targets were too near. Rather, the problem always 

1 seemed to be concerned with long ranges, or complicated indirect 
S fire exercises. Consequently, we went overseas without our gunners 
I ever being warned that they might one day need to fire several 
I shells at 100 yards range against a very important target, such as 
i a grenade or Banzai party lying in defilade, maybe thirty yards 
I from our frontline foxholes. 

S- We performed such tasks with our mortars time and time again, 

^ though our early books declared it to be an impossibility. Our own 

ordnance publications, by listing the minimum ranges of the 
Jap 8imm, repeats, in spirit, this mistake. It gives a minimum 
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figure of 207 or 545 yards for the seven and fourteen pound shells, 
a figure which is bound to be wrong in each case. 

Actually, the emergency range of any Infantry mortar has no 
inward limitation. By devising various means of shifting the barrel 
upward, such as raising the bipod legs, or changing the resting 
angle of the baseplate, and by providing a means of bracing the 
barrel in an exaggerated, nearly-vertical position, the bursts can 
be moved inward until their explosions begin to endanger the crew. 
Ordnance experts would no doubt condemn this practice as unsafe, 
but on many occasions the poor doughboy longs yearningly for 
the comparatively slight dangers occasioned by close-hitting shells 
— especially when at the moment he may be in a much greater 
danger because of a half-dozen grenade pelting Japs. I have re- 
peatedly called in mortar fire so that the shells were exploding 
thirty yards from my hole. It was dangerous and I got a big dent 
in my helmet, but I also got rid of a lot of big worries. 

Short range work is done better by a mortar having the modifi- 
cations of the M-1939. The tube and baseplate lend themselves 
better to the manipulations which must be accomplished to get 
the barrel pointing almost straightup, and the trigger firing mech- 
anism is also helpful, though there is a slight reduction of the 
maximum rate of fire on its account. The M-1939 mortar was 
rated at fifteen rounds per minute — not exceptionally fast for a 
mortar. 

The accessories and sights were simple, with the latter consist- 
ing of a collimator and two-way level unit, operating upon the 
same principle as our own mortar sights, which allowed the weapon 
to be easily operated by any of our own mortarmen. Loading and 
firing differed from our own only in that a stud at the breech must 
^ be struck sharply with a mallet after the round was seated instead 

of the shell firing itself by falling against a fixed firing pin in the 
^ base of the tube. This adaptation was necessary because of the 
^ shortness and tight fit of the tube and it brought with it at least 
^1 one advantage — in emergencies the weapon could be braced against 
y a stump or log and fired with the barrel in a nearly horizontal 

1 position; something almost impossible with the mortars Americans 
S were using on Guadalcanal. 

b It has occurred to me that our weapons always seemed to lean 

I too far in design toward technical perfection rather than field 

i practicability. Somewhere in between the poor doughboy who 

I carried, maintained, cleaned and fired the weapons, and the ord- 

S- nance experts who designed them, there seemed to be a weak or 
missing link. In talking to the doughboy about his guns you would 

S invariably hear him profanely state that the damn things were too 

I blankety-blank heavy. He would always tell you to go ahead and 
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sacrifice accuracy, range, or anything, but give him a gun he could 
carry as well as shoot — something reasonably light and compact. 

In this the Infantryman is absolutely correct. Ordnance started 
him off in this war with a lot of guns which couldn*t get up front 
in time because of their pounds of unnecessary weight and a gun 
that isn^t there is worse than no gun at all. 

Something has been done to correct this but not enough. Nearly 
every Infantry weapon — other than the carbine — should be further 
reduced in weight; the present rifle, machine guns and mortars 
are all entirely too heavy. Ordnance people will (with good reason) 
moan to high heaven that current weights should be maintained, 
but where Infantry weapons are concerned, the Infantry should 
furnish the specifications; and by "Infantry" I mean boards of 
selected young officers, experienced in combat or realistic exercises 
— not a group of grey-haired seniors who have been away from 
a rifle platoon for twenty years. 

I wax bitter here for a strong reason. The Jap weapon I have 
just finished describing was a nearly perfect model of a specialized 
Infantry weapon, designed for practical field use. It fit the jungle 
and Infantry jungle tactics like a glove. The fact that we had 
nothing so good at the beginning of the war is one reason why 
someone should catch holy hell. The fact that we had nothing so 
good at the end is proof that the honest-to-God doughboy in our 
Army had damn little to say about the design of his own guns and 
what he did manage to say only fell on deaf ears. 

The Model 1934 90MM Mortar 

When they designed this weapon, the Japanese seemed to be 
going to the other extreme. They appeared to be building a gun 
I almost as heavy as possible — far too heavy for practical hand- 

I carrying. The gun had a total weight of about 350 pounds, with a 

§. heavy baseplate, a ponderously long tube, and a massive shock 

S absorber group. The supporting bipod, of conventional design, 

1^' was also very weightily constructed. 

y At first sight of this gun we felt that the Japanese, like ourselves, 

I wanted to see their poor soldiers loaded down with a lot of needless 

S iron. Much of the weight seemed superfluous, especially that of the 

b shock absorber group (which Ordnance had been kind enough to 

I leave off our own mortars). 

I Actually we were wrong in this criticism of the Japanese be- 

I cause what we were looking at was not a heavy mortar in a func- 

§" tional sense, but rather a lightweight artillery piece. It possessed 

tremendous range for a mortar (some 4000 yards), threw a fairly 
I heavy charged projectile, and because of its especially stable 

I mount, it tended to give the finest accuracy possible to obtain from 
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an unrifled barrel. By our own standards the gun performed as a 
field piece, not a mortar, and by the same token it was not a suit- 
able artillery weapon. But it must always be remembered that the 
Japanese were not as rich as we. They couldn^t afford so much 
artillery or the trucks to do the towing, so they stretched the 
natural role of the mortar a bit farther than we. This was some- 
what to their advantage because, in so doing, they could exploit 
the natural Japanese knack for employing mortars. Japs were 
generally good mortarmen and usually very poor artillerymen. 
In principle, this heavier mortar was the same as all Stokes- 
Brandt mortars, but it had one unusual feature — a shock absorber 
mechanism which added a very heavy fourth member to the cus- 
tomary three-piece mortar breakdown load. In addition to the 
baseplate, tube, and bipod, the M-99 would employ this yoke, or 
shock absorber group, which consisted of a U shaped arrangement 
of two recoil cylinders. 

The barrel or tube was also especially heavy, and it had a step 
about half way up on its outside surface which served to thicken 
the walls of the barrel at the breach where pressures would be 
greater. The gun was generally more massive of tube than any of 
ours, attesting to the Japanese idea of using the weapon as a com- 
paratively long range gun, with heavy propelling charges. 

Because the M-1934 was not truly an Infantry weapon, being 
mostly employed in artillery roles, it does not merit wordy de- 
scription in this book. It was heavy, ungainly in appearance, with 
a 52 inch tube, a big rectangular baseplate with three separate 
socket holes for the single breech knob (which was on the yoke 
instead of the bottom of the tube). The weapon had a rather heavy 
bipod which made it look like the conventional type mortar from 
I a distance — which, in principle, it was. 

8, Its method of loading and firing was the same as our own, the 

Q. gravity or fixed firing pin system. The firer simply dropped the 

S shells, fins first, into the muzzle and they were automatically fired 

1^' when they struck the fixed firing pin at the bottom. Aiming was 

S also accomplished in roughly the same manner as our own,though 

P an artillery type telescopic sight was employed instead of the 

K usual collimator. 

^ How well the gun filled its role for the Japanese, I do not know. 

I On several occasions, however, its effectiveness was well demon- 

I strated to my own battalion, creating quite a few casualties. It is 

I probable that, for the relatively small use made of it, the weapon 

I was highly effective. 

As an Infantry mortar though, the M-1934 was about 150 
S pounds heavier than it should have been. For support from 3000 

I yards back, however, we would all rather make use of the weapons 
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we had such as the 105mm howitzer, which served us so well. Any 
mortar would be a second choice to good artillery for that purpose. 
For the Japanese, however, there is little doubt but that this 
technically perfect mortar was a good investment, being the best 
possible mortar substitute for heavier and more expensive ar- 
tillery. The Japanese always had a special tendency toward the 
wide use of mortars, even in units outside the organization of an 
Infantry regiment, so for them it was probably a good arrange- 
ment. 

Other Japanese Mortars 

Of course, the Japanese had dozens of other mortar types on 
Guadalcanal, some their own, some captured. The ones I have 
described were those used against us or captured by our own regi- 
ment. Notable among these was the popular 8imm M-1937. This 
gun was the longer weapon which furnished the model — only two 
years after its own date of design — for the sawed-off, jungle 
adapted M-1939. So we see that the Japanese took only two years 
to develop the shorter weapon, proving themselves more alert 
than we. We took much longer to utilize even the single feature of 
the shortened tube — and even then we failed to properly pare 
weight off the other parts. 

Other Japanese mortars worthy of mention are the M-1922 
70mm rifled mortar, the 70mm Barrage or "Spike" mortar (used 
with parachute-suspended explosive segments against low-flying 
aircraft), and various other models ranging from 70 to 120 milli- 
meters in caliber. 



o 
o 

6 

Q. 
N: 
CD 









<^: 



Hiifo 



\\> 



% 



"f0>....>/.i).^'^^'H- 



D 

O 
O 
D 



Google 



Original from 
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 



JAPANESE ARTILLERY 

A few words will suffice here; on Guadalcanal, thank God, the 
Japanese never used a lot of artillery against the units I served in 
and with, so I didn't learn much about it. Organized employment 
of Jap artillery, if there was any, occurred during the Marine phase 
of the operations or perhaps during the very early Army actions, 
before the 132nd Infantry was committed. Later on, they employed 
their guns only locally, sniping or pirating at individual targets — 
often timing their fire with that of our own guns in order to avoid 
detection and counter-battery fire. They would often fire just as 
one of our own salvos landed, and if they scored a hit we would 
nearly always get our own batteries on the phone and raise hell 
over the "shorts'* we thought were being thrown at us. It took us 
a while to learn the truth. Sometimes we had to actually find the 
warm shell fragments, clearly recognizable as Japanese, before 
we would believe that the damage was not done by our own guns. 

Generally we would identify the Jap shell fragments as coming 
from one of two different models of gun, either of which we had 
seen and could describe, because several of them had been parked 

back in the ordnance dump at the beach. These were the guns 

which the Japs were most likely to carry up front and employ 

^1 because they were not merely in support — they actually belonged 

S to the Infantry regiments and battalions. 

1 They were of 70 and 75 millimeter caliber, and were correctly 
S referred to as the "battalion howitzer" and "regimental gun.'* 
I The 70mm, M-1932 was standard equipment for the Infantry 
I battalion, with an issue of two per battalion being normal (some- 
i times there seemed to be more — perhaps the additional had been 
I taken over from annihilated units). The 7Smm, M-1908 was 
S- issued to the larger units, four to each Infantry regiment. 

^ For the most part, we were shot at with the smaller weapon — 

S the battalion howitzer — because this piece was generally more 

plentiful and easier to transport into difficult terrain areas. Wher- 
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ever the Japanese went they would take that gun with them. It 
was designed to be animal-drawn or packed, but it was usually 
hand-carried — for which purpose it could be broken down into 
not-impossible loads. We found one such weapon (attesting to 
this quality of portability) setting smack atop Mount Austen — a 
very remote and inaccessible point. This gun was complete and 




Jap M~igj2 Battalion Howitzer caliber 70mm, 

intact, with a fair supply of ammunition stacked nearby in pack- 
strap rigged ammo carrying cases. 

We were too busy to pay much attention to the little gun when 
we first came upon it because we had close to sixty wounded and 
dying on our hands and a raging fight all around. But later on we 
fired it under circumstances which gave me the unusual oppor- 
tunity of seeing a Japanese weapon in action — against the Jap- 
anese, 

The shooting was done by the Marines who had been with the 
artillery liaison party under Captain Hitt, before he had been 
wounded and sent back. They fired the weapon in fine style, load- 
ing it up in the most indifferent manner, with the whole crew 
kneeling nearby, completely unconcerned, while the lanyard was 
jerked. 

We were all looking on interestedly — largely from dispersal 
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shelters since a fair bit of enemy fire was still crackling through 
the air. This was during our first long breathing spell — the third 
day after the assault. 

The first round was loaded up with only one increment — the 
lightest possible propellant charge. The gun went off properly. 
The tube recoiled, wheels jumped slightly, and the projectile, 
clearly visible, soared off in a mortar-like trajectory toward Tojo- 
land. We watched the shell plunge into a bit of Jap occupied cover 
and waited for the explosion. None came; the Marine had neglected 
to arm the fuse. 

He disassembled another of the semi-fixed rounds, this time 
arming the fuse and leaving two increments in the case. We were 
able to both hear and see the explosion after we had watched the 
shell on its way. The blast threw a big cloud of debris upward and 
slammed like Billy-be-damned. 

The Marines, happy with their new toy, chuckled — the rest of 
us, looking on, chuckled too. Then the gun crew took a few minutes 
time out from firing, and prepared all of the remaining ammunition 
for loading. Then they blazed all of the shells away, loading and 
firing as fast as they could, shouting formal-sounding commands 
at each other in mock-Japanese. One of the Marines was even 
costumed for the show, he had donned a Japanese helmet. He 
would pivot around after each shot and shout at the onlookers. 

BANG! ''So sorry!'' he would shout, "Wrong Island! Chalkie 
up one! — BANG! So sorry! Wrong Island! ChaJkie up two!" 

And so on. By the time the last round was fired the entire hilltop 

was in stitches. The corny imitation and the silly looking miniature 

helmet perched atop the big Marine's long-grown mop had been 

more than we could stand. Some of us were rolling on the ground. 

^ The Japanese must have disliked the sound of our belly-laughs 

for as soon as the gun ran out of ammunition, they sent over a 
"^ barrage of knee-mortar shells and got us all back to serious think- 

1 ing again. 

5, A later examination of the captured gun brought forth a certain 

S amount of approving comment from all of the artillerymen on the 

ro hill. They all seemed to think it a pretty good little weapon, well 

q constructed on the heavy-projectile, light-gun theory. Its ammuni- 

I tion was strange looking because of the relative largeness of the 

I projectiles. These were almost three times the length of the case, 

^ which was tumbler-size and barely large enough to hold a small 

I amount of silk-sacked propellant powder. The gun was in comic 

I miniature, with a barrel length of only 30 inches and with shells 

^ not much more than two feet in length. The total weight was 470 

D pounds, maximum range some 3000 yards. Muzzle velocity varied 

g from 340 to 650 feet per second, depending on the charge used. 
5 
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As a performer, the gun was nothing to stack alongside our own 
little pack 75mm, but it was still a nice little weapon — even if it 
did look like a toy. 

The Regimental Gun 

This 7Smm weapon, the M-1908 Infantry gun, was identified 
by the peculiar tubular construction of its single trail. The piece 
breaks down into six mule-loads having a total weight of 1200 
pounds, and it is ballistically in a class with our own 75. Its am- 
munition is, of course, heavier than that of the 70mm battalion 
howitzer in order to attain the 7000 yard maximum range. Higher 
velocity — some 1200 foot seconds — allows the shells of the 7smm 
regimental gun to keep up with their own sound and strike without 
warning. This is a marked advantage over the 70mm, which has 
slower-moving projectiles, always proclaiming their arrival with 
a long-drawn-out "whirr-whirr-whirr'' long before they land and 
explode. With the 75mm there can be no comfortable lolling on the 
foxhole edge. To be safe one must keep below ground level. 

The general appearance of the piece is not imposing. It is larger 
than a battalion gun, but to American eyes it is still cast in minia- 
ture with its largest feature — the 12-spoked wheels — being of no 
more than medium size. In actual use, however, the gun was a good 
performer, shooting well and ranging far. More than a year later, 
in Burma, this same weapon was to cause my friends and myself 
much trouble. Even with the small number of rounds fired at us 
on Guadalcanal, it succeeded in making a lasting impression. The 
Japanese Army had some pretty good tools, and this was one of 
them. 

They had other artillery models and calibers, some of which I've 
g had shot at me, but most of which I never knowingly encountered. 

I Many of these were of 75mm caliber — it seemed to be a popular 

§. bore with the Japs — and many were 105mm howitzers captured 

S on Guadalcanal, though they were fired very little in the sectors 

1^' I knew. In Burma I learned how lucky we were to have been spared 

y that bitter cup. 

I In general, Japanese artillery was seldom employed in the 

S American tradition of massed fire — which made the war a lot less 

b tough for our doughboys. This, of course, was partially due to a 

I shortage of weapons and ammunition. Japanese Infantry seemed 

I often to be limited to its own organically assigned guns, fighting 

I without outside artillery support. This circumstance — doubtless 

I furthered by poor Japanese inter-arm cooperation — was our own 

good fortune. It saved our artillery from great worries about 
I counter-battery fire in the Pacific war. It made things much easier 

I for the doughboys. 
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If there were no other unglamorous aspects to frontline fighting 
at all, one well-laid artillery barrage would still be enough to con- 
vince any reasonable man that during the past hundred years 
war had lost all of its glamorous appeal. Artillery is the most 
wicked and unfair weapon in modern warfare. 
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ANTI-TANK GUNS 

Having had very little to do with their employment, I can write 
but briefly of these weapons. The Japanese had a few models on 
the island and used them very infrequently. Most of their anti- 
tank and anti-vehicular measures were concerned with the em- 
ployment of mines and grenades rather than guns. We came across 
many land mines and hand-thrown mines and learned to respect 
some of them very much, especially the magnetic hand-thrown type 
or "turtle" mine, which was as effective as all of the other Jap- 
anese anti-tank measures put together. Regular anti-tank guns 
were very scarce, and I saw only a few. I was able to fire one model, 
however, and I found it to be a very interesting weapon. 

It was the M-1937 20mm AT Gun, a low-profile bipod and butt- 
rest mounted automatic rifle, chambered for a very heavy-charged 
2omm cartridge which was loaded in both armor-piercing and high- 
explosive types. I got my first good look at this weapon at Cape 
Esperance where we captured several and played with them until 
oj we ran out of ammunition. They were fun to shoot. 

8 They looked like a lot of gun for shoulder firing, so when I first 

D shot one I did so by remote control — by kneeling off to one side 

% and reaching gingerly for the trigger. I couldn't see the idea of 

^1 placing a shoulder against the small pad at the rear of the weapon 

S when the gun fired such a huge cartridge. I was needlessly afraid, 

I of course. The rear leg of the tripod (or buttrest) had a deep shoe 

S which kept the weapon firm against recoil. 

I In my shooting of the gun, which must have included the firing 

I of at least fifty rounds, I never learned very much about its char- 

i acteristics. In fact, I guess I proved myself to be about the most 

J non-observant human alive. After popping away for a half-hour, 

S- shooting at sharks and floating objects, one would expect to learn 

^ at least whether or not the gun was a semi- or full-automatic, but 

g I didn't. I had to read about it later in a manual. When firing I 

squeezed off one shot at a time, with no conscious efforts to release 
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the trigger quickly after each shot. Yet — though the gun had a 
full-auto action — it never once doubled, and I went away thinking 
it a semi-automatic. All of the present day manuals call it a full- 
auto and say that it cannot be fired semi-automatically. All I can 
say is that it must have one hell of a slow cyclic rate. 

It was gas-operated, used 7-round top-fitted box-type maga- 
zines, and weighed 150 pounds with the carrying handles attached. 
Though more powerful, it was in roughly the same class as our .50 
caliber ground mount machine gun, which we later discarded as 
ballistically inadequate. For modern armor, a heavier caliber is 
required. 

However, the Second Battalion liked these Jap 20mm guns a 
lot. They were fine weapons for our beachcombers' club — good 
for sharks, especially with high explosive shells. 

I saw, but did not examine, some of the M-1934 37mm split- 
trail AT guns. They were all in beach defense positions (in which 
role they would have proven highly effective), and had all been 
either rusted or demolished by the time we got to them. They were 
roughly like our own 37mm gun, but lacked the high speed car- 
riages. Instead, they had regular artillery or metal-stamped wheels, 
suitable only for slow towing. Their ammunition, as I remember, 
seemed to have rounds which were lighter and smaller than our 
37mm stuff, with less powder space in the case. Like ours, the 
loadings were in both armor-piercing and high explosive types. 
In an overall appraisal, the gun looked good, but not quite as 
good as ours. 

The Japanese had another gun of 37mm caliber, a small how- 
itzer, which was similar to our M-1916 of the same caliber. We 
found these smaller 37mm guns in several places on the island, 
I mostly in spots considerable distances inland where heavier guns 

I could not be carried. With an overall weight of only 200 pounds, 

Q. four men could carry the gun for very short distances. A few ad- 

Si ditional men, trading off with the broken down loads, could get it 

\n into places completely inaccessible to ordinary artillery, 

S Employment of this obsolete weapon on Guadalcanal should by 

p no means be criticised. There was, in fact, a crying need in our own 

K organization for such a gun. In those early days, before the devel- 

^ opment of rocket launchers or rocket guns, a lightweight 37mm 

gun would have been worth its weight in gold to jungle Infantry. 
I With an explosive shell of some sort, it could have been used as 

a means of penetrating the log and dirt pillboxes in Japanese de- 
I fense positions — a task for which we had no satisfactory weapon 

at that time. Certainly it would have been much more useful to 
I us than was the heavier, standard 37mm of our own anti-tank 

I squads. We took twelve of those guns to Guadalcanal with the 



c 



^ 



"nnnlr* Original from 

'^^'^a'*^ UNIVERSITYOF MICHIGAN 



380 



Shots Fired in Anger 



o 
o 

6 

Q. 
N: 
CD 



regiment and they proved to be wellnigh useless. Except for beach 
defense missions, there was no proper need on Guadalcanal for 
any new, high speed carriage anti-tank guns. Our own and those 
of the Japanese could have been left at home — with mutual benefit. 

We often heard of heavier anti-tank weapons, of 47mm and 
larger caliber, but I never saw any. Except in a few of the opera- 
tions of the 25th Division, employment of tanks on Guadalcanal 
was negligible; and such countermeasures were seldom called for. 
The only specific instance I know of was a short fight in which the 
Marines quickly knocked out several Jap mediums as they at- 
tempted to cross a sandspitted river mouth. 

There was some use of AT guns for anti-personnel purposes, 
either potting from ridge to ridge at targets of opportunity or else 
firing in last-ditch defense at very short range, using cannister 
shot ("grape") and high explosive. At best, though, Guadalcanal 
was no testing ground for AT weapons and tactics. It just wasn't 
good country for tanks or anti-tank weapons. 
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JAPANESE SMALL ARMS AMMUNITION 

One of the Japanese failings was in the poor care they gave to 
the packaging and storage of their ammunition. None of the 
thousands of rounds I have seen had been hermetically sealed, 
even in the climate of Guadalcanal. Most of it was not even well 
protected with waxed cardboard or waterproof paper — which 
seemed to me the least that the Nippon home front could have 
done for her fighting men. It was the height of stupidity to load 
ammunition carefully and then store it in ordinary boxes with 
inside containers of lowgrade cardboard. 

It was handled in such a careless manner as to cause a good deal 

of real trouble for the Japanese, too. Much of their ammunition 

would misfire and otherwise malfunction, and some of it which 

was not well finished to begin with, soon became so corroded that 

the cases would not extract from the chambers after firing. In the 

storage areas the packages of ammunition and supplies were well 

cared for — stacked on dunnage and covered, but in the Islands 

that is not enough. The very air is a corroding agent, capable of 

I rusting any poorly protected ferrous-metaled surface in a matter 

gi of hours, and brass or copper in a matter of days. 

§- Packing boxes used by the Japanese were generally well con- 

I structed, but the boards and lids were not tightly fitted, leaving 

[^' wide cracks for moisture and white ants to enter. The little card- 

y board boxes on the inside were usually unwaxed, serving only 

p to subdivide the contents of the case — rather than to protect the 

K contents, and the white ants would quickly tunnel the cardboard 

I containers into tatters. The Japanese cargo parties had an easier 

time than we did in carrying these wooden cases because their 

I loads had rope handles for lifting, while our cases were bare. 

Most Japanese ammunition is unmarked — you have to see the 
containers or else recognize it by size and shape of round. The only 
marking on the cartridge heads is generally the primer-crimp 
stampings, normally made in the form of punch marks. These 
mutilate the cartridge head badly and cannot help but have a bad 
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effect on headspace, chambering, and loading. In appearance, 
these punch marks are shortline indentations, usually three in 
number, radiating out from the primer pocket, with their inner 
points leaning naturally in to lock the primer in seat — a crude 
arrangement, by our standards. Lacquer identification colors 
sometimes appeared on the cartridges with the rule seeming to be 
red for ball, green for tracer, and black (as with our own ammuni- 
tion) for armor-piercing. 

The caliber most often seen was the 6.5mm standard semi- 
rimmed rifle cartridge. It was packed in the conventional boxes, 
some with each clip placed in a separate cardboard fold, others 
with three clips packed together. This last was for convenience in 
loading the conventional 30- and 6o-round Jap cartridge pouches. 
Other calibers were packed in wooden boxes, even the 7.7mm 
stuflF, which was in cloth-protected 30-round strips for the heavy 
machine guns. 

Immediate combat loads of rifle ammunition were carried in 
bandoleers and in the leather (or ersatz rubber) regulation Jap- 
anese cartridge pouches, which were worn by all Japanese In- 
fantrymen — three pouches per individual. Two of these pouches 
were of 30-round capacity and were worn in front of the belt on 
either side of the buckle. Another with a capacity of 60 rounds 
was worn in back, attached by loops to the leather (or rubber) 
belt. The complete cartridge belt was bulkier than ours, and the 
cartridge boxes protruded farther out than did the filled pockets of 
our belt, causing some diflSculty in crawling or creeping against 
the ground or through cover. From the standpoint of protecting 
and keeping ammunition clean, this arrangement was probably 
superior to our own and it could hold 1 20 rounds against the Ameri- 
can beltload of 80 rounds. 

g After coming across such large amounts of 6.5mm stuff in every 

§- imaginable form (even some in which the bullets had been pulled 

and reseated backwards in the cases), we began to discover large 
stores of 7.7mm, both semi-rimmed (for the 1932 HMG only) and 
rimless (for both rifle and machine gun use). We also saw a lot of 
8mm pistol ammunition and a few rounds of 7mm for the Baby 
Nambu. There were also considerable amounts of Jap-loaded .303 
British cartridges lying all around. 

As well as I can remember, that just about closes the list of 

I popular calibers of Japanese ammunition which we saw on Guadal- 

canal. It doesn't touch the scores of foreign calibers, of which only 
a few rounds were found with weapons the Japs had picked up as 
souvenirs. To adequately describe that list, one would have to make 

S up a catalog of all the modern (and earlier) weapons now used in 

I the entire world. 
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Probably the larger part of these different foreign guns were not 
being officially adopted, even by small units. They were mostly 
picked up by Japanese soldiers who, like our own rank and file, 
were generally unable to appraise the true worth of a handgun or 
rifle. The Japanese were souvenir hunters, pack rats like ourselves, 
only a little less discriminating. They apparently stole everything 
they could find, whether they could use it or not. Some of their 
rear areas, which had been hurriedly deserted, looked exactly like 
junk yards, with every possible type of old European, American, 
and Asiatic manufactured handgun laying around. Most of them 
had a few old corroded cartridges alongside marked, often enough, 
with the trade mark '^UMC" or "WRA.'' 
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OUR OWN GUNS 

An appraisal of our own Infantry weapons, made by persons 
who have used them in combat, will generally result in uniform 
findings — our guns were good and they did their job well, but they 
should have been one hell of a lot better! We got along all right 
with what we had, but we could have gotten along much better. 
In many ways it was tragic that our weapons at the beginning of 
the war were not as good as they have become since. 

The criticisms which can be directed at our entire Infantry 
weapons outlay are few in number, but sometimes justifiably 
bitter when made by men who have suffered because of their de- 
ficiencies. Perhaps the greatest of the general criticisms, appli- 
cable to nearly all of our Infantry weapons, is that most of our 
guns were overweight. 

Nearly all of our guns were too heavy. Insufficient attention 

was devoted in their design and manufacture to reduction of weight 

by skeletonizing, fluting, and otherwise removing excess metal. 

oj Too little thought was given to the employment of lightweight 

metals and alloys in the manufacture of appropriate parts of most 
g hand-carried weapons. With the exception of the carbine and the 
^ new rifled rocket guns, our guns were too heavy. A constant effort 
^1 should be made to lighten them. No matter what the diehards say, 
y the need for such reduction in weight and bulk is vital. Several 

1 things were proven by World War II battle instances where our 
S forces, who were in pursuit of a beaten foe, actually discarded and 
b left behind to rust more weapons than they captured. The most 
I important of these proven points is that equipment was wasted 
i because doughboys were too heavily loaded down. His load was 
I perhaps reduced somewhat from that of the soldier of World War 
B- I, but it should have been pared down much more. A man cannot 

fight half so well when he is exhausted by a few excess pounds of 
S equipment which could have been eliminated with only a little 

more effort from the rear. 
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Next, after the weight criticism, comes the fault of nonstandard- 
ization. Our guns are perhaps better standardized than those of 
any other Army, but there is still room for more effort in that 
direction, particularly where grenades and grenade projectors or 
small mortars are concerned. Many of the natural advantages of 
grenades have never been exploited in our army because of the 
lack of standardized grenade bodies and an adequate assortment 
of launchers to fit this standardized grenade. The very design of 
rifles, for instance, should be engineered with the idea of ready 
adaptation to grenade throwing devices. Every individual rifleman 
should have at his disposal means of rifle-launching grenades, as 
well as throwing them by hand. This would double range and 
accuracy and enable the rifleman to fire grenades at targets too 
difficult for hand-throwing. 

Grenades too, should be designed with the realization that they 
may be projected by several different means: hand-thrown, rifle- 
launched, or even set as boobytraps. And one type of grenade 
should be interchangeable, or nearly so, in all of these launching 
devices. By screwing a small tailfin assembly on a regular frag- 
mentation grenade, the rifleman should be able to adapt it to his 
rifle launcher. And two men in each squad should be able to fire 
the same grenades from ground launchers, after simply screwing 
small propelling charges onto the grenade body. 

Standardization, however, should not be interpreted to amount 
to absolute uniformity — that one set of Infantry weapons must be 
made to do for all types of operations in every variety of terrain. 
For fighting in flat, open country, with plenty of transport avail- 
able, our present heavyweight weapons could be used. But it 
should be remembered that heavy guns, regardless of caliber, are 
specialized weapons, unemployable on many battlefields. 



The Garand or Mi Rifle 

This rifle was probably the very best in the war, and the best 
^1 military hand weapon ever placed on the battlefield in appreciable 

S numbers. Its employment had the very desirable effect of doubling 

I the strength of our frontline platoons, in either defense or attack. 

S It gave an American squad the ability to slug it out on the trail 

b with a Japanese company, and hold for a long time. The gun was 

I amply accurate, powerful, and it was quite reliable. 

i 1 doubt if any of the far-sighted men who recommended, years 

I ago, that we adopt a semi-automatic service rifle really knew what 

S- an understatement they had made when they said such an adoption 

would be ^^advantageous.'* Advantageous is no word to even half- 
S way describe the true value of a semi-automatic military weapon! 

A soldier is able to shoot faster, to be more alert, to keep his 
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senses glued where they should be — away from the rifle he is 
shooting and on the target. Such a weapon allows the doughboy 
to fire several shots in rapid succession, trebling the effectiveness 
of his fire against briefly exposed or fleeting targets — which are 
the types most often encountered in combat. He does not have to 
aim at the exact outline of an enemy concealed in the brush, he 
can blaze away at an approximate location and distribute his fire 
so that he will be very likely to score a hit. And there is no bolt to 
be awkwardly fumbled between shots. Thousands of Infantrymen 
will remember instances in which they fervently thanked God that 
they were able to **fire that last shot'* without the delay of bolt 
operation. If each of these soldiers had had to fumble in recharging 
his weapon, he would have been killed instead of the Japanese or 
German. 

The reduced recoil of the Mi was another advantage worthy 
of note, as was the readily adjustable rear sight and the wide and 
sturdy front. The whole weapon was substantial, practical, and 
reliable — by all past standards the Infantryman's perfect weapon. 
But past standards are not sufficiently critical. They are based 
upon the guns which have already been made and used, mostly 
by the Armies of other nations. History can supply only a part of 
the necessary stimulus for weapons improvement. Our guns should 
be continually re-examined in the light of testimonials from men 
who have used them in combat, and every effort should be made 
to correct revealed faults, to strike a better compromise between 
field practicability and technical perfection, which is after all the 
principal goal of weapons design. 

Looking at it from that angle, we can find quite a few things 
wrong with our current service rifle, viz.: 

First of all, the weapon has too much wood, metal, and leather 
or canvas in it and on it. It is too heavy, and it is too thick about 

g- the balance. The largest hand has difficulty in obtaining a comfort- 

able carrying grasp around the thick magazine portion of the stock. 
The sling swivels are unnecessarily massive, the leather sling un- 
duly heavy — a light carrying strap would be better. 

It is not really up to the Infantryman to tell Ordnance how to 
lighten the service rifle, all he should have to do is to tell the 
design and manufacturing agency that it is too heavy. It is logical 
that every effort should be bent to fill the doughboy's stated needs, 

I without requiring him to make the changes or to go into detail in 

answering the question **How?" But in the case of the Mi many 

^ of the errors, as far as weight is concerned, are obvious at first 

glance. The buttplate, the gas chamber, and sections of the re- 

S ceiver are unnecessarily heavy; weight could be removed from all 

^ of these parts. 
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If a certain amount of performance must be sacrificed to achieve 
this lighter weight, then let the doughboy in combat decide how 
much performance can be spared — not the test sergeant on the 
range or the ordnance engineer. If it is feared that the lighter 
version will recoil too heavily, let the man who will carry the gun 
twenty-five miles a day decide how heavy it will be — and it'll be 
light; better a bruised shoulder than a man out cold on the trail 
from exhaustion, or a fight lost because badly needed reserves, 
weighed down with equipment, couldn't march fast enough to 
arrive in time. For my part, if they leave the Garand at its present 
weight, I am going to fit a Bren gun type handle to mine so that 
it can be carried like a machine rifle rather than an individual 
weapon. (This is truth, not attempted humor; handles of this sort 
would be a convenience.) 

And while fitting this carrying handle, I would be fervently 
wishing myself able to make a more complicated change, one to 
rectify the second greatest fault of the Garand — its magazine 
system. 

An eight-round clip is fine — it's nice to be able to fire that many 
times without reloading. But it is not so good to hav^ to fire that 
many— to be obliged to completely empty the gun before it can 
be reloaded, which is almost a necessity with the Mi. There are 
times when one wants badly to restore the full magazine capacity 
of the weapon before the whole eight cartridges have been fired. 
Picture the plight of the soldier whose unit is in the assault, who 
has fired four or five very necessary shots, and then finds himself 
under the last bit of cover, only a few yards from the enemy posi- 
tions. 

What can he do.^ In a moment he will have to spring up and 
oj rush the enemy shelters. It would be awfully nice for him to have 

§ a full eight rounds ready to fire then, but he has only three. Or was 

D it two.'* Hard to remember. 

% In order to load up he would first have to unload the remaining 

^1 rounds. Such an operation is simple, but not easy. With nervous 

S fingers he has to pull back the bolt and eject the chambered car- 

I tridge, then press the clip release and pick up the clip from the 

S top of the receiver, causing the remaining rounds to fall out loosely 

I on the ground. Then he must fumble with belt or bandoleer, slip in 

I a fresh clip, and close the bolt. He may as well forget about the 

i three cartridges that fell in the mud, dust, or snow — no time to 

I search for them. 

S- For the doughboy, all of this amounts to a nervous ten seconds 

^ or more, during which entire period he must fumble with both 

S hands, rise to a semi-exposed position, and render himself tern- 

I porarily defenseless, with a weapon which cannot fire. If the loading 
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op f ration had to be halted suddenly and the weapon put into action^ 
the result would probably be a jam. 

It is a serious fault in design which makes all of this fumbling 
necessary. No claim of perfection or even of technical adequacy 
can be justifiably made for any rifle which is as awkwardly loaded 
as the Garand. A rifle should permit easy loading of any number 
of rounds at any time, without emptying the chamber or rendering 
the weapon inoperative while its magazine is being filled. The rifle 
should always be ready to fire. 

So far as I know, the Johnson rifle is the only military rifle which 
meets this specification, and it does so admirably by means of a 
cleverly designed rotary magazine with a sidegate loading port, 
independent of the bolt passage. The Johnson can be loaded by a 
rifleman on the run — one, two, three, or any number of rounds 
(up to ten) at a time. The individual cartridges are simply thrust 
through the gate, or five-round chargers (Springfield clips) can be 
handily stripped into the magazine. In the field, a Johnson type 
magazine would eliminate two thirds of the present delay and 
danger of reloading. 

The faulty magazine is the last of the major complaints against 
the Mi — the remaining defects are minor, and could be easily 
corrected. The gas chamber is too bright — a dead give away after 
the finish wears ofi*. The front end of the weapon should be better 
adapted for the attachment of a grenade launcher and the ridicu- 
lous and outmoded stacking swivel should be left the hell off^. And, 
for my part, so should the bayonet stud. Cold steel is a thing of 
the past, no matter how dear it may be to the hearts of the grey- 
bearded diehards. 

With all its faults, however, the Garand remains a splendid 
weapon. No bolt operated rifle merits comparison. Perhaps the 
best proof of its true combat effectiveness was in the attitude dis- 

played by Marines on Guadalcanal. Nearly all of the Marine 

personnel had been armed with the Springfield, reportedly because 

^1 of Corps preference — not because of the unavailability of Garands. 

S So the first ^'allied aggressive effort'* of World War II was made 

1 with a World War I rifle. 

S The mistake was soon realized. From almost the first minutes 

I of combat on Guadalcanal the Marines began wishing for a basic 

I semi-auto rifle. By the time we landed we had to keep ours tied 

i down with wire. Leathernecks were appropriating all they could 

J lay hands on by **moonlight requisition." In daylight, they would 

S- come over to our areas to barter souvenirs with the freshly landed 

^ doughboy units; any crooked supply sergeant who had an extra 

g Mi rifle could get all the loot he wanted. 

N 

I When the Marines began to get a few Garands up to the front 
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the demand proportionately increased. They quickly learned that 
the Mi did not jam any more often than the Springfield, and that 
it was equally easy to maintain. The disassembly system, espe- 
cially, made the Mi much easier to clean and oil. 

In the matter of jams and malfunctioning it seemed very doubt- 
ful if the Springfield proved as reliable as the Garand, round for 
round. The old faults of the M-1903 — a frequently-broken firing 
pin assembly and a delicate front and rear sight — seemed to ac- 
count for as many stoppages in combat as feeding difficulties did 
with the Mi. Springfields, over a long period of time, might show 
less operational defects than an equivalent number of Garands, 
but this proves nothing. The Garands would have been fired a lot 
more and a lot faster, and would most likely have caused the 
greater number of enemy casualties. 

I know of several instances where the firing pin rod tip broke on a 
Springfield, rendering the weapon useless or very unreliable. I have 
also learned what a little jar it takes to bend or loosen the front 
sight blade. The defects alone caused more trouble among those I 
have seen employed than all of the feeding difficulties encountered 
with the Garand. This is despite the fact that I have observed perhaps 
fifty Garands to each Springfield. And most of the stoppages en- 
countered in Mi firing are not "stoppages" at all. The greater 
part of them merely nullify the semi-auto feature, leaving the 
soldier yet armed with a weapon that can be hand operated almost 
as fast as a Springfield in perfect condition. Yes, the Marines were 
justified in their yen for the Garand. Once in combat, no one could 
see logic in remaining in the same armament class with the Japs. 
Most of the officers who had been appalled at the Garand's lack of 
target accuracy were quick to give it due credit in combat. 
oj The behavior of one Marine corporal seemed to epitomize this 

attitude. It was during the organization of a joint Marine-Infantry 
^ patrol, shortly after we had landed. I saw this Marine, a member 
^ of the 2nd Marine Raider Battalion, place and keep himself 
^1 squarely behind one of the army sergeants in the advance platoon. 
y When the march was well under way the sergeant inquired as to 

1 why the leatherneck kept treading on his heels. 

S The answer came quickly: "You'll probably get yours on the 

b first burst, Mac. Before you hit the ground I'll throw this damn 

I Springfield away and grab your rifle!" 
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The Old M-1903 Springfield 

The old timers in the shooting game may as well face it — this last 
war, which caused the breaking of so many sentimental attach- 
ments, has broken one for them. The good old army rifle that per- 
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formed so well in World War I and earlier and which, in its Na- 
tional Match version (with an O^Hare micrometer) endeared itself 
to the hearts of thousands, is slated for the junk-heap. The coming 
generation of competitive riflemen will spend their sunny and rainy- 
range days shooting and cussing at a new and different military 
rifle. True, most of the present matches are still being conducted 
under old rules, with the Springfield still holding its own, but it^s 
only a matter of time. The current (and possibly the last) military 
rifle is now a semi- or semi-and-full-automatic. Any nation who 
sends her Infantrymen into battle with a manually operated rifle 
in the next war will place her soldiery at a clear disadvantage. For 
no matter how smoothly a bolt action operates, no matter how con- 
veniently it can be recharged, it is a weapon always second best to 
a properly designed self-loader. 

Fire-power, that fetish of modern tactitians, is a factor in battle 
that cannot be disregarded. Only veteran troops can overcome the 
natural feeling of fear that assails any doughboy who finds more 
coming at him than he is capable of throwing back, even if the 
shots are poorly aimed and physically ineffectual. That's the psy- 
chological side of it. 

When opposed squads, platoons or companies of soldiers face 
each other in battle with one side armed merely with bolt operated 
guns and the other with semi-autos of current design, the outcome 
will generally be easy to predict. The group with the semi-autos 
will win. Exceptions to this rule there may be, but of very rare oc- 
currence. That's the physical side of it. 

So, those of us who used to seasonably wear callouses on our 
hands with hours of bolt manipulation exercises, finally glorying in 
the way we could flip the bolt in rapid fire with a hand motion as 
9^ sudden as the strike of a rattlesnake, will find things changed on 

8 the ranges. We'll fire almost twice as many rounds in the same time 

^ during rapid-fire stages, and the chances are that the individual 

I shots will be held just as well as before. The rifles will be a little 

^1 more awkward at first — the target shooting clan will have its 

y troubles learning how to hash these new guns over, to make them 

I shoot where they look and to keep the zero constant, but in time 

S they will be accepted and do just that. Maybe a National Match 

b version of our current military rifle will be brought out, and some 

I good ammunition loaded for it. In time, this combination will sur- 

i pass all existing target records. 

I Well, it's all according to History's pattern, seen many times be- 

S- fore. The match lock enthusiasts were skeptical of the wheel lock 

and flint locks, and the flint lock riflemen were distrustful at first of 
S the percussion cap. Breech loading rifles received a cold reception 

I in the beginning. Many of us, who thought we knew what we were 
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doing, were open in our condemnation of the Garand at first ap- 
pearance, but it proved its worth to all. 

I don't think the Garand the latest word in rifles, by any means, 
but it will never be replaced by a manually operated gun. Auto- 
loaders are here until something even more revolutionary comes 
along. In a few years the M-1903 will take its place alongside the 
Krag and the Trap Door Springfield, as a museum piece. 

As a basic Infantry weapon, the M-1903 rifle had a minor role in 
our army in this last war. We armed the troops of other nations 
with it, and it performed for them as well as any good bolt gun 
could be expected to. Marines, skeptical of the Mi, used it in the 
early part of the war, including, I think, the whole of the Guadal- 
canal fight, but they were quick to get rid of it afterward. Aside 
from a few sniper weapons I saw little or no use of the weapon in 
the hands of good troops. It would be quite unfair to the gun to list 
its behavior in the hands of our Oriental Allies, the Chinese. 

Most of my info concerning it is therefore hearsay, and little is 
complimentary. Nearly every one I have talked to who used the 
Springfield in combat — without a scope — would have much rather 
been using a Garand. Marines begged, borrowed, and "promoted" 
from us every Mi they could lay their hands on. Those who had 
to keep the '03 were inclined to complain. 

First of all they hated the slow-firing quality of the weapon. 

Many did mention that its lighter weight was a point of advantage 

over the Garand. But at the same time they would bitch about the 

breaking strikers, the ill-fit stocks on the older ones, the excessive 

recoil, the standard uncheckered buttplate on some models. One 

big complaint was that they had to move around between shots to 

operate the bolt, giving away their location to enemy riflemen, 

I And, of course, there were eternal moans about the mere five shot 

I magazine capacity. Five shots aren't as good as eight. 

Q. Accuracy — the last edge you could get at long range with the 

S M-1903 — was of absolutely no value in 99 per cent of our fights. 

1^' Most men could shoot the Mi better anyway. All with whom I 

S talked complained bitterly about the poor combat sights on the '03. 

I And in the matter of malfunctioning I am not sure that the M-1903 

S was not much less reliable than the Mi. Strikers and ejectors 

b broke, so did firing pin rods, sears, and even bolt-lugs. 

I In the climate of Guadalcanal it was a great advantage to be 

I able to frequently disassemble and clean all the working parts of 

I the weapons. With the Mi this could be readily accomplished, 

I with the Springfield it was not so easy. The trigger and sear of the 

Springfield gave occasional trouble on that account. On the basis 

I of cuss-words per gun-hour in combat, I am willing to bet that the 

I Springfield would beat the Garand all hollow. In fact, about the 
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only advantage we can concede to the '03 over the Mi is that of 
lightness. A half pound makes quite a difference, though not 
enough to make me think for a moment of using the Springfield 
for anything but a sniping weapon. The old gun is simply obsolete, 
that's all. 

I'm a little glad to have seen the Mi used in battle, and to have 
used it myself. I know it's a good gun. And when the groans of 
disgust echo along the firing line of the next National Rifle Matches 
I'll try to make sure that mine are for the usual reasons — a trey or a 
deuce in the wind, and not because I am fed up with shooting a 
damn lead squirter instead of the Precise old Springfield National 
Match! 

The M-1903 Sniper Rifle 

We were not issued sniper rifles in any form in time to use them 
on Guadalcanal. The models sent out later, with Weaver scope and 
two-groove barrel, could hardly be called more than reasonable 
excuses for sniper arms. The most that can be said for these outfits 
is that perhaps they did give a few men the advantage of a tele- 
scopic sight (of very limited optical value, however), and perhaps 
they may have accounted for a few Germans and Japanese who 
might otherwise not have become casualties. 

It was obvious from the outset that little was being done (on 
proper staff levels) to develop a good sniper weapon or to even 
train snipers. The M-1903 Sniper Rifle, World War II version, 
was a substitute measure — and a poor one at that. It placed a 
delicate and optically inadequate weapon of only moderate ac- 
curacy in the hands of troops untrained in its use — and even that 
at a very late date. What we needed was a good, sturdy scope on 
I the Mi, and we didn't get it until the war was over. 

8 Specific complaints against the M-1903 Sniper Rifle are as 

g. follows: (i) Scope insuflRciently rugged and shock proof; (2) Scope 

3{ optically inadequate — not enough luminosity; (3) Scope adjust- 

^' ments insufficiently foolproof and rugged; (4) Location and design 

y of mount precluded clip loading — a serious defect on any military 

I weapon; (5) No auxiliary iron sights; (6) Rifle insufficiently 

S accurate. 

1/1 

b By stretching the point of tolerance to the limit, it might be 

I permissible to say that the M-1903 sniper job was a little better 

I than no scope-sighted rifle at all. Even that, however, is stretching 

I a point. 

§" Since the gun proved on the range to be such a sad sort of a cluck 

we didn't make much use of it in Burma, where we finally did get it. 

I I saw it used a few times under conditions which called for any old 

I kind of a rifle — shooting Japanese across a fifty-yard-wide stream. 

Q) 
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In this it did perhaps a little better than an ^03, not quite so well as 
a Garand. The Weaver scope, plenty good enough for sporting use 
in the States, just wasn't the instrument to give to a sniper at the 
front. An Mi, with its increased rate of fire, would be much better 
for sniping than the so-called sniper rifle. 

Sniper talk was mostly lip service in this last war, anyway. With 
no snipers, and without the time or the will to create any, what 
need did we have for good sniper equipment in the field? 

Sniper Rifle Ammunition 

Ammunition was not such an important factor when it came to 
sniping in the jungle. Shooting at short ranges as we did provided 
no real test of accuracy and made no great demands for super- 
refined target type loadings. The ordinary M-2 would shoot well 
enough for most sniping purposes. 

However there were occasions when we needed good long range 
performance, and there were times when we needed gilt-edged ac- 
curacy for short range shooting, as in the instance of a very small 
target, such as an exposed arm or helmet-top. For all-round snip- 
ing purposes the only satisfactory ammunition would have to be 
something like the national match ammunition we had before the 
war, loaded with boat tail bullets. Men in the European Theater of 
Operations would know more about this, where ranges were pre- 
sumably longer than in the Pacific. I rather think that they would 
recognize target accuracy as a prerequisite for any sniper rifle and 
its ammunition. 

But that is just the point. The rifles we were given were not up to 

realizing the accuracy of the ammunition we already had, so why 

try to improve? No one worried about getting good ammunition 

gj for such junk as we were issued to use as sniping rifles. Now that we 

have a pretty good sniping rifle — delivered after the war was fin- 
^ ished — we can start to worry about developing a good load for it. 

£ I would like to see what the Garand-Alaskan combination could 

If) 

^1 be made to do with the best loads we could make up. Probably the 

S standard load of Mi, in a National Match loading, would be the 

1 best we could work up. That load as used at Perry was a pretty 
S hard one to beat for all-round accuracy. 

5 The .30 Caliber Carbine 

i We never saw this nice little weapon on Guadalcanal, though we 

I had been hearing of it for more than a year. Later on it became the 

standard arm for all infantry officers of company grade — and a lot 
more in the front lines. Most of the battalion and regimental com- 
manders, and many generals, carried carbines in place of pistols. 
The carbine turned out to be an ace weapon of this war, as far as 
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I am concerned. It was light and handy, powerful, and reasonably 
accurate. If I had to make my own in hostile jungle, travelling 
with the lightest possible kit where I should be likely to encounter 
enemy at any time, the carbine is the weapon I should choose. 

The little gun was okeh as issued with one exception. It had a 
long protruding magazine, which caused no disadvantage in use, 
but a slight unhandiness in carrying. I trimmed one down to six 
shot capacity, shortening the follower guide in the clip so that the 
magazine was flush with the trigger guard. With this alteration the 
little gun became the neatest weapon in the world, handier — as far 
as I am concerned — than the Colt .45 Automatic Pistol. 

The development of the carbine had the efi*ect of putting a good 
offensive-defensive weapon in the hands of the leader and gun crew 
member, thereby making him the near-equal of an Mi rifleman. 
The cartridge was powerful enough to penetrate several thicknesses 
of helmet, and to perforate the plates of the Japanese bullet proof 
vests, which would only be dented by .45 auto slugs. It was flat 
shooting enough to have practical accuracy at more than two hun- 
dred yards. It would be interesting to know how many casualties 
it created during the war. Certainly more than all the pistols and 
revolvers our military has ever used. 

The great advantage was that it got a gun that could shoot into 
the hands of the average Infantryman. The pistol, as far as general 
usage is concerned, is a purely defensive weapon, accurate only 
when in the hands of an expert. The carbine performed moderately 
well in the hands of dubs. For many types of offensive fighting, 
such as sneak raids and infiltration tactics, it was often superior 
even to the Mi, penetration being the only point of difference. 

The greatest advantage of the carbine was its lightweight, which 
^ is the greatest advantage any Infantry weapon can have. Of all the 

guns we used in this war it is the only one which does not need 
^ further reduction in heft. The rest are all too heavy for the job 

1 they do. 



S Tommy Guns 

u 
u 

Is We received these weapons when we first landed in New Cale- 

S donia, early in '42. They were issued initially to the drivers and 

b later to officers, and had the immediate result of becoming prime 

I weapons of the chase for a few mad days. Everyone in uniform — 

i colonels, majors, privates alike — went deer hunting with Thomp- 

I son Submachine guns. A few deer were killed, a few more wounded 

S- and a great number of soldiers, civilians, and deer were badly 

^ scared. Jeeps, Tommy guns, and a plentiful supply of beer, with a 

S little rum and whiskey thrown in, proved to be the makings of an 

Idiot's Holiday which went on until everyone got tired. 
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Shortly afterward the training period began and everyone had 
to carry his individual weapons on the march, so the Tommy gun 
began to lose popularity as an officer's weapon very rapidly. The 
pistol became the favorite and since carbines were not available, 
the '03 rifle fell next in line. 

After we shipped to Guadalcanal, however, the Tommy gun re- 
gained much of its lost popularity. Officers began to use them 
again, especially officers who lacked skill in using other weapons. 
By this time we had used it in both the old and the new simplified 
types, both of which functioned well. It was the perfect weapon 
for close-defense — carrying one provided perhaps the best life in- 
surance a man could have. And you didn't need to be a skilled 
shot to use the thing effectively. It was one of the more successful 
contrivances built by Americans to take the place of human knowl- 
edge. Little specialized ability is required to simply turn on a water 
hose, point it at an object to be wetted, and turn it off after the 
object is obviously saturated. Most of our Tommy guns — often 
with buttstocks discarded — were fired in that manner. 

They were good guns, especially for the man who couldn't shoot. 
And although they were much too heavy — I never wanted to carry 
one myself — it always made me feel good to have one or two close 
at hand. 

This would hold true only where ranges were consistently short. 
The Tommy gun was never good for anything beyond fifty yards or 
so. Its great inaccuracy made a gamble of shooting at greater 
ranges at targets which were at all able to shoot back. The rough 
sights, poor stocking, and awkward feel made it a poor pointer, 
hard to align quickly on a fleeting target. A tendency to climb off 
the target during sustained bursts was very marked in all Tommies 
oj not fitted with compensators. In semi-auto fire it was inferior to the 

8 Reising because of the open-breech firing; the closing bolt would 

D jar the piece and disturb the aim each time you fired. 

£ The oft-mentioned ability of the Tommy to hit and kill at ranges 

^1 up to five hundred yards is theoretical hokum. Practically speak- 

S ing, the gun will always be an ultra short range weapon, good in the 

I jungle and in street-fighting, but poor where the least measure of 

S accuracy would be called for. Another most serious limitation was 

I the poor penetration. Bullets that bounce off a hard wood surface 

I at fifty yards are not good brush-rakers. Firing a Tommy into the 

i jungle blindly was not effective because so many of the bullets 

I would be stopped by vines and branches. The greater power of mil- 

s' itary rifle cartridges, fired from full-automatic rifles and machine 

^ guns would be preferable for such work. The standard Japanese 

bullet-proof vest, which would not even slow down a carbine bullet, 
stopped .45 slugs cold, whether fired from pistols or Tommy guns. 
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And because of the lumbering velocity of the .45, it had little or no 
"secondary effect" if fired into sand or stone emplacements. Where 
a .30 caliber bullet would blast into sand or stone and create a 
veritable explosion, sending bits of flying stone in all directions, the 
.45 would merely ricochet. 

The advent of the carbine later on in the war eliminated, in my 
opinion, the last need for a Tommy gun. The carbine made a much 
more accurate offensive weapon, and a much quicker pointing and 
more accurate defensive weapon. The lighter weight and greater 
penetrating power of the .30 caliber carbine cartridge increased this 
margin of superiority even more. 

The Reising Gun 

The Marines used these weapons as a substitute, I believe, for 
carbines. They weren't much of a gun, but they worked and they 
provided a timely substitute for better guns which were slower to 
get into the hands of men up front. Many Marines liked them and 
they must have been pretty effective. Henry Adams was photo- 
graphed with one in his hand, and that^s a good recommendation 
for any gun. 

Several of our boys "promoted'' Reisings, shot them, and kept 

them. I tried out two of them, managed to make both malfunction 

while shooting at lizards in the groves, and gave them away to 

friends. Being so cheaply made, it would only stand to reason that 

they would not be as dependable as other guns. They did possess a 

tremendous advantage in their very lightweight and this would 

have caused me to carry one as a personal weapon had I been forced 

to choose between a Reising and a Tommy, although I had more 

confidence in the latter. 

oj All in all, I never learned much about the use of the Reising 

§ gun first hand. I know only what I've heard. The boys who served 

6 in the ist Marine Division would know a lot more about it. Gen- 

% erally, however, I believe it was regarded as a good, cheaply made 

^1 substitute weapon. 

g As far as accuracy was concerned, the Reising had it all over the 

I Tommy. Despite its lightweight it seemed to have less tendency to 

S climb and jump. The closed-breech firing system made it many 

I times more accurate when fired semi-automatically. With a com- 

M pensator it held steadily throughout a long burst, and because of 

I the better stock-fit and lower axis of bolt movement it was a much 

I more natural ^'pointer." 

g- The effective range seemed to be at least twice that of the 

^ Tommy gun, because of the greater accuracy in semi-auto fire. 

g The brush-flushing ability was slightly less, with the smaller maga- 

zine capacity of the Reising. 
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This Japanese rifle was probably destroyed by American action. The Japs 
were almost complete failures at any form of retreat tactics as far as their own 
weapons were concerned. They were trained and conditioned only for victory ^ 
it seemed. We came upon tons of equipment in new condition^ left behind with 
no attempt at demolition. Rear guard activities were in this instance confined 
to a few booby traps and ambushes. 

I suppose it wasnH until much later in the war that the Japanese High Com- 
mand began to utilize any form of plans or procedures for abandoning equip- 
ment^ and I rather think that they never got instructions for same down to the 
lowly doughboy. And the doughboys I encountered just didnU seem to have the 
sense to destroy the stuff they couldnH take along. 

So weapons lying like this in the sand were usually the results of our own 
shellfirCf or maybe the doings of some of our raiding parties. 
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The .45 Colt Pistol 

I don't know if we shall ever again fight a war like this one just 
finished in the Pacific, with a foe who made such terrifying use of 
night Infantry tactics. Probably we won^t; but if we do, one thing 
is certain: there will be a crying need for a good pistol. Every 
doughboy on Guadalcanal felt a need for one during each night 
he spent in the frontlines. 

My own pistol was a constant source of comfort to me after 
dark, and I always had it in my hands. There is no room in a fox- 
hole to wield a rifle against an assailant who is inside the hole with 
you. The only answer is a pistol. I had one — a regular .45 auto — 
and was constantly thankful that I had been lucky enough to 
secure it. 

But it was not the ideal handgun for the purpose. I would have 
been much happier with a good snub-nosed or belly gun — even a 
lighter caliber than .38 special, because the Colt was too damned 
heavy. It weighed a ton in either hip or shoulder holster and your 
wrist would even get tired holding it while you dozed. 

Ordnance says that they cannot lighten the .45 ACP without 
ruining its accuracy. To me, that statement is laughable. The 
accuracy of a .45 Colt Automatic is like the virtue of Lady Hamil- 
ton. For all practical purposes, the .45 is a bayonet-distance 
weapon, a lot more effective than any sort of cold steel, but 
usable at about the same range. Accuracy for such a weapon is of 
little or no importance. 

Ordnance should either reduce the weight — or the weight and 

caliber of the weapon — so that we have in the pistol a weapon 

easier to carry than the carbine. Then it could be carried as an 

auxiliary weapon, in lieu of the present bayonet, and used for 

I closein protection at night. During daylight hours any smart 

Bi soldier, regardless of rank, would be carrying a carbine or rifle. 

I General Stilwell carried one at all times when he was visiting his 

I Burma or China fronts. 

\?! For a military handgun the automatic principle is a good one. 

u The .45 loads easily in the dark, lies flatter in a holster than a 

P revolver, and it shoots well enough to fill the combat mission of 

K the handgun. But the bulk and weight of our present handgun is 

^ too close to that of the much more effective carbine (which did 

much toward rendering all handguns obsolete in their present 
I forms as military weapons). If the handgun is to remain as a 

useful Infantry weapon, it must be made lighter. The fact that 
the peculiar conditions of warfare in the Pacific dictated a strong 
need for a handgun, causing us to cherish the ones we had, is no 
real proof that the .45 ACP is still worth its salt as a military 
weapon. 
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The Browning Auto Rifle 

At the outset of the war our old BAR had been much changed 
from Its original person, in both appearance and function. Ord- 
nance had thrown a lot of gadgets — buttrests and bipods and 
hooked buttplates — on both ends of the poor weapon so that the 
man carrying it looked from a distance like a traveling tin shop. 
This was an effort to give the weapon long range accuracy and 
sustained steadiness throughout long bursts: a typical American 
attempt to substitute gadgets for skill. The BAR as originally 
issued was wonderful in the hands of a good man. The gadgets 
worked beautifully on the range — the gun would practically fire 
itself and on the thousand inch targets it would hold to a burst 
smaller than some of our heavy machine guns fired with tripods 
firmly sandbagged. 

Seeing this — back in 1940 — we all congratulated ourselves on 
having such a splendid weapon, but not for long. Two weeks after 
we were on Guadalcanal we had thrown away all of the gadgets 
and were using the guns stark naked — the way old John Browning 
had built them in the first place. The only times when bipods and 
buttrests were worthwhile were in long range sniping from hilltop 
to beach, opportunity for which was rare in occurrence. We did, 
however, make good use of the guns we stripped down. 

We used them for blind shooting — for taking care of surprise 

targets. We placed them at the head of patrols we knew would run 

into trouble, and we found them very valuable. We had always 

thought of the Tommy gun as the standard "sprayer,^* but we 

found that it lacked penetrating ability — it could not cut down 

brush or penetrate small treetrunks as could the rifle or BAR. The 

more powerful .30-06 was many times better for shooting into 

g^ cover. It soon became almost standard procedure for two BARs 

I (carried slung in the assault position) to be placed at the head and 

^ tail of all large columns moving through coconut groves or jungle. 

3 Actually, I believe our fondness for the BAR was more con- 

S cerned with the type of fire than with the weapon itself. We would 

y have been equally pleased with the Bren gun — perhaps more so. 

^ What we yearned for was a good gun to throw a lot of lead, faster 

I and harder than the Tommy gun. This the Browning did, mod- 

I erately well. 

? I say "moderately'* because the twenty-shot magazine of the 

I weapon was too small, and because the gun seemed to require too 

I much maintenance. The ones we used broke too many parts and 

^ malfunctioned just a little too often — in my experience, much 

D more often than the British Bren. 

g I hesitate to say these things about the BAR because of the 

D great esteem my friends have for it. Only a few days ago I was 
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chatting with Colonel Wall, a veteran battalion commander In 
New Guinea and the Islands, about the early Solomons campaign. 
I had just started to relate an account of a patrol action on Guadal- 
canal and was describing the organization of the column when the 
Colonel interrupted me. 

"Wait a minute,'^ he said, "What did you use at the critical 
points in that column — what guns?'^ (I had failed to state the 
exact placement of my weapons.) 
"BARs,'^ I answered. 

The Colonel smiled and leaned back, ready to hear the rest of 
the story. From that single statement he had satisfied himself that 
I knew what I was talking about. He was a jungle soldier, and he 
knew the value of rifle-calibered automatic weapons in the Pacific 
war. 

If we can't say much for the BAR, we can say a lot for the type of 
fire it delivers. In my own mind 1 sometimes question the real ef- 
fectiveness of shots fired one at a time. Such shots are deadly only 
if well held and accurately directed. They furnish no natural pro- 
vision for human error. But with a burst of from four to twenty 
rounds things become very different. The chances of scoring one 
good hit on a man at long range are greatly increased if the long 
and careful aim taken by the sniper is supplemented by a shotgun 
pattern of bullets arriving at the target. You can get several bullets 
on the way at one time if the target is distant, so that they all strike 
before the soldier can take cover. The first four will strike before an 
enemy soldier can even duck his head. This gives the BAR or 
Bren Gun man a better chance of creating a casualty at long range 
than any exponent of sniping would care to concede. I have seen 
some awfully good long range "sniping" done with a bipod and 
buttrest equipped BAR. 

§> It is food for thought to know that the ideal sniping weapon 

g- might well be a scope sighted machine rifle, with some sort of a 

stabilizing mount to hold the bursts to small size at longer ranges. 
After the sniper has located a target and gone to the trouble of ac- 
curately determining the range and wind, why should he throw all 
his chances away in a single shot? Why not send fifteen or twenty 
closely clustered bullets on their way, so that the enemy rifleman 
would be caught in a shotgun pattern, small enough to be dense, 
but big enough to make up for a lot of error .'^ Say a shotgun pat- 

I tern with a ten-fpot circle, good up to 600 yards? 

The biggest reason I can think of against such a weapon is that 

I" it would be too heavy, and its design would be an expensive one. 

But the Browning Auto Rifle has had some such application in the 

S Pacific, especially where circumstances permitted the gunner to use 

I it with the stabilizing attachments. 
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Light Machine Guns 

The only standard light .30 caliber machine guns which we used 
on Guadalcanal were those issued to the weapons platoons of our 
rifle companies. Our heavy weapons companies were still using 
the watercooled Browning heavies, marvelous guns in the defense 
but very difficult to use in the jungle attack. Lights — even for the 
machine gun platoons — would have been better all-around guns 
for our purpose. 

Our Lights were used for many purposes all through the show. 
They made excellent trail-block weapons or fine main points upon 
which a rifle company commander could organize the rest of his 
fire in a defensive setup. Being handy and easy to carry, such guns 
could keep up with their companies or even large patrols. Although 
they could not be practicably fired during movement they could 
be quickly mounted for action, easily dug in (because of their low 
profile) and easily hand-carried while fully mounted. For men who 
knew how to use them they were very good performers and could 
fire rapidly enough to burn up all of the ammunition which could 
be manhandled into their positions. These guns were the first real 
firepower which a commander could rely upon during the early 
stages of a fight; the heavier guns and mortars, because of their 
weights, could seldom be counted on for sure until the second day 
or so. 

LMGs could be used conventionally, for firing at well defined 

targets or laying down protective lines, or they could be loosened 

and swung free to spray a Banzai charge or to flush suspect cover. 

They were always good guns to have around; although lacking 

the sustained fire ability of the watercooled Heavy, they still had 

gj a lot of firepower — certainly more than almost any other gun of 

§ their own size and weight. Two men could carry the gun and tripod, 

6 even with a couple of boxes of ammunition thrown in, much farther 

^ than four men could move the Browning Heavy at the same time 

^1 Together, both the gun and tripod of the Light was an easier load 

S than only the tripod of the Heavy, 

^ Our LMG was the one gun we had at the outset of the war which 

2 appeared to have been designed with some concern over its weight. 

I It was lightened wherever practicable and its tripod was con- 

I structed sparsely to make it easier to carry. In place of the usual 

I machine gun waterjacket, it had a perforated tubular jacket and 

I its barrel was built proportionately heavier to better resist the 

I heat of firing. 

^ I believe this gun replaced the Heavy, to a large degree, in 

g almost every Infantry regiment which fought the Japs. It lacked 

^ the suitability of the Heavy for long range and support (including 

? overhead) fire because its mount was none too stable, but the Light 
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was portable and it got there on time. And the same old basic 
Browning recoil-operated action gave it dependability to go along 
with its lead-slinging power. The LMG was a good gun with a very 
good record in the Pacific-half of World War 11. 

The Browning Heavy Machine Gun 

This gun was not given much chance in the Islands campaigns. 
Those who used it in Europe may have a different story to tell, 
but on Guadalcanal the Heavy machine gun did not enjoy wide 
employment; it was used mostly in defensive roles and generally 
in positions not too far up in the mountains. The M-1917 Browning 
HMG, like other Infantry weapons, was much too heavy to be 
worth its salt. 

It was actually an improved development of World War I, 
where it was discovered that machine guns could do more than 
merely spray an enemy attacking in front of their very muzzles. 
In mounting the gun solidly it was learned that an even distribu- 
tion of bullet strikes could be spread nicely over a fixed and pre- 
determined area, making the old spray gun an excellent long range 
weapon. It was also discovered that by the use of fixed tripods and 
artillery type instruments (range finders, aiming circles) machine 
guns could be fired accurately at targets not in the view of the 
gunner — indirect fire. 

Because it was so mystic, I guess, this indirect fire became the 
pet subject of every postwar machine gun instructor and, though 
it was an admittedly lesser role of the weapon, we began to find 
great emphasis being placed upon it. The changes in the heavy 
machine gun tripod after World War I tended toward improve- 
ments for such indirect fire, and ultra-long range machine gun fire 
I was certainly the main consideration in the later design of the 

I boat tail bullet replacing the flat base of the M-1918 ammunition, 

§. The new cartridge, designated the Mi, was fitted for long range 

S machine gun fire. Instructors began to speak of machine guns, with 

1^' their new ability to reach 4000 yards, as becoming the competitor 

S of artillery in flat terrain. Fortunately this idea did not hold for 

P long. 

S The reversion to the old flat base bullet during the late thirties 

I scotched the idea that Ordnance intended the machine gun to 

I replace the 7Smm howitzer but we kept right on practicing our 

I indirect laying. Even after the emergency was declared in 1940 

I we were still firing indirect problems with the HMG at ranges of 

I 2000 yards or more. This was a wicked waste of time — interesting 

to the "Brass'* perhaps, because it involved a little plane geometry, 
I but very detrimental in the long run. When we went overseas we 

I took with us machine guns of a design too strongly influenced by 
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what proved to be a very minor consideration. We didn't do any- 
indirect firing at all on Guadalcanal, although I believe we could 
have done so with success on several occasions. The real trouble 
with machine gun instrument fire is that it is a technique demand- 
ing more skill than our limited training periods could possibly 
produce. Also, such employment of flat trajectory weapons would 
be an infringement on the field of artillery — an attempt, in em- 
ploying a weak weapon with very great skill, to take the place of a 
stronger weapon, much better fitted for the same tasks. The way 
the United States trains and fights does not allow the development 
of suflficient specialized skill. It is hard enough, in the few weeks 
(or days) allotted for weapons training, to properly teach a man 
to fire the machine gun — much less to fire it indirectly by the use 
of artillery instruments. 

So the full theoretical value of the heavy Browning was not 
utilized on Guadalcanal. It was not even used in its proper role 
as a medium and long range striker, much less as a long range, 
indirectly laid, flat-trajectory weapon. The jungle terrain would 
not often permit these uses. However, the gun did fine yeoman 
service as a defensive firepower weapon, either for fixed final pro- 
tective fire or for spraying. In the earlier perimeter battles, for 
instance, it was the mainstay of a battalion line that held tight 
and killed more than 900 Japanese with negligible loss to them- 
selves. Marines used the Heavies all along with good effect. 

It would have been entertaining if some of our backhome in- 
structors in 2000-yard indirect fire problems could have seen us 
digging in and sandbagging our guns in positions where they would 
have less than fifty yards field of fire — mere grenade distance! 
Now and then we were able to give support fire from a flank of a 
I maneuvering force, but mostly it was the same old line defense. 

us Once in a blue moon we would get a gun up on a high point and 

I pot away at targets of opportunity. Most often though — and 

I herein lies the worst part of the story — commanders simply did not 

"d make full use of their heavy automatics; they either rearmed their 

u heavy weapons companies with BARs and Mi rifles and kept them 

P in reserve or they armed the men with even lighter weapons and 

K used them for carrying parties. 

^ Sometimes I think we all missed a bet by not trying harder to 

fully employ our Heavy machine guns in offensive roles. Certainly 
I they had some application there because they performed so beauti- 

fully on the range. I would like to hear of the employment of Heavy 
machine guns in Europe, especially would I like to hear the story 
of a good machine gun enthusiast who commanded a platoon on 
I that theater. His story might be a good deal different from the 

I one of men who fought in the tropics. 
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For us, though, the Heavy was never more than a static defense 
weapon — a grand gun with which to stop a Banzai charge. 

Fifty Caliber Machine Guns 

Our ground mounted .50s were other guns of which we didn't 
make much use. They too had impressed all of us by their stellar 
performance on the range; they were accurate, powerful and easy 
to aim and fire, 

They were not, however, easy to carry; we could not practicably 
move them inland beyond the beaches and groves. Even if we did 
get the guns themselves up into the mountains there would still 
remain the problem of ammunition supply — and for .50s that 
would mean tons more for the carrying parties. 

So we left these guns with the outfits charged with beach de- 
fense, who were becoming perhaps the heaviest armed Infantry 
in the world. Every outfit moving inland Would do the same — 
each one peeled oflf its heavy stuff and turned it over to the beach. 
Had a Jap landing been attempted in those later days, the boys 
at Lunga would have been more than able to receive them with 
plenty of both ground and anti-aircraft .50s, 40mm anti-aircraft 
and 37mm anti-tank guns. 

However, even disregarding the weight of our .50s, we could 
still have permissibly left them behind on the basis of a lack of 
appropriate targets. These guns are primarily anti-vehicular weap- 
ons and there were few opportunities to fire at Japanese tanks or 
trucks. In fact, the only use of the ground .50s I know of was 
against the Jap force which made the big perimeter attack in 
October before we (the 132nd) landed — and this was an anti- 
personnel usage. The 164th Infantry had some of their .50s in 
g^ their line to supplement their regular guns and they were very 

? effective in cutting through treeroots and other cover to chop up 

^ the Japanese who were crawling up into the barbed wire. But this 

3 was in a fixed defensive position, within short, hand-carry dis- 

^ tances from the truckheads. 

u 
u 

p Our Grenades 

q 

5 The grenade is another weapon which is seldom recognized as 

I truly important until in actual combat use. Americans are very 

c skilled grenade throwers as a rule, because of their universal 

^ backgrounds of sandlot baseball, and that very factor seemed to 

I have a strong influence in the design of our grenades. They were 

^ principally designed for hand-throwing and, except during war 

^ years, little was done to devise launchers in any form which could 

be used independently or when attached to a rifle. This failure to 
develop such weapons can be regarded as a serious oversight, for 
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Looks like a non-com or officer leading an outfit with which he has served 
only a short time. Casts his most nervous glances back over his shoulder from 
time to time to make sure that he is not advancing alone. 

His fatigues have the usual bulging look; pockets are all stufed with grenades 
and ' K'' rationy more than likely. No net on his helmet; probably his regi- 
mental commander decided to not use the things in order to simplify identifica- 
tion of Japs, If such is the case^ anything with a net on it will draw fire in this 
sector. 

Things around this soldier cannot be too hot; if the air close by was popping 
with bullets he would not be in this proud^ upright posture. Most likely this is 
some sheltered spoty in defilade from enemy fire. If that^s the case^ the hind-leg 
stance doesn\ mark this man as a greenhorn. Only a fool would ordinarily 
expose himself like this in a fire swept area . . . 
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it sent us down into the tropics without a complete battery of 
jungle weapons. 

Our most popular grenade, the fragmentation type, was limited 
to hand-throwing; it could not be launched by other means; this 
reduced its all-around effectiveness as a weapon, despite the fact 
that it was reliable, surefire and powerful. It could not be ac- 
curately projected into small or distant enemy emplacements. 
Almost any man could easily break a third story window with some 
slight mechanical assistance, such as the use of a simple rubber 
slingshot, but this same window would become a very difficult 
target for hand-thrown grenades, especially under the nerve- 
straining conditions of street fighting. 

Hand-throwing, our weapons designers should realize, is only 
one of the several means of placing grenades and is a crude and 
primitive method at best, acceptable only because of its universal 
application to many different types of targets. It is not half so 
accurate as any of the mechanical methods and it greatly shortens 
the potential range of the weapon. It is no more than logical that 
every soldier who carries these grenades should have at his im- 
mediate disposal some means of launching them with at least as 
much accuracy as longbow archery. A good sight-type, rifle at- 
tached, grenade launcher would provide this means; it would 
enable the soldier to place a grenade through a window at 50 yards 
or on top of a small roof at 200, even inside the top of a halftrack 
at as much as 150 yards. These targets are at present in the '*very 
difficult" class for any type of weapon other than the rifled-rocket 
or ordinary rocket guns, which are not nearly so portable as a few 
grenades and a launching attachment. 

The only alteration the present grenade itself would require to 
oj fit it for rifle launching would be the fitting of a finned tubular tail 

§ and an impact detonator, both of which could be made removable 

D and also interchangeable with other launching adaptations. The 

£ standard line of Japanese fragmentation grenades was so designed 

^1 and adapted and this made them much more versatile than any- 

g thing we had. 

I This versatility, however, was the only good quality missing in 

S our own grenade. In its capacity as a hand grenade and boobytrap 

I device it was a reliable and powerful instrument; its fuses were 

M very seldom erratic, it was safe to use, and it was of good size and 

I weight for hand-throwing. Once in a great while we would hear of 

J an instantaneous detonation, but not often. Most of our grenade 

S- accidents — and there were plenty — were of human rather than 

^ mechanical origin. Many were caused by incredible stupidity. 

g Several men on frontline duty went to sleep with grenades clasped 

I "ready" in their hands — with the safety pins pulled; as soon as 
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fingers relaxed in sleep the levers were naturally released and the 
fateful grenades exploded. This explanation of the accident had 
to be deduced from evidence on hand; none of the careless in- 
dividuals was alive to testify. 

But even with all of the danger involved with their use **pine- 
apples" proved to be an important jungle weapon — especially at 
night. Most of us carried one or two at all times, using the heavy 
tape which sealed the cardboard containers to rig the grenades to 
our belts or pack straps, so that they could be quickly tornoif and 
used. Many of the routine trail details — stretcher bearers, supply- 
carrying parties, anti-sniper patrols — carried grenades as almost 
basic weapons. Anything suspicious in the brush would be checked 
and blasted if it looked like enemy. Sounds at night were given the 
same attention. 

Of course, grenade throwing at night can be overdone, and it 
frequently was. There were too many doughboys who tried to 
assure their own safety at night by keeping up a constant barrage 
of grenade explosions in front of their positions. In extreme cases 
this habit would become incurable and grenades had to be taken 
completely away from a few of the more rattled characters. 

Our methods of using grenades, both daytime and night, were 
largely devised in the field. The training we had received in the 
States actually found little practical application at Guadalcanal. 
Most of the formal throwing positions taught back at training 
camps could not be used at all and we took to tossing sidearm and 
underhand more than the football-pass methods of the books. 
Overhand throwing always meant a fully exposed arm, which is 
very bad practice any time. 

Throwing at maximum distances was rare in jungle fighting but 
I accuracy and force were both needed — the former to find the small 

I pillbox ports and holes in the treeroots and the latter to sometimes 

Q. penetrate heavy screens of leaves and small twigs. This made us 

S feel more than ever the need for a good rifle-fitted launcher; we 

\n could have used it many, many times. 

S "Frags" were practically the only grenade we used on Guadal- 

P canal. We got a few "smokes" and a few "thermites," as I remem- 

K ber, but never used them for anything important. Perhaps they 

^ would have been more effective than the frags against pillboxes 

I and roofed entrenchments but that required rifle-launching too. 

I We could have used another type of grenade — a lightweight frag- 

I mentation, or "concussion" type, which could have been easily 

I carried into remote areas, such as Hill 27; but we were never lucky 

enough to receive any. 
S More than additional types of grenades we needed better means 

I of projecting the ones we had. Every man should have been able 
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to launch his grenades by rifle as well as by hand and every squad 
should have been equipped with some sort of ground discharger — 
something which could talk back to the Japanese knee-mortar, 
using the conveniently available grenades carried by the riflemen. 

Our Ammunition 

There are two important factors which decide, of themselves, 
whether or not the soldier at the front will be able to shoot good, 
reliable cartridges or shells in his weapons. Manufacture is the 
first consideration: if the shells are not well made and of good 
material, they cannot be expected to perform properly under the 
conditions of battle. Our own cartridges were well made, and their 
performance in the field was very good. As far as I know, we had 
very few complaints to make regarding the manufacture of our 
different cartridges, shells, and grenades. 

The second and most critical factor to us was the one of delivery 
— the mechanics of everything connected with getting the ammuni- 
tion from the manufacturers' finishing rooms to the frontlines. 
This would include the packaging, sealing, boxing, loading, ship- 
ping, unloading, and final distribution of boxes and bandoleers to 
riflemen and gunners in the fight. 

These shipments would be banged about a lot in getting to us 
on Guadalcanal, and the original cases and containers would 
surely be broken in the process if they were not very well made. 
With the manufacturer located in the Midwest, for instance, his 
product would likely travel to the west coast by rail, from there 
to Hawaii by ship, then down under New Zealand to New Cale- 
donia, then up to Esperito Santos and on to Guadalcanal — prac- 
tically half way around the globe. After it got to Guadalcanal it 
oj would be unloaded to receive perhaps a month or more of steam- 

§ bath and heat-testing. Then some of it would be lost, some de- 

i stroyed, and some — that all-important fraction — fired at the en- 

^ emy. Of this portion, the defection of a single round — the misfire 

5, of one rifle or pistol cartridge — might well be a matter of life and 

S death to an Infantryman. 

ro Because the failure of a small mechanical device was on occasion 

q such an important matter to the frontline soldier, he was very 

I likely to feel extremely bitter against all designers, manufacturers, 

I and even the factory hands associated with the fabric of any 

^ weapon or cartridge which had misperformed. The old frontline 

I expression of all modern wars was often repeated, loudly and 

£ profanely: "Boy, Oh Boy!'^ some grimy, bearded gunner, strug- 

^ gling with a stubborn part on a heavy machine gun, would snarl 

D through gritted teeth, "If I could only lay my hands on the dirty, 

low, rotten son-of-a-bitch who invented this thing!" 
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Ammunition difficulties were only a minor cause of such bitter- 
ness, however, because most of the complaints were made against 
particular items of weapons and equipment not too well suited for 
use on Guadalcanal. 

As far as ammunition supplies were concerned, even the de- 
livery factor had left small cause for complaint. Ammunition 
packages, especially those for small arms cartridges, had been 
adequately strong and weatherproofed. If there was a single phase 
of supply which had any claim to flawlessness, it was the packaging 
and handling of rifle and machine gun ammunition. The sturdy 
wingnut-held cases, with their hermetically sealed tin linings, were 
the best packing boxes ever, and they did much to see that we got 
our fodder delivered in good shape. These boxes would fit com- 
pactly into any shipping space — the hold of a ship, the bed of a 
truck, or anywhere — and they would take a very severe fall with- 
out breakage. A dunking in water, either fresh or salt, would not 
harm the ammunition inside, and to store them, even in the tropics 
one had but to stack the cases on dunnage. No covers or shields 
were necessary unless the storage period was to extend into years. 
We did not take ammunition in cases up to the very front, of 
course. It was broken down into tactical containers in rear areas, 
and carried up in the same form — machine gun boxes, or bando- 
leers and loaded BAR clips. We knew that after ammunition got 
up to the battalions it would not be long before it would be fired 
away. Storage would no longer be important, but the ability of the 
unprotected clips and individual rounds to stand repeated dipping 
in mud and water would become a prime consideration. Our rifle 
and machine gun ammunition, in this respect, was not found to be 
wanting. 
I In the beginning on Guadalcanal we used ball ammunition, M-2. 

u^ Only a few rounds of 173 grain Mi had been available to us on 

I New Caledonia, and to my knowledge none was shipped with us. 

I The Marines had some with them, so that a few men who wanted it 

[^' for sniping purposes could have used the boat tail stuff. Ranges 

u were generally so short that it didn't matter to me, and because I 

P had cut the barrel of my rifle to twenty inches I found the lighter 

K bullets a little more pleasant to shoot. 

^ Armor-piercing ammunition was issued in great quantity on the 

i Island, though it did not replace ball entirely as it did later on. In 
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I the jungle it didn't seem to make so much diff"erence what we used 

but I can see the advantages of having the standard cartridge 
capable of good metal penetration. Lots of times it comes in handy. 
In the assaults against pillboxes it became standard procedure to 
have some sort of rifle or BAR fire pouring into the visible ports. 
The Japs invariably rigged their pillboxes so that the gun could be 
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fired by a crouching gunner, from below the line of fire. This left 
the gun itself as the sole target; naturally such a metal target would 
be more affected by armor-piercing missiles. So, as long as no sacri- 
fice in accuracy is involved, I would always prefer to use armor- 
piercing ammunition in place of ball. And recently loaded armor- 
piercing has proven very accurate. 

It always worked — the primers were always good. I don't re- 
member any ammunition failures on the entire island, as far as .30 
and .45 caliber stuff was concerned. When you squeezed the trigger 
the gun always went off and something came out of the front end. 
Of all the thousands of rounds fired around me, none could be 
proven defective — not one. Fortunately for us, however, things 
were very different on the Japanese side of the fence. Their am- 
munition was not nearly so reliable as ours. Even a limited amount 
of firing with 6.5mm or 7.7mm stuff would reveal a few misfires, 
due to faulty manufacture, or later processing — I wouldn^t know 
which. All of these processes were second rate, judging from the 
way the cartridges were finished and packed, so I rather suppose 
it was a combination of errors which put their ammunition in a 
quality bracket far below our own. 

The greater diameter of our bullet gave many advantages over 
the Japanese .256. Our tracers were more reliable and our in- 
cendiaries superior in performance to anything we had shot at us. 
Actually I do not know that the Japs had incendiaries in their 
standard rifle ammunition — some of it seemed to behave that way, 
however. The several times that I was able to cross-section and 
examine .256 caliber tracers made clear to me why ours were better. 
There just isn't enough space in the narrow 6.5mm projectiles for 
the necessary amount of chemical. It would be wise, when Ord- 
nance comes to think of adopting a smaller caliber for the sake of 
g ballistic advantage, to bear in mind that a wider bullet is a great 

§- advantage when special fillings are used. We may — if the present 

trend in morality continues — use explosive bullets in the next War. 
[^' Our biggest trouble was with our heavier ammunition. Every- 

y thing up to and including .50 caliber was packed beautifully, and 

p it stored well if the cases were left with seals intact. Only when we 

K got to using the larger-calibered stuff that came in individual 

^ cardboard tube containers did we run into trouble. Grenades and 

I 37mm ammunition were generally okeh because they were well 

I packed with the cardboard containers on the inside of wooden 

I boxes, but the stuff that really gave us trouble was another type 

^ of ammunition that came packed in cardboard tube-type con- 

tainers — mortar shells. 
I Mortar shells were well protected from natural deterioration in 

I their very construction. The detonators and fuses were concealed 
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in heavy metal, well moistureproofed, and the initial propelling 
charge was in the form of a shotgun shell fitted into a metal cham- 
ber. Surely if shotgun shells could be proofed against the dampness 
of duck blinds and snipe bogs, they could be waterproofed satis- 
factorily as a component of mortar ammunition — and they were. 
It was another part of the mortar round which was to cause the 
trouble — the relatively exposed propellant powder increments. 

This propellant charge was not in a powder form at all, but in 
the form of celluloid strips, cut and sewn into little waferlike 
packets. These were attached to the fin portion of each shell and 
were removable in increments to permit the gunner to vary the 
charge. They had to be exposed on the outside of the shell in order 
to be so handled and they had to be attached near the tail to facil- 
itate their ignition from the basic charge, so they were shipped 
out in just that way — in cardboard containers, handy but not 
weatherproof. There were no storehouses on the beach of Guadal- 
canal, so they were stacked in the open with the cardboard-tube 
containers exposed to tropic rains. Eventually the ammunition 
was delivered up front and fired, and it wasn't long afterward that 
reports of trouble began to leak back to the beach. 

In some areas a lot of mortar rounds began to fall short, all too 
often with fatal results. ^'Shorts'* on the ranges back in the States 
didn't matter so much because there we had generally been re- 
quired, in the interests of safety, to avoid any inline positions of 
the mortar observation posts. The line from gun to target was 
always a little off to the right or left of the OP so that any shorts 
would fall clear of the OP crew. In war this arrangement was gen- 
erally impossible, mainly because the mortar often had a more or 
less solid line of friendly troops across its entire front, with no time 
I available to even permit their location on the range card or fire 

I map. Mortars were nearly always firing directly over some of our 

§. own people. 

3{ Under these circumstances there was no choice but to go ahead 

1^' and fire, taking due precautions and following carefully the in- 

y structions received from the observation post. A certain small 

P number of shorts, due to mechanical failures and occasional human 

S errors was expected and the Infantrymen up front took them with- 

b out too much groaning. But after the first few weeks on the island 

I these shorts began to occur too often. In some sectors round after 

I round fell short, initially convincing the front line platoons that a 

I lot of Japanese 90mm mortars had been moved into their sector. 

I This impression was soon dispelled by the discovery of telltale 

American shell fragments and other clues and the incident lost 
I its humor in the process. Some of the fragments were removed 

I from the bodies of our Infantrymen. 
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A few commanders silenced their mortars entirely, having lost 
all confidence in them. Investigations were made and it was quickly 
learned that the whole trouble had been caused by the effect of 
moisture on the propellant increments. Some of them had failed 
to ignite — had, in fact, remained attached unburned to the shell, 
being discovered at the site of the short explosion. It was only a 
few days before Ordnance straightened the matter out and issued 
orders for the disposal of increments which had been darkened 
with moisture. 

This was an excusable slip and a small one, but it had caused 
casualties — some of the shorts even fell into aid stations and 
command posts; and somehow, a casualty of this self-inflicted sort 
always seems ten times harder to take. In such a matter there is 
nothing half-way about the resentment felt by the injured. If 
responsibility for failure to properly wetproof those shells could 
have been placed on a single man and that man delivered alive to 
the front, there were many on hand who would have joyfully shot 
him — through the middle so he'd die slowly. 

This difficulty with mortar ammunition was the only serious 
trouble of the sort which arose on the Island and although the 
Artillerymen may have not been pleased with the supply handling 
of their ammunition, the doughboys had little cause in that matter 
for complaint. We knew that changes could have been made to 
make the packaging more suitable for the tropics. For instance, 
packages could have been made with smaller hermetically sealed 
units in order to facilitate hand carrying over poor trails and rope 
or metal handles could have been added to the cases as a carrying 
aid, but such criticisms were very minor. 

Air supply containers and parachutes could have been made 
^ available and would have helped a lot in getting supplies to outfits 

far inland or isolated, but air dropping technique was just then 
^ beginning to be developed to a point of real usefulness. Later in 
^ Burma I was to see a whole new method of supply evolved, which, 
^1 had it been applied in time to the Guadalcanal operation, could 
y have shortened the campaign by at least a month. 

1 Naturally we complained, as soldiers always will, about the way 
S every bit of supplies was delivered to us. We learned that service 
b troops are service in name only because we ourselves had to fur- 
I nish nearly all of the work details to unload and handle the sup- 
i plies — which was an endless and a thankless job. We found that 
I many of the rear area outfits were often allowed to be more con- 
s' cerned with their own comfort than with the very lives of the men 
^ up front, so pretty soon we began to take such things for granted 
S and ceased to resent them. 

N 

I We had only one great consolation in the matters of supply, 
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Back in the days of IQ43-44 the purported Japanese definition of the term 
^^American^^ was often expressed as "a strange animal who travels from island 
to island digging holesT^ 

Practically speaking this definition was not far from correct. Each stop 
called for the preparation of diggings of some sort. We quickly learned to halt 
our columns early, so that we could be well dug in by nightfall. By that pro- 
cedure we would insure our being below ground when Japanese counter assaults 
would come — always after darkness. 

We learned also to grab a Japanese entrenching shovel at first opportunity 
and to then throw away the Woolworth toy which had been issued to us. 

The Jap shovel being used by the sketched American is a good one. Maybe 
not so good as the one we received later in the war, but a hundred times better 
than our old model. It is made of good steel, to hold a good root-cutter edge, 
and it is perforated to prevent soil from clinging to the blade. This man using 
it will have all but his eyes and the top of his helmet underground in 20 minutes 
— digging in soft sand. 

And it is kind of amusing to see the way this man is putting his heart into 
his work. Quite likely he is one of those Joes who had to be forced to dig a hole 
six inches deep during the Louisiana Maneuvers. Now he digs one four feet 
deep and puts a logged roof on it if he has time. 
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hardship, or anything else. We could always look at the poor Jap- 
anese Infantry on the same island and know that there was at 
least one group of people worse off than we. This was especially 
true in the matter of ammunition supply. Ours was good — theirs 
was lousy. 

Our Master Craftsmen 

Whenever an outfit goes into battle for the first time its personnel 
will automatically reclassify themselves as to military competence 
and general reliability. Some, whom the commander thought to be 
the finest men he had, will turn out worthless. Some whom he 
might have thought worthless are liable to become the heroes of the 
action. It is not a rare occurrence for the drunken, riotious element 
in a command to provide it with its very best fighting men. 

But while individuals within the organization will rise and fall in 
the commander's opinion after he first sees them in combat, the 
commander's overall impression of his whole group of men is one of 
amazed admiration. All of the men generally do much better than 
could have reasonably been expected from their pre-combat rec- 
ords, and the shock of seeing this sometimes almost knocks the 
Old Man over. 

That is one of the reasons that we found many officers — who 
kept protesting during training that "this gang of bums will never 
learn to fight" — later praising their units as the best ever. Such 
commanders often found that each man would work industriously 
and bravely, where he had expected to have to drive them con- 
stantly. 

It brings a measure of idealism into the front lines to match the 
oj cynical and pessimistic atmosphere which one learns to expect 

§ there. It gives a new meaning to the terms used by war corre- 

6 spondents, lifts the word "valor" from the level of hackneyed news- 

% paper copy and makes it a real, live thing. One soon comes to 

^1 realize that, if war does not bring out the best in men, it most 

g surely does call forth their greatest talents for sacrifice and en- 

I durance. Nothing in peace is so stimulative to will and physical 

S strength. 

I I suppose that it can all be explained by the natural fusion of all 

M eff'ort into the one great struggle to get the important life-and- 

l death job done. Men realize that all petty concern must be cast 

I aside in the face of the enemy, and all strength bent to the fight. 

I The only extraneous factor of interference left in an army in battle 

^ is in back of the front, where petty jealousies and political side- 

currents can find room to move. Staff officers and generals may 
sometimes find time to think of selfish interests, while the men 
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doing the fighting cannot. Infantrymen in the foxholes have mind 
and body alike busied in defending their lives. 

Still, I like to think that not all of this heroism and devotion to 
duty is the result of the pressure of circumstance. It seems cynical 
in the extreme for one to say that Infantrymen do a good job only 
because they have to. My own belief is that after a while in the fight 
the doughboy gains a new faith in his fellow soldiers and a new love 
for his personal ideals, far surpassing any propaganda-instilled 
patriotism. Wherever I have seen fighting in this war — with rare 
exceptions — all of the Americans involved behaved in a more than 
creditable manner. And in Burma, during service with Merrill's 
Marauders in early '44, I was privileged to see infantry actions 
where extreme bravery and heroism were standard, rather than 
exceptional. It is pretty easy for one to be proud of being an Ameri- 
can after a few such sights. . . . 
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THE NEXT TIME 

Maybe the next war is a long way oflF, maybe only a few years; 
perhaps there is a remote possibility that we will never have 
another war on the same scale as the last. I hope so, but at the 
same time we should remain aware of the pitiful statecraft of our 
times, and the fact that we are a rich nation, fat with wealth, sur- 
rounded by a world of comparative poverty. Other nations want 
and need what we have got; and at the rate we are going now sev- 
eral of the poorer nations will soon possess military strength greater 
than our own. If a foreign government decides that it can make 
better use of our natural wealth — our coal, iron ore, oil — that 
country might reasonably and logically try to take them from us 
by force of arms. These are cold facts to throw in the face of im- 
practical pacifism and starry-eyed idealism. Most of our population 
have never been overseas to witness the starvation and squalor of 
other nations. If they had they would know the great need for 
guarding the tremendous wealth we, as Americans, possess. 
oj How we can guard that wealth is quite a problem. The most 

obvious way is, of course, the maintenance of a huge Army, Navy 
g_ and Air Force, capable of destroying any force that would attack 
^ us. The American people have already indicated clearly that the 
^1 maintenance of such a large military establishment is repugnant 
y to them; that any other means of promoting national security 

1 would be preferable. Few Americans are interested in peacetime 
S military careers; it takes a war to get the average young man in- 
b terested in the Army. So we search for a second choice means of 
I national security. 

i The second choice is as obvious as the first. If you cannot have 

I a large standing Army you must have a huge bank of civilian- 

S- soldiers; a trained and organized reserve, ready on a few day's 

notice to leave their civilian jobs and take up arms. The name of 
S such a reserve organization would be unimportant; it could be 

called the National Guard, the Organized Reserves, or anything 
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else. The important thing would be its standard of training and 
organization. If its men and officers were incapable of performing 
their assigned military tasks, it would be little better than no or- 
ganization at all. 

The greatest problem in developing a reserve would be that of 
maintaining a good standard of training, especially weapons train- 
ing; and of the weapons training the most important would be the 
basic and universally useful training in rifle marksmanship. Teach- 
ing civilians, especially those of military age, in how to shoot the 
rifle, would have benefits farther reaching than any other form of 
training we could mete out. 

Training in itself, however, is dry. The average American wants 
to enjoy himself while he learns. To enable him to do so it will be 
necessary to change our present methods of rifle instruction. The 
answer to this is to put everything on a '^sporting*' or competitive 
basis. Let the government spend money in an effort to make shoot- 
ing as attractive, for instance, as bowling. Let every neighborhood 
have its rifle range, gallery indoor and medium-range outdoor. 
Let every city have several long range competition layouts for big 
matches. Given a rifle and ammunition every kid would want to 
shoot. Given good instruction and material, every kid, by present 
scoring standards, could become an expert rifleman. An Army of 
expert riflemen, with near-equality in supporting weapons, would 
be wellnigh invincible in either defensive or aggressive combat. 

Weapons can only be improved within certain limits; ours are 
already nearly as good as they can be. But with the human ele- 
ment it is diff^erent; not one rifleman in ten thousand can use his 
weapon to full advantage. The importance of skill vs weapons 
design is well demonstrated by the fact that a fine competitive 
^ archer would be more eff'ective in combat with his bow and arrow 

I than the average Infantry rifleman armed with an Mi rifle. Thus 

§. we find that while we have approached the peak in weapons design, 

3{ we have not yet begun to create true weapons skill. The develop- 

^' ment of that skill, I am convinced, is one of the most vital factors 

y which will determine the future eff'ectiveness of the Infantry we 

I send to the battlefields of the next war. 

S When this next war comes it will find our manhood in about the 

b same shape as did the last. We will be soft from a lack of hard work 

I and from traveling our miles in automobiles instead of on foot. 

I We will be soft from sleeping on soft beds in warmed rooms. This 

I will make the hardships of a campaign seem much worse to us than 

I to the men of nations of lower standards of living, where the 

peasantry are used to living the year round under conditions ap- 
I proximating military camplife. And because our country is not 

I miserably overpopulated, Americans will continue to retain an 
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exaggerated conception of the value of human life, making us 
hesitant to take or risk the lives of our fellow men. 

All of these are military deterrents, working to our disadvantage 
during a war. To counter them we have many advantages, such 
as technical superiority and a higher level of mechanical education 
for the average man. These are qualities that help vastly in the 
assembly of an effective Air Corps or Navy but do little to make 
trained and hardened Infantry soldiers. We must have other 
capabilities developed in our militia if the average man is expected 
to be able to properly defend his country. 

We should teach our people how to shoot, not ordinarily, but 
with skill. Every man, woman and half-grown child in the country 
should be able to use the simpler Infantry weapons. No one out- 
side the Soviet Union knows how much it meant that so many of 
the Soviet people had learned to shoot rifles and machine guns. 
We all know what terrible casualties the invading German Armies 
suffered at the hands of armed Russian civilians. Perhaps the 
Russian ability to withstand the German attack was decided by 
that one factor. Perhaps our country's mettle will be similarly 
tested one day; if it is I hope we stand up as well as the Russians 
did in their dark days of 1941 and 1942. 

Our victories in this war were glorious; no one can say otherwise. 
The only trouble was they took too long to achieve. Battles were 
heldup for days because the fire against the enemy positions was 
ineffectually delivered by men of insufficient skill. Enemy garrisons 
under siege were able to hold out longer because their casualties 
were not as heavy as we could have made them. Too many enemy 
soldiers were able to stick their heads above ground without getting 
a bullet in the face, and that made the war last longer — which is 
oj just another way of saying that our Infantrymen were lousy shots, 

§ which they certainly were. 

I A good point of it all is that most of the exdoughboys know 

% they were poor shots and they know how much that lack of skill 

^1 cost them. They are willing to learn the right way to shoot now, 

S and kids of high school age are always willing to learn how to shoot. 

I Teach those two groups of persons to shoot well, and we will auto- 

S matically be assured in the next war of a large number of good 

I combat Infantrymen. 

I We all have heard it said that *^God is on the side with the 

i heaviest battalions." That is an age old military truism. In my 

J part of this last war God displayed partiality too — He always 

I favored the side armed with semi-automatic rifles. We can secure 

^ even more of His support in wars to come if we learn how to shoot 

g these rifles as they should be aimed and fired. 

N 
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WITH BRITISH SNIPERS TO THE REICH (In Preparation). . .C Shore 

PENNSYLVANIA RIFLES AND RIFLEMAKERS Ray M. Smith 

ORDNANCE WENT UP FRONT Roy F. Dtmlap 

SHOTS FIRED IN ANGER John B. George 

ENGLISH GUNS AND RIFLES J. Nigel George 

ENGLISH PISTOLS AND REVOLVERS J. Nigel George 

TWENTY-TWO CALIBER VARMINT RIFLES C S. Landia 

PROFESSIONAL GUNSMITHING Walter J. Howe 

MODERN AMERICAN RIFLES, 1890 (Reprint) A. C. Gould 

MODERN AMERICAN PISTOLS, 1892 (Reprint) A. C. Gould 

THE GUNSMITH'S MANUAL 1882 (Reprint) Stelle & Harriion 

SMALL-ARMS DESIGN AND BALLISTICS, Vol. I. .Townaend Whelen 
SMALL-ARMS DESIGN AND BALLISTICS, Vol. U.. Towuend Whelen 

TELESCOPIC RIFLE SIGHTS, (1944) Townaend Whelen 

TEXTBOOK OF AUTOMATIC PISTOLS R. K. WiUon 

A RIFLEMAN WENT TO WAR H. W. McBride 

TEXTBOOK OF FIREARMS IDENTIFICATION J. S. Hatcher 

TEXTBOOK OF PISTOLS AND REVOLVERS J. S. Hatcher 

MODERN GUNSMITHING Qyde Baker 

BOOK OF THE SPRINGFIELD E. C. Grossman 

MILITARY AND SPORTING RIFLE SHOOTING E. C CroMman 

BIG GAME HUNTING AND MARKSMANSHIP K. F. Lee 

ELEMENTARY GUNSMITHING Perry D. Frazer 

ADVANCED GUNSMITHING W. F. Vickery 

HANDLOADER'S MANUAL Earl Naramore 

FIREARM BLUEING AND BROWNING R. H. Angier 

SIXGUN CARTRIDGES AND LOADS Elmer Keith 

V BIG GAME RIFLES AND CARTRIDGES Elmer Keith 

§ AUTOMATIC PISTOL MARKSMANSHIP Wm. Reichenhach 

i SEXGUNS AND BULLSEYES Wm. Reichenbach 

I FIREARM DESIGN AND ASSEMBLY Alvin Linden 

3 INLETTING THE STOCK BLANK 

^ SHAPING THE INLETTED BLANK 

a FINISHING THE GUNSTOCK 

S Above arc listed the Samworth Books on Firearms now offered for sale or in 

1/1 

I process of publication by 

c 

i THOMAS G. SAMWORTH 

I SmalKArms Technical Publishing Company 
^ Plantersvillei South Carolina 

I U. S. A. 

I November. 1947 
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^ SamwOHh Bjiolt C*n f ir. *frw^ ^4 *** 



By Clyde Baker 

Here is the granddaddy of all the gun- 
smithing books, written in 1928 by the late 
Clyde Baker and still the outstanding "one 
book" buy for the individual shooter who is 
interested in tinkering with or tuning-up his 
shooting irons. Baker*s work has done more 
to promote the art of gunsmithing than any- 
thing written before or since. It is today as 
applicable and useful as the day it was writ- 
ten and is yet up-to-date and modern in all 
respects. 

"Modern Gunsmithing" contains thirty- 
four chapters, occupying 525 pages of closely 
set type, and has more than 200 original illustrations from actual 
photographs and line drawings. These chapters include discussions 
of tool equipment, various woods suited to gunstocks, the design and 
construction of modern gunstocks, how to fit the individual shooter, 
polishing metal parts, bluing, browning and coloring metals (36 
proven formulas), welding, soldering and brazing, annealing, hard- 
ening, tempering and casehardening, sights and telescopes and 
methods of fitting, manufacture and substitution of small parts, 
selection of tools or the making of special tools needed, and many 
other subjects never before covered in print. There are special and 
extensive chapters on remodeling military and obsolete arms, on 
shotgun work, revolver and pistol work, reducing trigger pulls, 
regulating and speeding up actions, etc. The essential technical 
knowledge covering hcadspace, bedding and proving has been in- 
cluded and the text goes clear through to emergency repairs in the 
field. 

Baker has treated his subject with special reference to the shooter 
"back of beyond'' — the man in the woods or mountains, or the boy 
on the farm and ranch — located far from supply shops, stores or gun- 
smiths. But the latter have also been constantly kept in mind, and 
"Modern Gunsmithing" is all its name implies: a practical, thor- 
ough, and up-to-date manual and text-book for either the profes- 
sional gunsmith or the dealer in firearms who is required to give 
"service" with the weapon he sells. The individual shooter who has 
neither time nor inclination for working over his firearms will find it 
an interesting and valuable treatise on modern firearms and a useful 
addition to his library, a book full of practical information and data 
on shooting. 

Written by a man who was a practical shooter and user of fire- 
arms, who thoroughly understood other gun-lovers and their prob- 
lems. Published and sold at a price the average gun user can afford 
to pay: — ^less than a cent each for its closely packed pages; the biggest 
value in the reading line for the scientific rifleman of this day. 
Price, $4,50. 
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By W. F. Vickcry 

ADVANCED GUNSMITHING is a special- 
ized manual, restricted to the metal-working 
phases of gunsmithing. In these various operations 
it takes the reader many stages farther than do 
earlier works, yet at the same time it is a most es- 
sential book for the amateur to have at hand. This 
is a book we can conscientiously recommend as an 
early purchase by the beginner in firearm study 
and repair. 

W. F. Vickery is a professional gunsmith of long 
experience, and is also a gun-crank and experi- 
menter of advanced degree — one who fully under- 
stands the complex ideas and requirements of the 
modern rifleman. Practicability is the keynote of his text, and his 
methods and instruction will prove workable — and applicable under 
the conditions confronting the average owner of firearms. You can 
put his text to practical application on your guns — right there in 
your own home. 

Here are given principles of and complete instruction on barrel 
making, boring, reaming, rifling and chambering — done by means 
of the small modern power tools now so popular, or done entirely by 
hand on a hand-rifling bench using rifling-heads, barrel and cham- 
ber reamers which you yourself can make It tells all about head- 
spacing, barrel changing, action alterations, barrel lining, together 
with some highly applicable chapters on the reboring and chamber- 
ing of rusted or shot-out barrels or of obsolete rifles. Extensive treat- 
ment is given the popular .22 rim-fire and its peculiar problems. 
There is a full chapter on shotguns and their repairs or alterations. 
The causes and corrections of malfunctions are given. Complete 
coverage is made of all metal small parts: sights, barrel bands, 
swivels, firing-pins, lock and action parts, telescopic sight fittings 
and repairs, coil and flat spring making, heat treatment and temper- 
ing of gun parts. Comprehensive treatment is given of all the small 
repairs most frequently necessary in firearm upkeep, with every- 
thing treated in the most modern manner. 

Vickery's work does not treat or take up the wood-working 
phases of the gunsmithing art. For these operations we recommend 
the Linden booklets and Baker's and Howe's outstanding titles — 
which books ''Advanced Gunsmithing^^ supplements in a most thorough 
and practicable manner 

No matter how many other gunsmithing books you now have, you 
need this one. It takes up where all others left off. 432 profusely il- 
lustrated pages filled with data on modern firearms and the most 
applicable and modern methods of adjustment and repair. Price 
$4.00. 
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Volume l^*Design, Construction 
and Operation; Price $6.00 

This book covers the entire field of 
modern small arms and ammunition, 
with special stress on design, construc- 
tion and operation. The author, 
Colonel Whelen, an outstanding rifle* 
man and small arms authority and one 
of the U. S. Army*s leading ordnance 
experts, has made the study and use of 
firearms his hobby and profession for 
more than half a century. 

Volume I not only thoroughly cov- 
ers the construction, design and oper- 
ation of small arms — including rifles, pistols, revolvers, shotguns 
and submachine guns— but gives minute technical details of car- 
tridges and ammunition components. This concise, authentic in- 
formation regarding design, manufacture, functioning and use of 
small arms and ammunition constitutes a most liberal education for 
any shooter and the entire subject is presented in a manner that he 
can absorb and utilize in a practical way in his everyday shooting 
problems. This is a book the beginner will easily understand and 
is a splendid work to start off with. 
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Volume II — Interior and Exterior Ballistics; Price $6.00 

In Volume II, Colonel Whelen thoroughly covers the important 
and hitherto vague subjects of Interior and Exterior Ballistics. This 
work clearly and graphically depicts just what happens from the time 
the trigger is let oflf until the bullet strikes the target. 

This book, complete in itself, presents extensive explanations and 
studies relative to pressure, velocity, combustion, recoil, jump, vi- 
bration, flight of the bullet, air resistance, force of gravity, drift, 
yaw, trajectory, accuracy, killing power, testing methods, bench and 
machine rests, care, cleaning and storage of materials and the neces- 
sary methods of computing and keeping records and score books. 

The entire subject is approached from the practical, rather than 
the scientific angle, and the text will be found of particular benefit 
to the average shooter and hunter. The set comprises a basic founda- 
tion of ballistic knowledge for arms students, ordnance technicians, 
gunsmiths, sportsmen and firearms lovers in general. 

Price, $6.00 per volume, delivered 
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An outstanding and authoritative treatise on these early American 
muzzle-loading rifles developed and made throughout Eastern and 
Middle Pennsylvania from the year 1730 through the Civil War, 
and ending with the coming of the metallic cartridge repeating rifle 
of the *7os. Prepared, written and illustrated by native Pennsyl- 
vanians, who have had ready access to the many local examples and 
collections throughout that State, plus a lifetime of experience and 
knowledge gained through having lived amongst the kinfolk of the 
makers of these rifles and the people who used them. 

In addition to the complete story of the Pennsylvania rifle and the 
master craftsmen who made it, this book contains 100 large plates 
(a few in full colors), each devoted solely to one particular rifle. That 
rifle is treated individually, as shown in the accompanying (and 
greatly reduced) replica illustration; with its major features, em- 
bellishments and accessories drawn separately and presented in still 
greater detail. Opposite each plate is a full-page analysis of that 
rifle, with its physical specifications given and all mechanical features 
fully described, along with notes on its maker or original owner. 

In deluxe style and binding. Price $10.00. (Ready May, 1948) 
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Samworth Prints on Fireaims 

Concurrently with the preparation and editing of the Samworth 
Books on Firearms over the past several years, it became necessary 
to devote much time and study to the composition and arrangement 
of the special illustrations and paintings to be used along v^ith our 
books. This, in most instances, turned out to be no small job. 

Fortunately, we made contact with Gayle Hoskins, the famous 
artist of Wilmington, Delaware and one of the outstanding students 
of the late and great Howard Pyle. Mr. Hoskins has an especial apti- 
tude for historical scenes and outdoor subjects involving firearms, 
and to our critical demands for accurate weapons-and-period cor- 
rectness he has given a most satisfying degree of interest and study. 
As a result of several of his paintings which we have so far used, 
there has been created a steady and insistent demand from our book 
buyers to furnish them, in proper form for framing, certain of the 
rifle shooting scenes he has so accurately and interestingly depicted. 

Consequently, we are now offering Samworth Prints on Firearms— 
a series of attractive and authentic pictures, reproduced in the 
very best and most modern process of this day — six and seven colors 
done in color-gravure — which will prove highly suitable for the 
walls of the rifleman or sportsman's home. 




Here is "The Rifle Frolic," a scene showing Captain Nagle*s 
I company of Pennsylvania Riflemen holding a shooting match at 

some country cross-roads tavern in Berks County, early in the year 
1775. Print surface is 17 x 25 inches in size with wide margins. 
Price, $5.00, delivered suitable for framing. A companion print, 
matching in size and execution, is *'Trade From the Monongahela." 
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